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Stage, was 


To hi Royal Highneſs the 
DW « © 


SIR, | 

OTIS an oved Opinion, There's not ſo um- 
7 happy a Creature 2 2 the World, as the Max 
that wants Ambition: For certainly he lives to very 
little Uſe that only toils in the ſame Round, and be- 
eanſe he knows where he it, tho" in a dirty Road, 
dare not venture on a ſmoother Path for fear of 
being lot. That am net the Mreteb I condemn, 
your Royal Highneſs may be ſufficiently convinc'd, 
in that I durſi preſume to put this Poem under your 
Patronage. My Motives to it were not ordinary: For, 
beſides ny own "_—_—y to take an Opportunity of 
. publiſhing the extreme on { owe your Royal 
. Highneſs, the mighty Kneoxragement I receiy'd 
From your obation of it when pri ſented on the 
int enonch to let me know as whoſe Feet 
| 2 be laid. Tet bi 1 dn this, Þ am ſenſi 
ble the cnrions World will eceped} ſome ie on 
thoſe heroick Virtuet, which are thro'ont it ſo much 
admir'd. Hat as they are a Theme too 27 for my 
Undertaking, ſo only to endeavour at the Trath of 
"em, maſt in the 4 between my Qbſcarity and 
their Hyight, ſavonr of a Flattery, which in your 
| Royal Estee I wonld wot be thong bt guilt 
* The) i that part of ens which relates to my 152 
viz, your Favours 


ewer'd ow @ Thing ſo mean 
as | am) I know not 


ow to be ſilent. bir you were 
wot only fo indulgent as to beſtow your Proiſs on this, 
bat cure * ; 


my Hopes) to declare in favonr of 
my firſt Eſ/ay of this Nature, and add yet the Hu- 
72 of your Command to go forward, when 
4 had the Honour to v4 your Royal Highneſi's Hand, 

3 in 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


in toben of your Permiſſion to make a Dedication te 
yor of the ſecond. I muſt confeſs, and boaſt, I ans 
very proud of it; and it were enough to make me more, 
were I not ſenſible how far I am undeſerving. Yet 
when I conſider you never give your Favours precipi- 
tately, but that it is a certain Si of ſome Deſert 
when you Tonchſafe to promote; 1, who have termi- 
nated my beſt Hopes in it, ſhould do wrong to your 
Goodreſs, fhould I not let the World know my Mind 
as well as my Condition, is rais'd by it. I am cer- 
tain none that know your Royal Highneſs will diſ- 
approve my aſpiring to the Service of ſo great and ſo 
good a Maſter; One who (as is apparent by all thoſe. 
who have the Honour to be near you and knew you 
by that Title) never rais'd without Merit, or diſ- 
conntenanc'd without Fuſtice. 'Tis that indeed ob- 
liging Severity which has in all Men created an awful 
Love and Reſpedt towards you; ſince in the firmneſs 
of your Reſolution the brave and good Man is ſure of 

ou, whilſt the ill. minded and malignant fears yon. 

his I conld not paſs over ; and 1 hope your Kayal 
Highneſs will pardon it, ſince "tis unaffectedly my 


Zeal to you, who am in nothing ſo unfortunate, as Þ}_ 


that I have not @ better Opportunity to let you and 
the World know bow much 1 am 


- Your Royal Highneſt's 
moſt Humble, moſt Faithful, 
and moſt Obedient Servant, 


TAO. OTrwar. 


PREFACE. 


READE RM, „ 
7 I'S not that I have any great Affection to Scrib? 


bling, that I peſter thee with a Pretace; for amongſt 


| Friends, tis almoſt as poor a Trade with Poets, 
a5 it is with thoſe that Wii IIackney under Attornies, it 


will hardly keep us in Ale and Cheeſe, - Honeſt Arioſts 
began to be ſenfible of it in his Time, who makes his 
Complaint to this Purpoſe ; : 


I pity thoſe who in theſe latter Days 
Do write, when Bounty hath ſhut up her Gate: 
Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knock, 
And for their Labour oft have but a Mock. 


Thus I find it according to Sir Fohn Harrington's Tranſs 
lation; had I underſtood Italian, | would have given it 
thee in the Original, but that is not my Talent; therefore 
to proceed: This Play was the ſecond that ever | writ, or 
thought of writing, I muſt confeſs, I had often a Titil- 
lat ion to Poetry, but never durſt yenture on my Muſe, till 
I got her into a Corner in the Country; and then like a 
bathtul young Lover, when 1 ha1 her private, l had Cou- 
rage to fumble, but never thought ſhe would have produc'd 
any thing; till at laſt, | know nor how, ere 1 was aware, 
I tound my (elt Father of a Dramatick Birth, which I 
_ called Alcibiader: But I might, without offence ro any 
Perſon in the Pliy, as well have call'd it Nebuchadnex- 
ar for my Hero, to do him Right, was none oi that 
ſqueamiſh Gentleman I make him, but would as little have 
buggled at the obliging the Paſſion of a yuu'y and beau» 
tiful Lady, as I ſhould my felt, had I the ſame Oppor— 

tunities, which I have given him. This | pnbiiſh to an- 
tedate the Objections ſome People way make againſt that 


Play 


The PREFACE. 


Play, who have been (and much Good may it do em) ve- 
ry ſevere, as they think, upon this, Whoever they are, I 
am ſure I never diſoblig'd them; nor have they (thank my 
gocd Fortune) much in jurd me: In the mean while I for- 
give em, and ſince I am out of the reach on't, leave em 
to chew the Cud on their own Venom. [ am welt ſatiſ- 
fy'd.I had the greateſt Party of Men of Wit and Senſe on 
my Side; amongſt which I can never cnough acknowledge 
the unſpeakable Obligations I receiv'd from the Earl of R. 
who, far above what I am ever able to deferve from him, 
ſee m d almoſt to make ir his Bufineſs, to eſt»bliſh it in the 
$196 Opinion of the King and bis Royal Highneſs; from 

oth of whom have ſioce receiv'd Confirmation of their 

vod liking of it, and Encouragement to proceed, Aud 
it is to him, I muſt in all Gratitude confeſs, I owe the 

reateſt part of my good Succeſs in this, and on whoſe 

ndulgency I extremely build my Hopes of a next. I dare 
not preſume to take to my ſelf what a great many, and 
thoſe (I am ſure) of prod ſud ment too, have been ſo 
kind to afford me, (via.) That it is the beſt Heroick Play 
that has been written of late; for, I thank Heav'n, I am 
yet not ſo vain, But this I may modefly'booft of, which 
the Author of the French Bernice has done before me, in his 
Preface to that Play, that it never fail/# to dravy Tears 
from the Eyes of the Auditors; I mean, thoſe whoſe Souls 
were Capable of fo noble a Pleaſure; for cwas not my Bu- 
ſineſs to take ſuch as only come to a Play-houſe to ſeg 
Farce-fools, and laugh at their own de formed Pictures. Tho? 
a certain Writer, that ſhall be nameleſs, (but you may gueſs 
t him by what follows) being ask'd his Opinion of this 
Play, very gravely cock'd, and cry'd, 1 gad he knew not # 
Line in it he would be Author of. But be is à fine face- 
tious witty Perſon, as my Friend Sir Formal has it; and 
to be even with him, I know a Comedy of his, that has 
not ſo much as a Quibble in it which I would be Author 
of, And ſo, Reader, I bid him and thee | 
| Farewel. 


PR Oz 


PRO UDG U 


W HEN firſt aur Author took this Play in hand, 

He doubted much, and long was at a Stand. 

He knew the Fame and. mays of Kings 

Were to be treated of as Sacred Thing: 

Not as they're repreſented in this Age, 

Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage! 

UD only juſt for reconciling Tools, 

Or what is worſe, made Villains all, or Fools, 

Beſides, the Characters he ſhows to Night, 

He found were very difficult to write: :: 

He found the Fame of France and Spain at flake, 
Therefore long baus d, and fear'd which Part to tals 
Till this his Fudgment ſafeſt underſlood, © 

To make them both Heroick as he cou d. 

But now the greateſt Stop was yet unpaſt, 

He found himſelf, alas! confined too faſt. 

Hei Mau of Pleaſure, Sirs, like you, 

And therefore hardly could to Buſineſs bow 

Til at the laſt he did this Congueſt, get, | 
To make his Pleaſure Wherſiqne, to bis Mit, | 
So ſometimes for Variety he writ, 

But as thoſe Block-heads , who diſcourſe by rote, 
Sometimes ſpeak Senſe, altho" they rarely know't : 

So he ſcarce knew to what his Work would grow, 

But 'twas a Play, becauſe it would be ſo: 

Yet well be knows this is a weak Pretence, © k 
For Idleneſs is the worſt want of Senſe. ; 
Let him not now of Careleſneſs be tax'd, 

He'll wyive in earneſt, when he writes the next: 

Mean while — 

Prune his ſuperfluous Branches, never ſpare; | 

Yet do it kindly, be not too ſevere, 

He may bear better Fruit another Year, 


Ax Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 

Philip 11. King of Spain; Mr. Bettertons 
Don Carlos, his Son, Mr. Smith, 
Don John of Auſtria, Mr. Harris. 
Marquifs of Poſa, the Prince's Confident, Mr. Crosby. 
Ruj Gomez, Mr. Medburn, 
Officer of the Guards; Mr, Norrii. 

W OME N. 
Queen of Spain, | Mrs. Mary Lee: 
Dutcheſs of Eboll, Wife to R. Gomez, Mrs. Shadwell, 
Henrietta, ” Mrs. Gibbs, - 
_ un ode 


Don 


Don CAR. O 5 
PRINCE Of PAIN. 


A Ne L 


11 


SCENE, a Palace Royal. 


The Curtain drawn diſcovers the King and Queen 
attended, Don Carlos, the Marguiſt of Poſa, 
Rui-Gomez, c. Eboli, Henrietta, Gaicia, 
* Attendants, Guards. 


KINO. 


APP the Monarch on whoſe Brows 
no Cares 


2 wears; | 

* Like me in all that he can wiſh for, bleſt.” 

& #4 Renown and Love thegentleſt Calms ot 

Peace adorn my Brow, enrich my Breaſt, (Reſt, 

To me great Nations tributary are; 

Tho! whilſt my vaſt Dominions ſpread ſo far; 

Where moſt I reign, I muſt pay Homage here, 
| [Tov the Queen. 

Approach, bright Miſtreſs of my pureſt Vows, | 2 

5. 


- 


Ner ſhew me him that more Religion owes 
To Hcay'n,. or to its Altars more de voutly bow 
6" 6 . ER D, Car. 


12 Dox CARLOS, 


D. Cay. $o Merchants, caſt upon ſome ſavage Coaſt, 
Are fore'd to ſee their deareſt Treaſures loft. 
Curſe! What's Obedience? A falſe Notion made 
By Prieſte, who when they found old Cheats decay'd, & L Aſide. 
By ſuch new Arte kept up declining Trade. | 
A Father? Oh! 

King, — Why does my Charles ſhroud 
His Joy, and when all's Sunſhine wear a Cloud? 
My Son, thus for thy Glory | provide; 

From this fair Charmer, and or Roynl Bride, 
Shall ſuch a noble Race of Heroes ſpring, 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King, 

D. Car. A greater Glory I can never know, 
Than what already I enjoy in you, | 
The brighteſt Ornaments of Crowns and Pow'rs 
I only can admire, as they are youre, 


King, Heay'n! How he ſtands wnmov'd! not the 
27 ſhew 


z? I do 


Of Tranſport, | 
D. Car. — Not admire your Happine 
As much admire it as 1 rev'rence you. 
Let me expreſs the mighty joy! feel: | 
Thus, Bir, I pay my Duty wif I kneel, [ Kneels to the Queen. 
men, How hard it {« bis Paſſion to confine! 
I'm fire tis fo, if I might Judge by mine, ( Aſide, 
Alas, my Lord, y'are too obfequious now, [I Carlos, 
D. Car, Oh! might 1 but enjoy this Pleaſure (III, 
Here would I worſhip, and tor ever kneel, do. 
| 8 For Heav'n, my Lord! you know not what you 
g. Still there appears Diſturbance on his Brow z 


And in his Looks an Earneſtneſs I read, 

Which from no common Cauſes can proceed, [ Aſides 
Fl! probe him deep | 

—— — When, when, my deareft Joy, [To the Queen. 
Shall 1 the mighty Debt of Love defray ? 

Hence to Love's fecret Temples let's retire, 

There on his Altars kindle th' am'rous Fire, 

Then Phcenix-like each in. the Flame expire, 

Still he is fix'd [ Looking on Don Carlos; 
— Gomez, obſerve the Prince, [To Rui-Gomez. 
Yet ſmile on me, my charming Excellence, 

Virgins ſhould only Fears and Bluſhes 9 
But you. mult lay aſide that Title no 


4 * 


PIN GE of SrArn. yg 


The Doctrine which 1 preach, by Heav'n, is good: 
Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood! 
Queen. To what unwelcome Joys I'm fore'd to yield} 
Now Fate het utmoſt Malice has fulfill'd. 
Carlos, farewelz for ſines I muſt ſubmit 
King, Now wing'd with Rapture, let us fly my Sweet. 
My Son, all Troubles from thy Breaſt reſign, 


And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine, 
Hu. King and © neen attended, 


D. Car, What King, what God would not his Pow'e 
T'enjoy ſo much Divinity below? (foregos. 
Didſt thou behold her, Foſat | 

Poſa, Sir, I did, 

D. Car, And is ſhe not « ſweet one? Such a Bride! 

O Poſa, once ſhe was deerevd for mine 
Once | had Hopes of Be, Hadft thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud 1 was if I could get 
But Leave to lie a Proſtrste at her Fert, 
Ev'n with a Look I could my Pains begulle; 
Nay, ſhe in Pity too would ſometimes ſmile x 
Till at the laſt my Vows ſneceſdful prov'd, 
And one Day ſighing, ſhe conte fd (he lov'd, 
Oh! then 1 found no Limits to our Joy, 
With Ryes thus langulſhing we 1-ok'd all Day 
89 vigorous and — we darred Beams, 
Our meeting OGlences kindled Into Flames; 
Nothing we found that promised not Delight: 
For when rude Shades depriv'd us of the Light, 
As we had gaz'd all Diy, we dreamt all Night. 
But after all theſe Labours undergone, 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son; 
In their full Height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, 
And robs mo of the Fruit of all my Toils, 
My deareſt Poſa, thou wet't ever kind; | 
Bring thy beſt Counſel, and direct my Mind. 

| 85 Emer Gomes. 

R. Go. Still he is here my Lord, 

D. Car. Your Bulineſs ow? | 2 
R. Go, I've with Concern bebeld your clouded Brow. 
Ah! tho! y'ave loft a Beauty well might make © 
Your ſtricteſt Honour and your Duty ſhake, 


# 


-— vow 


M Don CARLO, 

Let not a Fathet's IIe miſguide your Mind, 

But be obedient, the“ he's prov'd unkind, 

D Gar, Henee, Cynick, to dull Slaves thy Morals teach; 

I have no Leiſure now to hear thee preach « 

Still you'll uſurp s Power cer my Will, 
R. Go, Sir, you my Services interpret (I; | 

Nor need jt be {© ſoon forgot that I 

Haye been your Guardian from your Infancy, 

When to my Charge committed, I alone 

Inſtructed you how to expect a Crown ; 

Taught you Ambition, and War's nobleſt Arte, 

How to lead Armies, and to conquer Hearts; 

Whilſt, tho' but young | 

You would with Pleature reid of Siepes got, 

And ſmile to hear of bloody Battles foight : 

And till, the“ not eontroul, I may advite, 

D, Gay, Alas, thy Pride wears à too thin Diſguiſe + 

Teo well | know the Falſhoed of thy foul, 

Which to my Father render'd me ſo foul, 

That hardly as his Sen « Smile I've known, 

But always as a Traitor met his Frown, 

My forward Honour was Ambition, call'd: 

Or if my Friends my early Fame extoll'd, . 

You damp'd my Father's Smiles ſtill as they ſprung; 

Perſuading I repin'd he liv'd too long, 

So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate made, 

And, robb'd of Sun-ſhine, wither'd in the Shade. 

Whilſt, my good Patriot! you diſpos'd the Crown 

Out of my Reach, to have it in your own. 

But II! prevent your Policy 
R. Go. — My Lord, 

This Accuſation is unjuſt and hard. 

The King, your Father, would not ſo upbraid 

My Age: Is all my Service thus repaid? 

But I will hence, and let my Maſter hear 

How generouſly you reward my Care; | 

Who on my juſt Complaint, I doubt not, will 

At leaſt redreis the Injuries I feel. [Exit Gomez: 
Poſa, Alas, my Lord, you too ſeyerely urge py 

Your Fate, his Intereſt with the King is large. 

Beſides, you know he has already ſeen 

The Tranſports of your Paſſion for the Queen, 


The 


 _ 


PnixncnofSyain ug 


The Uſe he may of that Advantage take ,, 
You ought zt leaſt t'avoid but for her ſake, (Furt 
D. Gar, Ah! my dear Friend, th'aft toueh'd my tender 
| never yet Tearn'd the 1 OOTY 
Go, call him back, tell him that I Implore 
His Pardon, and will ne'er offend him more. ; 
The Queen! kind Heav'n, make her thy neareſt Care. 
O! fly, o'ertake him ere he goes too fr. [L, Poly. 
How are we bandy'd up and down by Fate? 
By ſo much more unhappy as we're great, 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch born, 
I'm fore'd to court a Slave whom | moſt ſcben; 
Who like « Bramble mongſt s Cedar's Boughs, 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe Shades he grows. 
Now he returns! Aſſiſt me Falſhood, <= down, 
Thou Rebel Paſſion = | 
Re-enter R. Gomes and Poli, 
fir, I fear I've done [Tb R. Comes. 
You Wrong; but if I haye, you can forgive, | 
Heav'n! can I do this abje&t thing, and live? [ Aſide; 
R. Ga, Ah my good Lord, it makes too large amends, 
When to his Vaſſal thus a Prince deſcends; ; 
Tho? it was 8 rigid and unk ind, 
T'upbraid your faithful Servant and your Friend, 
D. Car. Alas, no more; all Jealouſies ſhall. ceaſe, 
Between us two let there be henceforth Peace. 
So may juſt Heav'n aſſiſt me when | ſue, 
As I to Gomez always will be true. 
R. Go, Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Fayour take 
All the Return Sincerity can make. Y 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in yours, 
May not one Fear difturb your happy Hours: 
Crown'd with Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be; 
And you ne'er find worſe Enemies than me. 
1 | Exeunt D. Car. and Poſs; 
Nor, ſpite of all his Greatneſs, ſhall he need: 
Of too long Date his Ruin is decreed. 
Spain's earl 1 9 of him have been my Fears; 
"Twas I the Charge had of his tender Years, 
And read in all the P ſs of his Growth, 
An untam'd, haughty, hot and furious Youth, 


A 


16 'Dow CALs, 
A Will unruly, and a Spiyit wilds , 
At all my Proce s iff with scorn he imd. 
r when,' by th Power 1 from hiv Fecher had, 
Any Reſtraint way on bie Pleaſures hid, 
Uſher'd with Frowns'on me his Soul would riſe, 
And threaten future Vengeante from his Ey es. 
But now to all my Pert 1 bid adieu; | 
For, Prince, l' hümble both your Fate and you, 
Here comes the Star by — Courſe I ſteer. 
ts 4 1 

Welcome 1 Love: 

Eboli, My Lord, why ſtay you here, 
Loſing the Pleaſure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 

R. Go, Only, my fair one, how to make thee great. 
Thou tak'ſt up all the Bayneſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſure can impart, 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when ſhall I be bleft? 
It is an Age fince I was hippy laſt, | 
| Eboli, My Lord, I come not hither now to hear 
Your Love, but offer fomething to your Ear. 
If you have well obſery'd, you muſt have feen 
To Day ſome ftrange Diſorders in the Queen. 
RK. Go. Yes, ſuch as youthful Brides do ſill expreſs, 


* 


Impatient Longings for the Happineſs. | | f 
Approaching Joys will ſo diſturb the Soul, 5 
As Needles always tremble near the Pole. [well 


Eboli, Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not ſo blind; too 
I've ſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos feel; 
And know your Judgment is too good, to loſe 
Advantage, where you may fo fafely chooſe. 
Say now, if I inform yon, how you may 
With full Revenge all yoor * rongs repay 
XK. Go: Bleſt Oracle ! ſpeak how it may be done: 
My Will, my Life, my Hopes are all thy own, | 
Eboli, Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt Cunning try 
What of the Queen and Prince you can deſtty; 
What ev'ry Look, each quick and fabtle Glance; = 8 


Then we'll from all produce ſuch Circumſtance 
As ſhall the King's new Jealouſy advance. 


Nay, 
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Nay, Sir, I try what mighty Love you e 
If you will make me great, begin it now, 
How, Sir, d'ye ſland confidering what to do / 
R Go, No, but methinks I view from hence a King, 
A Queen, and Prince, three goodly Flowers ſpring : 
_X Whilt on em like a ſubtle Bee INV prey, 
38 Till their Strength and Virtoe drawn away, 
3 Unable to recover, each ſhall — 
Grow pale and fading hang his wither'd Top: | 
Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back l' come, 
And unlace all the oreclons gw¾erteot home, EV Gomer. 
Eboli, In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on, 
And make what haſte thou canſt to be undone, | 
Whilit 1 have nobler Buyneſs of my owe. 
Was | bredup in Greatneſs? Have I been 
Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to be a Queen? 
Made Love my Study, and with praftis'd Charms 
Prepar'd my ſelf to meet a Monarch's Arms; 
At laſt tobe condemn'd to the Embrace 
Of one, whom Nature made to her Diſgrace; 
An old, imperfe&, feeble Dorard, who | 
Can only tell (alas!) what he would do? : 
On him to throw away my Youth and Bloom, 
As Jewels that are loſt t'enrich a Tomb? 
No, tho? all Hopes are in a Husband dead, 
Another Path to Happineſs I'll tread; 
Elſewhere find Joys which l'm ia him deny'd: 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave ſerve my Pride. 
Still I'Il in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine; 
The gallant, youthful Auſtria ſhall be mine: 
To bim with all my Force of Charms I'll move; 
Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I love. [Exit, 


„ 


SCENE, An Orange Grove. 
unter Don John of Auſtria, 
D, Jon. \ KJ HY ſhould dull Law rule Nature, whe 


firſt made 
That Law by which herſelf is now betray'd ? 
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Efe Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free: 
Each of himſelf was Lord, and unconfin'd,. 
Obey'd the Dictates of his God-like Mind. 


When Fools began to loye Obedience, 


Law was an Innovation brought in ſince, 8 q 


And call'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. 


My Glorious Father 


got me in his Heat, 


When all he did was eminently great: 
When warlike Belgia felt his conqu'ring Pow'r, 
And the proud Germans own'd him Emperor. 


Becauſe I came not 


in the common Road, 


But born obſcure, and ſo more like a God ? 
No? tho' bis Diadem another wear, 


Atleaſt to all bis Ple 


aſures I'll be Heir: 


Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood. 7 : 


Here I ſhould meet 


my Eboli, my Fair. 
Enter Eboli. 


When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn by Dover, 
She rides to meet the warlike God ſhe loves. 


She comes as the bright Cyprian Goddeſs moves, © | 


Eboli. Alas, my Lord, you know not with what Fear 
And Hazard I am come to meet you here, 


- 


D. John. O baniſh it: Lovers like us ſhould fly, 
And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on high, 
Where ſofteſt Ecſtaſies and Tranſports are, 


While Fear alone di 


ſturbs the lower Air. < 


Eboli. But who is ſafe when Eyes are every where? 

Or if we could with happieſt Secreſy 

Enjoy theſe Sweets, oh, whither ſhall we fly 

T' eſcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide? 
D. John. Alas, lay this Religion now aſide; 

III ſhew thee one more pleaſant, that which Fove 


Set forth to-the old 


World, when from above 


He came himſelf, and taught his Mortals Love. 


Ebali. Will nothin 
My Lord, you mig 

D. Fohn, I know 
Regard ? moons 


g then quench your unruly Flame? 
t conſider who I am, 


y'are her I love, what ſhould I more 


\ * Ebbli, mmm By Heav'h he's brave — [Aſiar, 
- But can ſo poor | 


A 


re 
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A Thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that L.. 

Will brand my Name with Luſt and Infamy ? , 
D. John. Thoſe who are nobleſt born ſhould higher prize 

Love's Sweets, Oh! let me fly into thoſe Eyes! 


| 7 There's ſomething in em leads my Soul aſtray : 


As he Who in a Necromancer's Glaſs | 

Beholds his wiſh'd-for Fortune by him paſs, - 

Yet ſtill with greedy Eyes —— 

Purſues the Viſion as it glides away. 
Eboli, Protect me, Heav'n, I dare no longer ſtay; 

Your Looks ſpeak Danger: I feel ſomething too 

That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. [Half aſide; 
D. John. Take Vows and Pray'rs if ever I prove falſe; 


See at your Feet the humble Auſtria falls. [ Kneebs, 
Eboli. Riſe, riſe, [Auſtria riſes. 
My Lord, why would you thus deceive? | LSS. 


D. John. How many Ways to wound me you contriye? 
Speak wouldſt thou have an Empire at thy Feet? 
Say, wouldſt thou rule the World? VIl conquer it. 

Eboli. No; above Empire far I could prize you 
If you would be but | 

D. Fohn. —— What? 


Ebi. For ever true, | 

D. John. That thou mayſt ne'er have Caufe to fear thoſe 
Fil be confin'd for ever in thy Arms: (Harms, 
Nay, Fll not one ſhort Minute from thee ſtray; 
= ſelt I'l} on thy tender Boſom lay, | C 
Till in its Warmths I'm melted all away. 


Enter Garcia. 
Gay, Madam, your Loro 
Eboli.—— Oh! fly, or I'm undone, 
D. John. Muſt I without my Bleſſing then be gone? 
I [Kiſſes her Hand. 
Eboli. Think you this Indiſcretion merits one? 


_ [Pulls js back, 
D. Joln. Im aw'd wenn ks = 8 
As a ſick Wretch, that on his Death. Bed lies, : 
Exit, 


Loth with his Friends to part, juſt ag he dies, 


Thus ſends his Soul in Wiſhed from hi Eyes. 


Ebel. Oh Heav'o! het Charme in Loutk and Vigour 


Yet he in Conqueſt is not gone tos fary , © (are! 
Too eaſily 1']] not myſelf reſign s., M229. 
Kre I am his, l' make him ſurely mine; Draw 
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Draw him by ſubtle Baits into the Trap, 
Till he's too far got in to make ſcape; 
About him ſwiftly the ſoft Snare I' caft, 
And when I have him there, I'll hold him faft, 
Enter Rui Gomez. 
R. Go. Thus unaccompany'd I ſubrly range 
The ſolitary Paths of dark Revenge: 
The fearful Deer in Herds to Coverts run, 
While Beaſts of Prey affe& to roam alone, — 
Eboli. Ah! my dear Lord, how do you ſpend your hours? 0 
You little think what my poor Heart endures; f 
Whilft, with your Abſence tortur'd, in vain i 
Pant after Joys I ne'er can hope to gain, ] 
R Go. You cannot my Unkmdneſs ſure upbraid; J 
'You ſhould forgive thoſe Faulrs your ſelf have made. 
] 
{ 


Remember you the Ta-k you gave? 
Eboli., —= — *Tis true; ——— , 
Your Pardon, for 1 do remember now, [Sights | 
It I forgot, 'twas Love bad all ny Mind: | 
And 'tis no Sin, I hope, to be too kind. 
R. Go, How happy am I in a faithful Wife! 
Oh thou moſt precious Bleſſing of my Life! 
Eboli. Does th n Succeſs attend upon your Toil? - 
I long to ſee you revel in the Spoil, | 
EX. Go, What ſtricteſt Diligence could do, Pye done | 
T' incenſe an angry Father *gainſt his Son. 
1 to Advantage told him alf that's paſt, | 
'Deſcrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they cift : | 
So that this Night he ſhann'd the Marriage-Bed, 
Which thro' the Court has yarious Mormurs ſpread, ' | 
Enter the King attended by Poſa, © © | 
See where he comes with Fury in his Eye :; 
Kind Heavn but grant the Storm may higher riſe. | 
If't grow too loud, Il lurk in ſome dark Cell, 
And laugh . Dy Magick rt well, , 
King. What's all my Glory, all my Pomp? how poor 
Js fading Greatneſs? ed . is Abs oy Shes: 
Where all the m Conqueſts I have ſeen? 8 


I, who o'er Nations have vitorious been, 

Now cannot queſt one little Foe within. 

Curz'd Jealouly, that poiſonrall Love's Sweets! 
How heavy on my Heart th' Invader fits! ok 


£ 
4 - 
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Oh Gomez, thou haſt giv'n my mortal Wound. 


R. Go, What is't does ſo your Royal Thoughts con- 
\ King his P' unbounded ou ht to have, (found? 


4 And ruling all, ſhould not be Paſſion's Slave. 


King. Thou counſellſt well, but art no Stranger ſure 


A o the ſad Cauſe of what I now endure. 
K now'ſt thou what Poiſon thou didſt lately give? 
And doſt not wonder to behold me live? 


R, Go. F by my Duty ty'd, 
And never ftudy'd any thing beſide. 


King. I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care: 
Quickly, what paſt between 'em more, declare. 
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies! 

As he, who in a Fever burning lies. | 
Firſt of his Friends does for a Drop implore, | 
EZ Which taſted once, unable to give o'er, 8 | 
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Knows tis his Bane, yet ſtill thirſts after more. 

Oh then 
R. Go. ] fear that you'll:intexpret wrong ; 

Tis true, they gaz d, but 'twas not very long. r 
King. Lie ſtill, my Heart: Nut long, was t that you aid? 
R. Go. No longer than they in _ Preſence ſtay d. 
King. No longer? Why, a Soul in leis time flies | 

To Heav'n; and they have chang d theirs at their Eyes. 

Hence abje& Fears, be gone: ſhe's all Divine. | 

Speak, Friends, can Angels in Perfection n ? 

K. Go. Angels that ſhine above, do oft beſto ß 

Their Influence on poor Mortals here below. 
King. But Carles is my Son, and always near; 

Seems to move with me in my glorious Sphere, 

True, ſhe may ſhow'r promiſcgous Bleſſings down 

On Slayes that gaze for what falls from a Crown; 

But when too kindly ſhe his Brightneſs ſees, 

It robs my Luſtre to add more to his, 

But Oh! I date not tian —— 4 

That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaſt fo bumble. be, 

To ſtoop to him, hen they had yanquiſh'd me. 
Poſa, Sir, I am proud to think I know the Prinoe; 


* 


Tha? he of Virtue has too great a Senſe, 


To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the Bound 
Ot uricteſt Duty. He ra me has own'd ; 
oo | | How 


ws + 41 


22 Dion CAR Los, 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, 
Yet ſtill confeſs d he above'allpriz'd you. 
EX. G0 You better reconcile, Sir, than adviſe: 
Be not more charitable than y*are wiſe. 
The King is fick, and we ſhould give him Eaſe, 
But firſt find out the Depth of his Diſeaſe. | 
Too ſudden Cures have oft pernicious grown ; 
We muſt not heal up feſter d Wounds too ſoon. 
mg. By this then youa Pow'r wou'd o'er me gain, 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain, 5 
I'm ſtung, and won't the Torture Jong endure: 
Serpents that wound, have Blood thoſe Wounds to cure. 
R. Go. Good Heav'n forbid that I ſhould ever dare = 
To queſtion Virtue in a Queen ſo fair; : 
Tho ſhe her Eyes caſt on her glorious Son: 
Men oft ſee Treaſures, and yet coyet none. 
King. Think not to blind me with dark Ironies, 
The Truth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries. ; 
No, I will trace his Windings; all her dark © | 
And ſubtleſt Paths, each little Action mark. | l 
If ſhe prove falſe, as yet [ fear, ſhe dies. | | 
| Enter Queen attended, and Henrietta, 
Ha! here! O let me turn away my Eyes, 
For all around ſhe'll her bright Beams diſplay : 
Shou'd I to gaze on the wild Meteor ſtay, 
Spite of my ſelf 1 ſhould be led yy 
[Exit the King attended, lovking at the 
Queen. How (corpfully he is withdrawn! 
Sure cre his Love he'd let me know his Pow'r: 
As Heay'n oft thunders ere it ſends a Show r. 
This Spaniſh Gravity is very odd: 
All oy are by Severity ſo aw'd, | 
That little Love dares berdty peep abroad, | 
Hen, Alas! what'can you from old Age expect, 
When frail uneaſy Meg thechſelert heglect 2 
Some little Warmth perbaps may be behind, 
Tho" ſuch as in extinguiſh'd Fires you'll find; 
| Where ſome Remains of Heat the "Aſhes hold, 
Which (if tor more you open) ſtraight are cold, 
een. 'T'was Intereſt and Safety of the State; 
Int zelt, that bold Impoſer on our Fate: 


wt 


That 
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bat always to dark Ends miſguides our Wills, 
And with falſe Happineſs ſmooths oer our Ills. 
it was by that unhappy France was led, 
. & When tho by Contract 1 ſhould Carlos wed, 
l was an Offering made to Philip's Bed. 
why figb'ſt thou, Henrietta? [Hen. ſighs. 
| Hen. Whois it can : 
Know your {ad Fate, and yet from Grief refrain? 
With Pleaſure oft I've beard you ſmiling tell 
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Of Carlo, Love. 
een. And did it pleaſe you well! 
re. Ina that brave Prince's Courtſhip there did meet 


All that we could obliging call or ſweet. 
At ev'ry Point he with Advantage ſtoed; 
Fierce as a Lion, if provok'd abroad; 
Elſe ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. 
Hen, One ſo accompliſh'd, and that lov'd you too, 
With what Reſentments muſt he part with you? 
ZZ Methinks I pity bim —— But oh! in vain : 
: He's both above my Pity and my Pain, IAI. 
Queen. What means this ſtrange Diſorder? : 
Hen. ——ßsßsiEꝶſ )ñ onder Vi, 
That which I fear will diſcompoſe you too. 
_ _ Don 2 and 3 
ueen. Alas the Prince! There to my Mind appears 
e bing that in me moves unuſual Fears. T | 
Away, Henrietta — 55 [Offers to go. 
D. Car. Why would you be gone? 
Is Carlos's Sight ungrateful to you grown ? 
If 25 owe In O _—_ + 3 
ween, No, you may ſpeak, but muſt advance no ni 
D. Car. Mud I then at that awful Diſtance ſus, phe 
As our Fore-fathers were compell'd to do, 
When they Petitions made at that great Shrine, 
Where none but the High Prieſt might enter in? 
Let me approach; I've nothing for your Ear, 
But what's ſo pure it might be offer d there. 
Leen. Too long tis dang rous for me here to ſtay : 
If you muſt ſpeak, proceed: What would you ſay ? 
| [Carlos kneels; 


Nay, 
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Nay, this ſtrange Ceremony pray give o'er, 
D. Cay. Was I neer page Poſture ſeen before? 

Ah! can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon refign 

All Senſe of theſe {4d Sufferings of mine? 

To your more juſt Remembrance, if you can, 

Recal how Fate ſeem'd kindly to:'ordain 

That once you ſhould be mine; which I believ d: 

Tho? now, alas! I find I was deceiv'd, 


ueen, Then, Sir, you ſhould your Fate, not me upbraid. I 
D. Car. I will not ſay y*ave broke the Vows you made 


Only implore you would not quite forget 
The Wretch y've oft ſeen dying at your Feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to have, 
. ſuch kind Pity as becomes your Slave. 

or midſt your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 

Deen, If &'er you lov'd me, you would this forbear 
It is a Language which I dare not hear. 3 
7 Heart and. Faith become your Father's Right, 
Mother Paſſions | muſt now forget. 5 

D. Car. Can then a Crown and Majeſty diſpenſe 8 


Upon your Heart ſuch mighty Influence, 
That I muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence? 
- ark been rais'd to = — Heights af Pow'r, 
n Triumph crown'd the World's great Emperor, 
Of all its Riches, all its Stato poſſefid, 
Ter you ſhould ſtill have govern d in my Breaſt. 
een, In vain on her you Obligations lay, 
Who wants not Will, but Power to repay, 
Hen. Yet had you Henrietta's Heart, you would 
At leaſt ſtrive to afford him all you — 4 I. 
D. Car. Oh! ſay not you want Pow'r; you may with 


Kind Look pay doubly all I've undergone. (one 


And knew you but the Innocence I bear, 
How pure, how ſpotleſs all my Wiſhes are, 
Tou would not ſeruple to ſupply my Want, 

When all I ask you may ſo Reh —__ 

een. | know not what to grant; too well I fiad 

That ſtill at leaſt I cannot be unkind. | 

D. Car. Afford me then that little which I crave. 
Queen. You ſhall not want what 1 may let you have, 
FE [Gives her Hand ſi hing. 
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D. Car. Like one 


| That ſces a heap of Gems before him caſt, 


Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe him beſt; 
From the rich Treature whilft 1 Choice ſhould make, 
Dazzled with all, I know not where to take. 
I would be rich ———— | 
ueen.— Nay, you too far encroach; | 
I fear I have already given too much, Turns from him. 
D. Car. Ohtake not back again th' appearivg Bliſs: 
How difficult's the Path to Happineſs! 
Whilſt up the Precipice we climb with Pain, 
One little Slip throws us quite down again. 
Stay, Madam, tho you nothing more can give, 
Than juſt enough to keep a Wretch alive; 
At leaſt remember how. I've loy'd —— 
ueen. — I will. | 
D. Car. That was ſo kind, that I muſt beg more ſtill; 
Let me love on: It is a very poor 
And eaſy Grant, yet I'll requeſt no more, | 
. Queen, Do you belieye that you can Love retain, 
And not expect to be beloved again? 
D. Car. Yes, Iwill love, and think I'm happy too, 
$» long as I can find thit you are fo: 3 
All my Diſquiets 'baniſh from my Breaſt; 
I will eüdeavdur to do ſo at leaſt. [ Sighing deeply, 
Or if I can't my Miſeries out wear, | | 
They never more ſhall come t'offend your Ew. (admire, 
"Queen, Love then, brave Prince, whilſt I'll thy Love 
Gives her Hand, which Don Carlos during ali this 
Speech kiſſes eagerly. 
Yet keep the Flame fo pure, tuch chaſte Deſire, 
That without Spot here:ftrer we above 
May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Love. 
Till when — Oh! whither am I run aſtray ? 
grow too weak, and mult no longer ſtay : 
For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm ſo ſtrong would grow, 
I find that I fall want the Power to go. 
: [Ex. Queen and Henrietta, 


D. Car. Oh ſweet ———— 
If ſuch Tranſport be in a Taſte ſo ſmall, 
How bleſs d muſt he be that poſſeſſes all! ; 
Where am I, Poſa? Where's the Queen? [Standing amar d. 
B | Poſa 
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Poſa, —— —— My Lord, 
A while ſome Reſpite to your Heart afford: 
The Queen's retired ——— 
D. Car. —-— Retir'd! And did ſhe then 
uſt ſhew me Heav'n, to ſhut it in again? 
This little Eaſe augments my Pain the more; 
For now I'm more impatient then before, 
And have diſcover'd Riches make me mad, 


Poſa, But ſince thoſe Treaſures are not to be had, 


You ſhould correct Deſires that drive you on 
Beyond that Duty which becomes a Son, 

No longer let the Tyrant Love invade; 

The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 
You to your Father now muſt all reſign, 


D. Car. But ere he robb'd me of her, ſhe was mine; 


To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, 

For halt my Miſeries thou canſt not know. 
Make my felt happy! Bid the Damn'd do ſo; 

W ho in ſad Flames muſt be for ever toſs'd,. 

Yet ſtill in view of the lov'd Heav'n th'ave loſt, [ 


Exeunt, i | 


— — 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
The Grove continues. 


Enter Don John of Auſtria, 


D. 7. Held would dull Rae impoſe 
Limits on Love, whoſe Nature brooks no 


Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be 
Inconſtant with unbounded Liberty, 
Rove as he liſt <oo——_ 
I find it; for ev'n now I've had a Feaſt, 
Ot which a God might covet for a Taſte; 
Methinks I yet | | 
See with whbat ſoft Devotion in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifice, 
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Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd me as I lay! 
Like too near Sweets they took my Senſe away; 
And I ev'n loſt the Pow'r to reach a Joy. 


hut thoſe croſs Witchcrafts ſoon unravell'd were, 


no 
ws? 


Oh 


And 1 was luli'd in Trances ſweeter far: 
As anchor'd Veſſels in calm Harbours ride, 
Rock'd on the Swellings of the floating Tide. 
How wretched's then the Min, who tho' alone | 
He thinks he's bleſt, yet as confin'd to one, 
Is but at beſt a Pris'ner on a Throne? | 
To him King attended, Poſa, and Gomer, 

King. Ye mighty Powers, whoſe Subſtitutes we are, 
On whom y'ave lain of Earth the Rule and Care, 
Why all our Toils do you reward with ill, 
And to thoſe weighty Cares add greater ſtyl? 
Oh how could I your Deities enrage, 
That bleſs'd my Youth thus to afMi&t my Age? 
A Queen and a Son's Inceſt! diſmal Thought! 

D. John. What is't ſo ſoon his Majeſty has brought 
From the ſoft Arms of his young Bride? [Tv Gumer, 
King, ——— Ay true! | 

Is ſhe not, Auſtria, young and charming too? 
Doft thou not think her to a Wonder fair? 
Tell me | 
D. ohn. — — By Heav'n more bright than Planets are: 
Her Beauty's Force might ev'n their Pow'r out- do. 
King. Nay, ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſtant too. 
Oh Auſtria, that a Form fo outward bright 
Should be within all dark and ugly Night! 
For ſhe, to whom I ad dedicated all 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, 
Takes from its Shrine the precious Relick down, 
T'adorn a little Idol of her own, 
My Son! that Rebel both to Heav'n and me! 
Oh the diſtracting Throws of ſealouſy ! 
But as a drowning Wretch juſt like to fink, 
Sce him that threw him in upon the Brink; 
At the third Plunge lays hold upon his Foe, 
And tupgs him down into Deſtruction too: 
So thou from whom theſe Miſeries I've known, 
Shall bear me out again, or with me drown, 
Pe [Seizes roughly on Rui. Gomez, 
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RN. Go. My Loyalty will teach me how to wait 
All the Surceſſes of my Sov'reign's Fate. | 
What is't, Great Sir, you would command me? 7 
King. How? | 
What ist? — 1 know rot what I'd have thee do: 
Study Revenpe for me, 'tis that I want, ug 
D. Jehn. Alas! what Frenzy does your Temper haunt? 7 
Revenge! on whom? | ; 4 
King, On my talſe Queen and Son. [have done ? 
R. Go. On them! good Heav'n! what ist that they 
Oh had my Tongue been curt'd ere it had bred 9 
J his Jealouſj | [ Half aſide, 
King, —— Then c:ncel what theu'lt ſaid, 2 
Didſt thou not tell me that thou ſaw'ſt him ſtand 
Printing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her Hand; 
Whilſt in requital he ſuch Glances gave, 
Would quicken a dead Lover in his Grave ? 
R. Go. I did; arid what leſs could the Queen allow 
To him, than you to ev'ry Vaſſal ſhow ? 
Th aſſordinꝑ him that little from Love's Store, 
Imply'd that ſhe for you reſerv'd much more, þ 
King, Oh, doubtleſs, ſhe muſt have a wondrous Store 
Ot Love, thar ſeils it at a rate fo poor. | 
Now thou'eſt rebate y Paſſions with Advice; 
And when thuu ſhou'dſt be active, wou'dſt be wiſe, 
No, lead me where I may their Inceſt ſee, 
Do, or by Heav'n —— do, and l' worſhip thee! 
Oh how wy [afſions drive me to and fro! 
Under their heavy Weight | yield and bow, 
But 1'I! re-gather yet my Strength, and ſtand 
110 Brandiſhing all my Thunder in my Hand. 
5 Poſa. And may it be ſent forth, and where it goes 
1 Light fatally and heavy on your Foes. 
But let your Loyal Son and Conſort bear 
No ill, ſince they of any gwil:ilefs are. 
Here with my Sword Defiance [ proclaim 
To that bold Traitor that dares wrong their Fame, 
D. John. I too dare with my Life their Cauſe make good. 
King. Sure well their [Innocence y*ave underſtood, 
That you ſo prodigal are of your Blood. 
Or wouldſt thou ſprak me Comfort? I would find 
Monęſt all wy Counſellors at leaſt one kind, 
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he young Lord's Friendſhip was too great to hide. 
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Yet any thing like that I muſt not hear; 
For ſo my Wrongs | ſhould too tamely bear, 
And weakly grow my own mean Flatterer. 
Poſa, withdraw - [Exit Pola, 
M y Lords, all this y'ave heard. | 
R. Go, Yes, I obſerv'y it, Sir, with ſtrict Regard + 


King. ls he then ſo to my falſe Son ally'd? 


My Fate's unhappy Engines plot my Fall, 

Like Ce/ar in the Senate thus I ſtind, 

Wh:i!t Ruin threaten'd him on ev'ry hand, 

From each lide he had warning he muſt die; 
Yet (ti!] he brav'd his Fate, and ſo will l. 

To ſtrive for Raſe would but add more to Pain: 
As Streams that beat againſt their Banks in vain, 
Retreating (well into a Flood apain, 

No, I'll do things the World ſhall quake to hear: 
My juſt Revenge ſo true a Stamp thall bear, 

As henceforth e it ſelf ſhall emulate, 

And copy all its Vengeance out by that, 

All but Rui Gomez I muſt have withdrawn, 
I've ſomething to diſcourſe with him alone. 

| [ Ex, Omnes, prater King and Gomez, 
Now, Gomez, on thy Truth depends thy Fate: 
Thou'ſt wrought my Senſe of Wrong to ſuch a Height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no longer tay, 

But grows each Minute till it force its way, 
I would not find myſelt at laſt deceiv'd. 

R. Go, Nor would | 'gainſt your Reaſon be beliey'd, 
Think, Sir, your Jealouſy to be but Fear 
Of loting Treaſures, which you hold ſo dear. 

Your Queen and Son may yet be innocent: 
know but what they did, not what they meant, 

King. Meant! what thould Looks, and Sighs, and Preſ- 
No, no; I need not hear it o'er again. (lings mean? 
No Repetitions ——— ſomething muſt be dune, 

Now there's no Ill I knaw that I would ſhun. 


I'll fly, till them I've in their Incelt found, 


Full charg'd with Rage, and with my Vengeance hot; 
Like a Granado from a Cinnon ſhot, h 
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Which lights at laſt upon the Enemy's Ground, ; 
Then breaking deals DeſtruRion all around, [Exit Xing, 
R. Go, So, now his Jealouſy is at the Top, 
Fach Hittle Blaſt will ſerve to keep it up. | 
But ſtays there's ſomething Pye omitted yet; 
Fee wine Kuemyz and true, he's great. 
Alas, I'm erm'd painſt all that he can do; 
For my Snarc's liypge enough to hold him too: 
Yet I diſpvile that Purpole for a while; | 
Put when he with the reſt js caught i'th'Toil, 
I'll boldly out, and wanton in the Spoil, 
Enter Poſa, 
Poſa. V Lord Rui Gomer! and the King not here! 
You, who ſo eminent a Fav'rite re | 
In a King's Eye, ſhould ne'er be abſent thence. 
R. Go, No, Sir, *tis you that by a riling Prince 
Are cherilh'd, and ſo trend a ſafer way, 
Rich in that Bliſs the World waits to enjoy, | 
Poſa, Since what may bleſs the World we ought to prize, 
T wilh there were no publick Enemies: 
No lurking Serpents Poiſon to diſpenſe, 
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence; 
No Flatt'rers, that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 
Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over-run a Courr, 
R. Go, Nay, if good Wiſhes any thing could do, 
1 have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you: 
Tha: tho' perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
Ot Pow'r, yet may he (til! be doubly bleſs'd. 
Miy he ———- | 
Poſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall ne'er out-do me there; 
Since for Great Philip's Good I would you were 
(lt poſſible) more honeft than you are. 
R. Go. Why, Poſa; what Defect can you diſcern ? 
Poſa. Nay, half your Myſteries I'm yet to learn; 
Tho? this 1'l! boldly juftity to all, 
That you contrive a gen'rous Prince's Fall. [Gomez ſmiles, 
Nay, think not by your Smiles and careleſs Port, | 
To laugh it off; I come not here to ſport, 
J do not, Sir. 
R. Go. Young Lord, what Meaning has 
T is Heat? | 
Feſa. To let you ſee I know y'are baſe, 
R. Go. 
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R. Ge. Nay then, I Pardon ask that I did ſmile: 
Aqua | thought y'had jeſted all this while, 
Be! = | 

Poſa. Yes, more baſe than impotent or old. 
All Virtue in thee, like thy Blond, runs cold: 
Thy rotten putrid Careaſe is leſs full 
Of Rancour and Contagion than thy Soul, 
Ey'n now before the King I faw it plain; 
But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then: 
Yet there | dar'd thy Treaſon with my Sword: 
But ſtil . — | 
Thy Villany talk'd all: Courage had not a Word. 
True, thou art old; yet if thou haſt a Friend, 
To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dat'ſt commend 
'Gainſt him in publick I'll the Innocence 


Maintain of the fair Queen and injur'd Prince, 


R. Go, Farewel, bold Champion 


Learn better how your Paſſions to diſguiſe, : 
Appear leſs cholerick, and be more wiſe, [Exit R. Go! 


Poſa. How trail is all the Glory we deſign, 

W hilt ſuch as theſe have Pow'r to undermine ? 

Unhappy Prince! who might't have ſafely ſtood, 

It thou hadſt been leſs great, or not ſo good. 

Why the vile Monſter's Blood did I not ſhed, - 

And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head? 

My Honour ſo had had this juſt Defence, 

That I preſerv'd my Patron and my Prince. \ 

Enter Carlos and the Queen. | | 

Brave Carles: Ha! he's here, O Sir, take heed, 

By an unlucky Fate your Love is led. 

The King, the King your Father's jealous grown; 

Forgetting her his Queen, or you his Son, 

Calls all his Vengeance up againſt you both. 

D. Car. Has then the falſe Rui-Gomez broke his Oath 

And, after all, my Innocence betray'd? 

Poſa. Yes, all his ſubtleſt Snares are for you laid, 

The King within this Minute will be here, 

And you are ruin'd, if but ſeen with her, 

Retire my Lord | 
wen, How! is he jealous grown? 


thought my Virtue he had better known, 
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His unjuſt Doubts have ſoon found out the Way 
To make their Entry on our Marriage Day : 
For yet he has not known with me a Night: 
Perhaps his Tyranny is his Delight; 
And to ſuch Height his Cruelty is grown, 
He'd exerciſe it on his Queen and Son, 
But ſince, my Lord, this Time we mult obey 
Our Intereſt, I beg you would not ſtay: 
Not ſeeing you, he may to me be juſt, 
D. Car. Should I then l:ave you, Madam : 
Queen. Yes, you muſt, 
| D. Car, Not then When Storms againſt your Virtueriſe; 
| No; fince to loſe you wretched Carles dies, 
He'll have the Honour of it, in your Cauſe, 
This is the nobleſt thing that Fate could doz 
She thus abates the Rigour of her Laws, 
Since *tis ſome Pleaſure but to die for you, : 
Queen. Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards dare, 
When their baſe Fears compel em to deſpair: 
Hope's the far nobler Paſſion of the Mind; 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs that with Caution kind; 
Knows that the Conſtant merit her alone, 
| They who, tho? ſhe ſeem'd froward, yet court on, 
| D. Car. To wretched Minds thus ſtill ſome Comfort 
And Angels eaſe our Gric fs, tho but with Dreams. (gleams? 
I have too oft already been deceiv'd, 
And the Cheat's grown too plain to be believ'd, 
You, Madam, bii me go. [Lioking earneſtly at the Queen. 
ueen. You muſt. 
Poſa. You ſhall. | 
Alas I love you, would not ſee you fall; 
And yet may find ſome Way t'evade it all. 
D. Car, Thou, Poſa, ever wert my trueſt Friend; 
- I almoſt wiſh thou wert not now ſo kind. 
Thou of a Thing that's loſt tak'ſt too much Care; 
And you, fair Ange), too indulgent are. [To the Qacen. 
Great my Deſpair; but ill my Love is bigher, 
Well—— in Obedience to you lll retires 
Tbo' during all the Storm I will be nigh, | 
Where if I ſee the Danger grow too high, 
To ſave you, Madam, of come forth and die. 
: [ Exit Don Carlos, 
| Enter 


| 
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Enter Xing «ud Rui-Gomez. 
King, Who would have gueſs'd that this had ever been? 
| — Pola and the Queen. 
Diſtraction! Where ſhall my Revenge begin? 
Why, he's the very Baud to all her Sin; 
And to diſguiſe it puts on Friendſhip's Mak 3 
But his Diſpatch, Ri- Gomer, is thy Task. 
With him pretend ſome private Conference, 
And under that Diſguiſe ſeduce him hence; 
Then in ſome Place fit for the Deed impart 
The Buv'nels by a Ponyard to his Heart, 
R. Go. 'Tis done, 
King. So, Madam — — [Steps 10 the Veen. 
Queen, —— By the Fury in your Eyes, 
] underſtand you come to tyrannize. 
1 hear you are already jealous grown, 
And dare ſuſpect my Virtue with your Son. 
King, Oh Woman-kind! thy Myſt':ies who can ſean, 
Too deep for eaſy, weak, believing Man? 
Hold, let me look: Indeed y'are wond'rous fair; 
So on the outſide Sodom's Apples were: 
And yet within, when open'd to the View, 
Not half ſo dangerous, or ſo foul as you. 
Queen, Unhappy wretched Woman that I am! 
Aud you unworthy of a Husband's Name! 
Do you not bluſh ? 
King. Yes, Madam, for your Shame, ; 
Bluſh too, my Judgment &er ſhould prove ſo faint, 
To let me chule a Devil for a Saint. 
When firſt I ſaw and lov'd that tempting Eye, 
The Fiend wi hin the Flame I did not ſpy: 
But ſtill ran on and cheriſſid my Deſires, 
For heav'nly Beams miſtoak infer nal Fires; 
Such raging Fires as you have ſince thought fit 
Alone my Son, my Son's hot Youth ſhould meet. 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Queen, —— Poor ungenerous King! 
How mean's the Soul from which ſuch Thoughts muſt 
Was it for this I did fo late ſubmit, (ſpring. 
To let you whige and languiſh at my Feet; | 
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When with falſe Oaths you diſ my Heart beguile, 
And proffer'd all your Empire for a Smile? 
Then, then my Freedom 'twas I did reſign, 
Tho? you ſtill {wore you would preſerve it mine. 
And ſlill it ſhall be fo, for from this Hour 

I vow to hate, and never ſee you more. 

Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon ſhall know 


I can reſent and rage as well as you. 
Ring. By Hell, her Pride's as raping as her Luft, 
A Guard there — Seize the Queen — [Enter Guard, 
Enter Carlos, and intercepts the Guards, 
D. Car. — Hold, Sir, be juſt, 
Firſt look on me, whom once you call'd your Son, 
A Title I was always proud to own. 
King, Good Heav'n! to merit this what have I done, Y 
That he too dares before my Sight appear ? | 
D. Car. Why, Sir, where is the Cauſe that I ſhould fear ? 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know | | 
The Reaſon why you uſe this Princeſs fo. 
King, Sure I ſhall find ſome way to raiſe this Siege: 
He talks as if *twere for his Privilege. | 
Foul Raviſher of all my Honour, hence! | 
Bur ſtay! Guards, with the Queen ſecure the Prince, 
Wherefore in my Revenge ſhould I be low? 
Now in my Reach, lil daſh 'em at a Blow, 
Enter Don John of Auſtria, Eboli, Henrietta, ard Garcia, 
D. John. I come, Great Sir, with Wonder here, to ſee 
Your Rage grown up to this Extremity, 
Againſt your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son; 
What is't that they to merit Chains have done? 
Or is't your own wild Jealouſy alone? 
King. O Arſtria, thy vain Enquiry ceaſe, 
If thou halt ary value for thy Peace, 
My mighty Wrongs ſo loud an Accent bear, 
*Twou'ld make thee miſerable but to hear, 
D. Car. Father, if I may dare to call you ſo, 
Since now I doubt if 'm your Son or no; 
As you have ſeal'd my Doom, I may complain, 
King. Willthen that Monſter dare to ſpeak again ? 
D. Car. Yes; Dying Men ſhould not their Thoughts 


And lince you take ſuch Joy in Ctuelties, (diſpuile ; 
b 9 5 Tre 


i 


PRINCE of SPAIN. 35. 


Fre of my Death the new Delight begin, 
Be pleas'd to hear how cruel you have been. 
Time was that we were ſmil'd on by our Fate, 
You not unjuſt, nor I unfortunate: 
Then, then I was your Son, and you were glad 
To hear my early Praiſe was talk'd abroad. 
Then Love's dear Sweets you te me would diſplay, 
Told me where this rich beauteous Treaſure Jay, 1 
And how to gain't inſtructed me the Way. 
J. came, and ſaw, and lov'd, and bleſs'd you for'e. 
But then when Love had ſeal'd her to my Heart, 
You violently tore her from my Side: _ 
And *cauſe my bleeding Wound I could not hide, 
Bur ſtill ſome Pleaſure to behold her took, 
You now will haye my Life but for a Look. 
Wholly forgetting all the Pains I bore, 55 
Your Heart with envious Jealouſy boils o er, 
*Cauſe I can love no leſs, and you no more, , 
Hen, Alas! how can you hear his foft Complaint; 
And not your harden'd ſtubborn Heart relent? 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that comely, awful Man, 
And to my Pray'rs be cruel if you can; 
King, Away, Deluder, who taugbt thee to ſue? 
Eboli. Loving the Queen, what 1s'r ſhe leſs can do, 
Than lend her Aid againſt the dreadful Storm? 
Ring. Why can the Devil dwell too in that Form? 
This is their little on, by the by, 
A Scout to watch and tell when Danger's nigh, 
Come pretty Sinner, thou'lt inform me all, „ 
How, where, and when; nay, do not fear — you ſhall, 
Hen, Ah, Sir, Unkind! —— | 
' King, — — Now hold thy Siren's Tongue: 
Who would have thought there was a Witch ſo young? 
D. John. Can you to ſuing Beauty ſtop your Ears? 


| [Tokes up Hen. and makes his Addreſs ts her. 


Heay'n lays its Thunders by, and pladly hears, 
When Angels are become Petitioners, 
Eboli. Ha! what makes Auſiria (o officious? 
That Glance ſeems as it ſent his Heart 20 her, 
Ide to Garcia, 
D. C ars 
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D. Car. A Banquet then of Blood fince you deſign, 
Yet you may ſatisfy your ſelf with mine. 485 
I love the Queen, I have confeſs d. tis ti ue: 

Proud too to think I love her more than you; 


* 


Tho' ſhe, by Heav'n, is clear —— but I indeed 


Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to bleed. 
There were no lawleſs Thoughts that I did want, 


Which Love had Pow'r to ask, or Beauty grant; 


Tho' I ne' er yet found Hopes to raiſe em on, 
For ſhe did till preſerve her Honour's Throne, 
And daſh the bold aſpiring Devils down. 
If to her Cauſe you do not Credit give, 
Fondly ag: inſt your H:ppineſs you'll ſtrive; | 
As ſome loſe Heav'n, becauſe they won't believe. 
Queen, Whilſt, Prince, my Preſervation you deſign, 
Blor not your Virtue to add more to mine. 
The Clearneſs of my Truth 1'd not have ſhewn, 
By any other Light beſides its own. _ EI 
No, Sir, he thro' Deſpair all this has ſaid, 
And owns Offences which he never made. 
Why ſhould you think that I would do you wrong ? 
Muſt I needs be unchaſte, becauſe I'm young? 
King, Unconſtant wav'ring Heart, ay heav'ſt thou ſo? 
I ſhiver all, and know not what I do. 
] who ere now have Armies led to Fight, 
Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight; 
Whole Winter Nights ſtood under Heav'ns wide Roof, 
Daring my Foes; now am not Beauty proof. 
Oh turn away thoſe Bafilisks, thy Eyes; 
Th' InfeQion's fatal, and who ſees them dies. 
; | [Going away, 
een. Oh, do not fly me; I Fave no Deſignu 
Upon your Life, for you may yet ſve mine, [Kneels, 
Or if at laſt I muſt my Breath ſubmit, 
Here take it, tis an Off 'ring at your Feet: 
Will you not look on me, my deareſt Lord? 
King, Why? wouldſt thou live? 
Queen, Yes, if you'll ſay the Word, 9: 
D. Car. Oh Heavin! how coldly and unmov'd he ſees 
A praying Beauty proſtrate on her Knees ! | 
Riſe, Madam — [Steps 10 take her up. 
| King, 
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| King, — Bold Egeroacher, touch her not: 
Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſnot. 
Not true! — Stay, let me ſee — by Heav'n thou art 
| [ Looks earneſtly on heri 
— A falſe vile Woman — Oh my fooliſh Heart! 
I give thee Life — but from this time refrain, 
And never come into my Sight again: | 
Be baniſh'd ever. 
Queen. This you muſt not do, 
At leaſt till I've convinc'd you I am true. 
Grant me but ſo much time; and when that's done, 
If you think fit, for ever I'!] be gone. 
King. l've all this while been angry, but in vain :. 
She heats me fiiſt, then ſtrokes me tame again, 
Oh, wer't thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 
Think'ft thou that I have Joy to part with thee? 
No, all my Kingdom for the Bliſs I'd give: 
Nay, tho! it were not ſo, but to believe. 
Come, for I cin't avoid it, cheat me quite, | 
Queen. I would not, Sir, deceive you, if I might; 
But it you'll take my Oaths, by all above, 
*Tis you, and only you that I will love. 
King. Thus as a Mariner that fails along, 
With Plcature hears th' enticing Siren's Song, 
Unable quite his ſong Deſircs to bound, 
Bololy leaps in, tho! certain to be drown'd, 
Come to my Boſom then, make no Delay; 
[ Lakes her in his Arms, 
My Rape is huſh'e, and I have room for ſoy, 
Queen. Again you'll think that I unjuſt will prove, 
King. No, thou art all o'er Truth, and I all Love. 
Oh that we might for ever thus remain 
In folded Arms, and never port again! 

Queen. Command Me any thing, and try your Pow'r, 
King. Then from this Minute ne'er ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ſt do Ill with ſuch a Port, 

For ever here | baniſh thee my Court, 

Within ſome Cloiſter lead a private Life, 
That I may love and rule without this Strife. 
Heie Ebol receive her to thy Charge: 

The Treaſurc's precious, and the Trult is large. 


Whillt 
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Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fit _ 
To wait for Joys which are too fierce to meet. ¶ Ex. King, 


D. Car. My Exile from bis Preſence I can bear £ 


With Pleaſure: But no more to look on her! 
Oh 'tis a dreadful Curſe I cannot bear, 
No, Madam, all his Pow'r ſhall nothing do: 
I'll ſtay and take my Baniſhment from you, 
Do you command me, ſee how far I'll fly. 

ween, Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy? 
Conſider this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 
More to preſet ve your Safety than my own, 
Ungratefully you needleſs Ways deviſe, 
To loſe a Life which | ſo dearly prize. | 

D. Car. So now her Fortune's made, and I am left 

Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift, [ Aſide... 
Madam, you might have ſpar d the Cruelty, ¶ Id the Queen. 
Bleſs'd with your * I was prepar'd to die. | 
But now to loſe it drives me to Deſpair, 
Making me wiſh to die, and yet not dare, 
Well, to ſome ſolitary Shore Ill roam, 
And never more into your Preſence come, 
Since I already find I'm troubleſome. I going. J 

ween, Stay, Sir, yet ſtay : —You ſhall not leave me o- 


Car. Ha Pn 
ween, — 1 muſt talk with you before you go, 

Oh Carlos, how unhappy is our State? 

How foul a Game was play'd us by our Fate? 

Who promis'd fair when we did firſt begin, 

Till envying to ſee us like to win, 

— fell to cheat, and threw the falſe Lot in. 

My Vows to you I now remember all, 

D. Car. Oh, Madam, I can hear no more — [Kneels, 

os. — —— You ſhall o— [ Kneelz too, 

For I can't chooſe but let you know, that J. 

If pou reſolve on't, yet will with you die, | 
Car. Sure nobler Galantry was never known, 

God Heay'n! This Blefling is too much for one: 

No, cis enough for me to die alone, 

My Father, all my Foes I now forgive, | 

Deen. Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge you liye. 
Put to what Country whereſoe'er you go, 
Forget not me, for I remember you, 


D, Car, 


— 1 4 
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D. Car, Shall I ſuch Virtue and ſuch Charms forget ? 
No, never, — | 

ucen, — Oh that we had never met, 
But in our diſtant Climates ſtill been free! 
I might haye heard of you, and you of me: 
So towards Happineſs more ſafely mov'd; 
And never been thus wretched, yet have lov'd, 
What makes you look ſo wildly ? — Why d'ye ſtart? 

D. Car. A faint cold Damp is thickning round my Heart, 

ween, What ſhall we do? —- | | 

D. Car. — Do any thing but part; 

Or ſtay ſo long till my poor Soul expires 
In view of all the Glory it admires, | 

Eboli. In ſuch a Lover how might I be ble(s'd! 
Oh! were I of that noble Heart poſſeſs'd, 

How ſoft, how eaſy would I make his Bands! [Aſide. 
But, Madam, you forget the King's Commands : 

| [To the Queen. 
Longer to ſtay, your Dangers will renew. 

D. Car, Ah Princeſs! Lover's Pains you never knew; 
Or what it is to part, as we mult do. 
Part too for ever — 

After one Minute never more to ſtand. 

Fix'd on thoſe Eyes, or preſſing this ſoft Hand: 
*Twere but enough to feed one, and not ſtarve;. 
Yet that is more than 1 did e'er deſerve: 

Tho' Fate to us is niggardly and poor, 

That from Eternity can't ſpare one Hour, 

uten. If it were had, that Hour would ſoon be gone, 
Aud we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. | 
No, rigorous Neceſſity has made 
Us both his Slives, and now will be obey'd, 
eg let us try the parting Blow to bear, 

Adieu 

D. C., Farewe), [ Looking at each other, 
—— -- |'m fix d and rooted here, 

I cinnor tir 

Dacen. Shall I the Way then ſhow ? 

Now hold, my Heut | 
[Goes to the Door, then ſtops, and turns back again, 
— Nay, Sir, why don't you go? 
P. Car, Why do you Hl. 


Queen 
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Queen. 1 won't. _ | 
D. Car. —— You fhall a while, [Kneel;; 
With one Look more wy Miſeries beguile, | y 
That may ſupport my Heart till you are gone, 
Queen. Oh Eboli! thy Help, or I'm undone, 
| [Takes hold on Eboli. 
Here take it then, and with it too my Life, 
| [ Leans into Ebol.'s Arm, 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at Sti ife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not ki], 7 
II try to vanquiſh and out-toil the 11], 
Well, Madam, now I'm ſomething hardier grown 3 
Since I at laſt perceive you muſt be gone, 
To venture the Encounter I il be bold; 
[ Leads her to the Door. 
For certainly my Heart will ſo long hold, 
Farewel — be happy as y'are fair and true, 
Qucen. And all Heav'n's kindeſt Angels wait on you, 
[Exit with Ebolf, 


D. Car. Thus long I've wander'd in Love's crooked Way, 


By Hope's deluding Meteor led aftray : 
For ere I'ye half the dang'rous Delait croſs'd, 
The glimm'ring Light's gone out, and I am loft, 
[Exit Don Carlos, 


1 
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ACT IV. SCENE] 


SCENE, The Anti- Chamber to the Queen's 
Apartment, 


Enter Don Carlos and Poſa, 


D. Car. HE next is the Apart ment of the Queen: 
| In vain I try, I muſt not venture in, 
| going. 
Thos it is with the Souls of murder'd Men, e 
Who to their Bodies would again repair z 
But finding that they cannot enter there, 
Mourning and groning wander in the Air, 
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Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly thrown. 
From all thoſe Hopes that promis'd me a Crown; 
My Heart, with the Diſhonour's to me done, 
Is poiſon'd, ſwells too mighty for my Brealt : 
But it will break, and I ſhall be at Reſt. 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soel ſhall never load: 
Tho! Patience be the Virtue of a God, 
Gods never feel the Ills that govern here, 
Or are above the Injuries we bear; 
Father and King; both Names bear mighty Senſe; 
Yet (ure there's ſomething too in Son and Prince. 
1 was born high, and will not fall leſs great; | 
Since Triumph crown'd my Birth, I' have my Fate 
As plorious and mejeſtick too as that, 
To Flanders, Poſa, ſtraight my Letters ſend z 
Tell 'em, the injur'd Carlos is their Friend: 
And that to head their Forces I deſipn; 
So vindicate their Cauſe, if they dare mine. 
gd Poſa To th' Rebels? an end 
D. Car. No, th'are Friends; their Cauſe is juſt j 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt it muſt. 
Let th' common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, 
Whilſt ſordidly they live at Eaſe and full, 
f Senſeleſs what Honour and Ambition means, 
And ignorantiy drag their Load of Chains, 
7 I am « Prince, have had a Crown in view, 
And cannot brook to loſe the Proſpect now. 
It thiart my Friend, do not my Will delsy, 
Poſa, 1 dot ————— [ Exit Poſa, 


Enter Eboll. 
. Eboli, My Lord, 
D. Car. Who calls me! 
Eboli, You mult ſtay, 
D. Car. What news of freſh Affliction can you bear ? 
Ebeli, Suppoſe it were the Queen; you'd ſay for her ? 
D. Car. For her? yes, ſtay an Age, for ever ſtay; 
Stay ev'n till Time it ſelf ſhould pals away ; 

Fix here a Statue never to remove, 

An everlaſting Monument of Love, 
Tho, may a Thing ſo wretehed as I am 

But the leaſt Place in her Remembrance claim 2 


. 


—— - * 
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Speak, Madam 
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Eboli. Ves, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but you: 

Whilſt from the Theme ev'n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall ſay the kindeſt things, 

D. Car. But from that Charity I poorly live, 
Which only pities, and can nothing give. 

Eboli. Nothing! Propoſe what tis you claim, and I, 
For ouzht you know, may be Security. | 
D. Car. No, Madam, what's my Due none e'er can pay, 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 

Watching his Charge with never-ſleeping Eyes, 
And ſtops my Entrance into Para/!'f[e, 

Eboli, What Paradiſe ? What Pleaſures can you know, 
Which are not in my Power to beſtow ? 

D. Car, Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms 
The (4een muſt yield when in my Father's Arms, 
That Queen, ſo exccllently, richly Fair, 

F chuld he come again a Lover here, 
ould court Mortality to die for her, 
Oh, Madam, take not Pleaſure to renew 
Thoſe Pains, which if you felt, you would not do, 

Eboli, ae urg'd: Think you no Senſe I have 
Of what you feel? now you may take your Leave: 
Something I had to ſay; but Jet it die, 

D. Car, Why, Madam, who has injur'd you? Not I, 

Eboli. Nay, Sir, your Preſence I would nor detain : 
Alas! you do not hear that I complain, 
Tho' could you halt of my Misfortunes ſee, 
Methinks you ſhould incline to-pity me, 

D. Car. I cannot gueſs what mournful Tale you'd tell; 
But I am certain you prepare me well, 


Eboli, Say 1 lov'd, and with a Flame, 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name: 
Lov'd too a Man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate: 


Pet ſo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 


He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves on a barren Rock, and won't be bleſs'd,. 
Tho' I invite him kindly to a Feaſt, 

D. Car. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams from that illuſtrious Eye? 


Eboli; 
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Eboli. Nay, to increaſe your Wonder, you ſhall know, 
That I, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, 
Till ev'a I bluſh, as now I tell it you. | 
D. Car. Ycu neither ſhall have Cauſe of Shame or Fear, 
Whoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
Eboli, Then farther I the Riddle may explain, 
Suryey that Face, and blame me if you can. : 
. ems him his own Picture. 
Y» D. Car. Diſtraction of my Eyes! what have they ſeen ? 
'Tis my own Picture, which I ſent the Queen, 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion firſt, 
Expecting Bliſs, but Joſt it: Jam cursd, 
ö Curs'd too in thee, who from my Ssint dat'ſt Neal 
The only Relick left her of my Zeal, | - 
And with the 8actilege attempt my Teart, 
Wert thou more charming than thou thinkſt thou aft, 


6 Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 


And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there, | 
Eboli, Negle&ted! Seorn'd by Father and by Son! 
What a malicious Courſe my Stars have run } 
But ſince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate 
In Love, I il try how I can thrive in Hate: 
My own dull Husband may aſſiſt in that, 
To his Revenge I'i] give him freſh Alarms, | 
And with the gray old Wizard muſter Charms, FP. 
I hav'tz Thanks, Thanks, Revenge: Prince, 'tis thy Ban, 
[ Aſid®, 
Can you forgive me, Sir? I hope you con, 
3 [To Car. mi'dly, 
ll, I'll try to recompenſe the Wrongs I've done, 
And better finiſh what is ill begun, | 
D. Car, Madam, you at ſo ſtrange a rate proceed, 
I ſhall begin to think you lov'd indeed, 
Eboli. No matter; be but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find I'll be to you, | 
The Queen's my Charge, and you may, on that ſcore, 
Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more, 
I'll lead you to thoſe ſo much worſhip'd Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rival's Arms. 
D. Car. In what a mighty Sum ſhall ] be bound? 
I did not think ſuch Virtue could be found, 
* Thou 
1. 
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Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt Per fections, ſtay: 8 


Fain I in Gratitude would ſomething ſay ; 
But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. 
. Enter Don John of Auſtria, FE 

D. John. Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afflictions ſpeak 

So 1: ud, as all Hearts but his own might break? 

PD. Car. My Lord, what Fate has left me, | am here 
Mere Man of all my Comfort (tripp'd and bare, 

Once, like a Vine, 1 flouriſh'd, and was young. 

Rich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke me ſtrong: 

But now a dry and wither'd Stock am grown, | 
And all my Clyſters and wy Branches gone. 

D. John, Amongſt thoſe Numbers which your Wrongs 
Than me there's none that can reſent em more, (depiors, 
I feel a gen'rous Grudging in my Breaſt, 

To ſee Geh Honour, and fuch Hopes oppreſe'd. 

The King your Father is my Brother, true; 

But I ſee more that's like my felt in you, 

Free-born am, and not on him depend, 

Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 

And if that Title you think fit to bear, 

Accept the Confirmation of it here. | [Embraces; 

D. Car. From you, to whom I'm by ſuch Kindneſs ty*d, 
The Secrets of my Soul I will not hide, 

This gen'rous Princeſs has her Promiſe giv'n, 
once more ſhall be brought in fight of Heay'n 
To the fair Queen my laſt Devotion pay: 

And then for Flanders I intend my Way, 

Where to th' inſulting Rebels I'll give Law, 

To keep my ſelf from Wronge, and them in awe, 

D. John. Proſperity to the Delign, tis good; 
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blood. 

D. Car. My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriſh highs 
Above the reach or ſhock of D:ftiny 
Mine early nipt, like Buds untimely die, 

Enter Cfficer of the Guard, 

Offi. My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muſt hear, 
They are unwelcome Orders which I bear, | 
Which are to guard you as a Priſoner, 

D. Car. A Pris ner! what new Game of Fate's begun! 8 


Hencctorth be ever curs'd the Name of Son, 
Since I malt be a Slave, becauſe I'm one, 
: Duty ! 


K* 
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Duty! to whom? He's not my Father: No: 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one Way; 
I'm weary on'c, and can no more obey. - 

D. John. If sd by whoſe Commands you did decline 
Your Orders, tell my Brother, 'twas by mine, [ Ex, Officer, 
D. Car, Now were I certain it wovld fink me quite,, 

I'd fre the Queen once more, the! but in ſpſte; 

Tho' he with all his Fury were in place, | 

1 would careſs and court her to his Face. 

Oh that | could this Minute die ; if fo, 

What he had loſt he might too lately know, 

Curling himfelt to think what he has done: 

For I was ever an ob-dient Son; | 

With Plea'ure all his Glories ſw, when young, 

Look, and with Pride conſidering whence I ſprung, 
oy tully under ſum and free I play'd, | 

Batk'.' in his Shine, and wanton'd in his Shade — 

But now 

Cancellin all whate'er he then conferr'd, 

He thruſt«'me out among the common Herd: 

Nor quictly will there permit my Stay, 

But drives and haunts me | ke a Beaſt of Prey, 

Afflict ion O 'MiRion! 't s too great, 

N. r have I ever lear t to ſuffer yer, 

Tho' Ruin at me from each Side takes aim, 

And I ſtand thus encompaſy'd round with Flame; 

Tho” the devouring Fire approaches faſt ; 


Vet will I try to plunge if P. wer waſte, 


I can at worſt but fink, and burn at laſt, 


[Exit Don Carlos. 
D. John Go on, purſue thy Fortune while” tis hot: 
T long tor Work where Honour's to be got. 
But, Madam, to this Prince you're wondrous kind. 
Eboli. You are not leſs to Henriet, I find, 
D. John. Why ſhe's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair. 
Eboli, | thought I might in Charms 2 equall'd her, 
You told me once. my Beauty was not leſs, 
Is this your Faith? Are theſe your Promiſes ? 
D. John. You would ſeem jealous, but are crafty grown; 


Tex me of Falſhood to conceal your own. 


Go, y'are a' Woman 
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Ebols, Yes I know I am: i 
And by my Weakneſs co deſerve that Name, 

When Heart and Honour I to you reſign'd: 
Wonld I were not a Woman, or leſs kind. 

D. Febn, Think you your Falſhood was not plainly ſeen, 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen? 
Too well I faw it; how did you diſpenſe 
In Looks your Pity to th' afflicted Prince? 

Whild 1 my Duty paid the King, your time 
You warch'd, and fix'd your melting Eyes on him, 
Admir'd him —— 

Eboli Yes, Sir, for his Conſtancy — 

But 'tw2s with Pain, to think you talſe to me, 
When to another's Eye you Homage paid, | 
And my true Love wrong'd and neglected laid, 
Wrong d too ſo far as nothing can reſtore. 

D. John. Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no more, 
Farewel — [D. John is going. 

Eboli, Farewel, if y'are refoly'd to go: 
Inhuman Auſtria, can you leave me 10? 

Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rack'd; 
Add not to your Inconſtancy Neglect. 

Methinks you ſo far might have grateful proy'd, 
Not to have quite forgotten that I lov'd, | 

D. John. If c'er you lov'd, tis you, not I, forget; 
For a Remove is here too deeply ſet, 

Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain, ¶ Eboli turns away. 
Why thus unkind ? 

Eboli. Why are you jealous then? [Turns to him. 

D. John. Come, let it be no more! I'm huſh'd and ſtill, 
Will you forgive? 

; 1 How can you doubt my Will? 

0. | 

D. Fohn. Then ſend me not away unbleſs'd. 

Eboli. Till you return I will not think of Reſt: 

Carlos will hither ſuddenly repair. 

The next Apartment's mine; I'll wait you there. 

Farewel. [ Eboli ſeems to Weep, 
D. John. O do not let me ſee a Tear; 

It quenches Joy, and ſtifles Appetite. | 

Like War's fierce God upon my Bliſs 1'd prey; 

Who, from the furious Toils of Arms all Way, —_ 

„„ Returning 
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Returning home to Love's fair Queen at Night, 
Comes riotous and hot with full Delight. — [Ex. D. John; 
Eboli, He'as reap'd his Joys, and now he wouldbe tice, 
And to effect it puts on Jealouſy : 
But I'm as much a Libertine as he; 
As fierce my Will, as furious my Deſires: 
Yet will I hold him; tho' Eujoy ment tires, 
Tho? Love and Appetite be at the beſt, 
He'll ſerve, as common Meats fill up a Feiſt, 5 
And look like Plenty, tho' we never taſte. 
Enter Rui-Gomez., | 
Old Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young. 
R. Go. Speak; there was always Muſick in thy Tongue. 
Eboli. Thy Foes are tott' ring, and the Day's thy on; 
Give em but one Lift now, and they go down. 
Quickly to th' King, and all his Doubts renew); 
Appear diſturb'd, as it you ſomething knew 
Too difficult and dang'rous to relate, 
Then bring him hither lab'ring with the Weight: 
I will take care that Carlos ſhall be here; 
So for his jealous Eyes a Sight prepare, 
Shall prove more fatal than Meduſa's Head, 
And he more monſtrous ſeem than ſhe c'er made; 
Enter King attended, | 
King. Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Breaſt! . 


When ſhall I get th' Uſurper diſpoſſeſo' d:? 


My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from their Reſt, 

Around he Place where all was huſh'd before 

Flutter, and hardly ſettle any more —— — 

Ha, Gomez, What art thou thus muſing on? [Sees Gomez, 
R. Go. I'm thinking what it is to have a Son, 

What mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 

Attend on an unbappy Father's Life: 

How Children Bleſſings ſeem, but Torments are; 

When younp, our Folly; and when.old, our Fear. | 
King, Why doſt thou bring theſe odd Reflections here? 
Thou envieſf ſure the Quiet which I bear. x 

R. Go, No, Sir, I joy in th? Eaſe which you poſſeſs, 
And wiſh you never may have Cauſe for leſs. 

King. Have Cauſe for leſs! come nearer; thou art ſad, 
And iouki{t as thou wouluſt tell me that I bad, 
| | 8 Now, 
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Now, now I feel it riſing up again —— 
Speak quickly, where is Carlos? Where the Queen ? 
What, not a Word? have my Wrongs ſtruck thee dumb . 
Or art thou ſwoln and labouring with my Doom, 
Yet dar*{t not letithe fatal Secret come? 
R. Go. Heav'n great Infirmities to Ape allots : 
I'm old, and have a thouſand doting Thoughts. 
Seek not to know em, Sir. | 

King. By Heav'n 1 muſt, 7 , 

R. Go. Nay, | would not be by Compulſion juſt. 

King. Yet, if without it you refuſe, you ſhall. 

R. Go. Grant me then one Requeſt, I'll tel] you all, 

King, Name thy Petition, and conclude it done, 

R. Go. It is that you would here forgive your Son, 
For all his paſt Offences to this Hour. | 
King. Th'aſt almoſt ask'd a Thing beyond my Pow'r, 
But ſo much Goodneſs i'th* Requeſt I find, 

Spite of my ſelt I'll for thy ſake be kind: 
His Pardon's fal d; the Secret now declare, 

R. Go. Alas! *tis only that I ſaw him here. — 

King. Where? With the Queen! Yes, yes, tis ſo, I'm 
Never were Wrongs fo great as I endure; (ſure 
So great that they are grown beyond Complaint, 

For half my Patience might ha ve made a Saint. 
Oh Woman! Monſtrous Woman! 
Did l for this into my Breaſt receive f 
The promiſing repentirg Fugitive ? 7 
But Gomez. I will throw her beck again; C 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her then- Q 
I'll cruſh ber Heart where all the Poiſon lies, I 
Till when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. T 
'R, Go. They the beſt Method of Revenge purſue, T 
Al 
M 
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Who fo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhewz 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at ſuch a Head, 
That Innocence may have no Room to plead. 

Your Fury, Sir, at leaſt a-while delay; 

J gueſs the Prince may come again this way: 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his Privacy. 
King. And when he's fix'd, be ſure bring word to me. 

Till then 11] bridle Vengeance and retire, 

Within my Breaſt ſuppreis this angry Fire, A 


Till 


i 


me. 


Till 
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rin to my Eyes my Wrongs themſelves diſplay; 8 


Then, like a Falcon, gently _— my ys 
ith Pounces ſeize th' unwary Frey. 
e : Exit King. 
Enter Eboli. 


Eboli. l've over- heard the Buſineſs with Delight, 
And find Revenge will have a Feaſt to Night. 
Tho' thy declining Years are in their Wane, 

I can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain. 
Away: The Queen is coming hither. | 
1 | [ Exit R, Gomez, 


Enter Queen and Women, Henrietta. 


Queen. Now 
To all Felicity a long Adieu: 
Where are you, Edoli? 

Eboli, — Madam, I'm here, | 

Queen. O how freſh Fears aſſault me every where! 
I hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made, 

Eboli. No, Madam, he the Orders diſobey'd; 


And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 


To head the Rebels, whom he tiles bis Friends: 
But ere he goes, by medoes humbly ſue, 
That he may take his laſt Farewel of you. 
Qzeen, Will he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? 
Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haſte: 
Tell him, I beg his Purpoſe he'd delay, 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay, | 
Say I bave ſworn not to ſurvive the Hour 
In which I hear that he has left this Shore, 
Tell him, I've gain'd his Pardon of the King, 
Tell him —— to ſtay him —— tell him any thing 
Eboli, One Word from you his Duty would reſtore; 
And tho? you promis'd ne'er to ſee him more, 
Methinks you might upon ſo juſt a Score, 
But fee, he's here. — 1 5 


Enter Don Carlos. 


D. Car. Run out of Breath by Fate, 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, 
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Weary'd witbal, T panting hither fly, 
To lay wy felt dewn at your Feet, and die. 
Ts [Kneels and Kiſſes her Hands, 
Qucex. Oh too unhappy Carlss! Yet unkind ? E | 
*Gainſt you what Harms have ever I defign'd, 
That you ſhovld with ſuch Violence decree 
Ungrate fully at laſt to murder me? 
D. Car. Pour all thy Curſes, Heav'n, upon this Head, 
For I've the worſt of Vengeance merited, 
That yer | impudently live to hear 


My felt upbraided of a Wrong to her, | Call, 
Say, has your Honour been by me betray d? 4 | 
Or have I Snares t' entrap your Virtue laid? 8 : 
Tell me; if not, why do you then npbraia? ; 


Queen, You will not know th'Afflictions which you give; | 
Was't not my laſt Requeſt, that you would live? 
I by our Vows conjur'd it; but J ſee, 

Forgetting them, unmindful roo of me, 
Regardleſs, your own Ruin you deſign, 
Tho? you are ſure to purchaſe it with mine, 

D. Car, I, as you bad me live, obey'd with Pride; 
Tho? it was harder far than to have dy'd. 
But loſs of Liberty my Lite diſdains; | 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chains. 
My Father ſhould have fingled out ſome Crown, 
And bidden me go conquer't for my own: | 
He ſhould bave ſeen what Carlos vrould have done. 
But to preſcribe my Freedom, fick me low. 
To baſe Confinement, where no Comforts flow; 
But black Deſpair, that foul Tormemn'or, lies; 
With all my preſent Load of Miſeries; 
Was to my Soul roo violent a Smart, 
And reus'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. 

Queen. Vet then be kind; your anęry Father's _ : 


I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will afſuage; 
You're hot with Youth, he's cholcrick with Ape. 
To him, and put a true Obedience on; 
Be humble, and expreſs your ſelf a Son, 
Carlos, I beg it ot you: Will you not? 

D. Car. Methinks 'tis very hard; but yet I'll do't. 
1 muſt obey whatever you prefer, 
Knowing y are all divine, and cannot err. 
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For if my Doom's unalr'rable, I ſhall 

This way at leaſt with leſs Diſhonour fall: 

And Princes leſs my Tameneſs thus condemn, 

When I for you ſhall ſuffer, tho' by him. 
Veen. In my Apartment farther we'll debate 

Of this, and for a happy [flue wait. 

Your Preſence there he cannot diſapprove, 

When it ſhall ſpeak your Duty, and my Love. | 
| [Exit Car. and Queen, 

Enter Rui Gomez, 


Eboli. Now Gomez, triumph; all is ripe; the Toil 
Has caught em, and Fate ſaw it with a Smile, 
Thus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine; 
But I'm content the Maſter-piece be thine. 
Away to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood; | 
A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtood; 
Whilſt I go reſt within a Lover's Arms, [ A/ide, 


And to'my Auſtria liy out all my Charms, [ Exit, 


R. Go, Fate, open now thy Book. and ſet em down: 
I have already mark'd em for thy own. 


Euter King and Poſa at 4 diſtance, 


King. Gomez ? 
R. Go, The ſame, 
King. Haſt ſeen 
The Prince? 
R. Go, I have. F 
King. Where is he? | 
R. Go. With the Queen, 
King. Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flame, 
And keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 
Shew me, if 'mongſt your Precedents there e'cr 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wite like her, 
Hark, Gomez, didſt not hear th' Infernals groan ? 
Huſh, Hell, a little, and they are thy own. 
Peſa. W ho fnould they be? The King and Gomex ſure: 


Methinks I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure; [ At a diſtanet, 


For Flanders his Diſpatches I've prepar'd. | 
King. Who's there? *Tis Poſa, Pander to their Luſt. 
[Drawing near to Poſa, 


C a : In 
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In the purſuit of Vengeance drive it far: 
Strike deep, and if thou canſt, wound Carlos there. 
R. Go. lil do't as cloſe as happy Lovers kiſs: 
May he ſtrike mine, if of his Heart J miſs, 8 
Thus Sir 7 [ Stabs him. 
Poſa. Ha, Gomez! Villain! thou haſt done 
Thy worſt: But yet I would not die alone: 3 
Here Dog —— [Stabs at him. 
R. Go. So brisk? Then take it once again. Y 
[ As they are ſtruggling, the Diſpatches fall out of Poſa's Boſom. 
*T was only, Sir, to put you out of Pain. 'M 
[Stabs him again, and Poſa falls, 
Poſa. My Lord the King, (but Lite too far is gone, 
I feint) be mindful of your Queen and Son. [ Dies, 
Ring. The Slave in Death repents, and warns me. Ves, 
J ſhall be very mindful. What are theſe? [Takes up the Diſ- | 
For Flanders! With the Pi ince's Signet lead! (patches. 
Here's Villany has yet been unreveal'd. . 
See, Gomez, Practices againſt my Crown; [Shews em him. 
Treaſon and Luſt have how to pull me down, I 
Yet ſtill J ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, 2 
Whilſt they but ſplit th: mſec Ives with their own ſhock; | 
But I too long delay: give Word I come. 3 
R. Go. What, hoa! within; the King is nigh, make room. 


N 1 Da 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers Don John and 
| Eboli embracing. 
King. Now let me, if I can, to Fury add, 
That when I thunder, I may ſtrike 'em dead. | 
[ Locking earn ſilly on em. 
Ha Gomez! on this Truth depends thy Lite, | 
Why that's our Brother Auſtria! | | 
R. Go. And my Wife! 
Embracing cloſe, Whilſt I was buſy grown 
In cthers Ruine, here I've met my own, 
Oh! had I periſh'd ere 'twas underſtood, | 
King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood brood. 
Is it not admirable ? — [ Ex, Don John and Eboli embracing. | 
R, Go, O Sir, yes! 
Ten thouſand Devils tear the Sorcereſs 
King. But they are gone, and my Diſhonour's near, 
Enter Don Carlos and Queen diſcourſing. 
Lock, my inceſtuous Son and Wte appear. See, 
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dee, Gomez, how ſhe languiſhes and dies. 
XZ *Sdeath! there are very Pulſes in her Eyes. 
= | DD. Carlos approaches the King. 
D. Car. In Peace, Heav'n ever guard the King from 
In War, Succeſs and Triumph crown his Arms; (Harms; 
Till all the Nations of the World ſhall be 
Humble and proſtrate at his Feet like me. [ Kneels, 
l hear your Fury has my Death defig''d; | 
XZ Tho' l've deſerv'd the worſt, you may be kind: 
X Behold me as your poor unhappy Son, 
And do not ſpill that Blood which is your own, 

King. Yes, when my Blood gros tainted, Ine er doubt 

But for my Health 'tis good to let it out; 
But thine's a Stranger, like thy Sou] to me, 
Or elſe be curs'd thy Mother's Memory! 

And doubly curs'd be that unhappy Night, 
In which I purchas'd Torment with Delight, 

D. Car. Thus then I lay aſide all Rights of Blood. [Riſes 
My Mother curs'd! She was all juſt and good. (bolaly. 
Tyrant! too good to ſtay with thee below, | 

And therefore's bleſs'd and reigns above thee now. 
Submiſſion! which way got it Entrance here? 
King, Perhaps it came ere Treaſon was aware. 
Thy craicerous Deſign's now come to Light, 
Too gre t and horrid to be hid in Night. 
See here my Honour and thy Duty's Stains, 
[Shews the Diſpatches. 
I've paid your Secretary for his Pains, 
He waits you there, to Council with him go, | 
[Shews Poſa's Body. 
Ask what Intelligence from Flanders now. | 
D. Car, My Friend here ſliin, my faithful Poſa 'tis. 
G »0d Heay'n! what have I done to merit this? 
What Temples ſack'd, what Deſolations made, 
To pull down ſuch a Vengeance on my Head: 
This, Villain, was thy Work: What Friend of thine [Tp Go; 
Did I e*er wrong, that thou ſnouldſt murder mine? 
But I'll take care it ſhall not want Reward —— [ Draws. 
King. Courage, my Gomez, fince thy King's thy Guard. 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfil. 
D. Car. No; tho' unjuſt you are my Father ſtill; 
C 3 L brows away his Sword. 
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And from that Title muſt your Safety own : 
*Tis that which awes my Hand, and not your Crown. 
*Tis true, all there contain'd 1 bad deſign'd: 
To ſuch a Height your Jelouſy was grown, 
It was the only way that I could find 
To work your Peace, and'toprocure my own. 
King, Thinking my Youth and Vigour to decreaſe, 
You'd eaſe me of my Crown to give me Peace. 


The Injuries to me, and Wrongs to her, 
Were much too great for Empire to repair. 
When you forgat a Father's Love, and quite 
Pepriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Right, 
Pranded my Honour, and purſu'd my Life, 
My Duty long with Nature was at Strife. 
Not that I fear'd my Memory or Name 
Could ſuffer by the Voice of common Fame; 
A thing I ſtill eſteem beneath my Pride: 
For tho' condemn'd by all the World beſide, 
Had you but thought me juſt, I could have dy d. 
Ar laſt this only way I found to fly 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealouſy 
To go for Flanders, and be fo remoy'd 
From all I ever honour'd, ever lov'd: 
There in your Right hoping I might compleat, 
Spite of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly grear. 
Thus by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 
Your Hate, aud ſhun that Storm which threaten'd here; 
veen. And can this merit Hate? he would forego 
The joys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe you; 
Pariſh himſelf, and tem the dang'rous Tide 
Of k-wleſs Outrage, and rebellicus Pride. | 
- Kirg, How evenly ſhe pleads in his Defence! 
So blind is Guilt when *cwould ſeems Innocence, 
She th1::ks her Softneſs may my Rage diſirm. 2 
No, Sorcereſs, you're miſtaken in your Charm, 
And whilſt you ſooth, do but aſſiſt the Storm. $ 
Do, take tu:l View cf your tall able Slave; 
Juen locking on Carlos, 
Look hard; it is the laſt you're like to have. 
D. Cay. My Life or Death ate in your Pow'r to give. 
King, Yes and thou dy'lt, 


D. Car. Alas! you fetch your Miſconſtructions far 8 


D. Car. Not till ſne give me leave: She 
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be is the Star that rules my Deſtiny; 


And whilſt her Aſpect's kind, | cannot die. 

Queen. No, Prince, for ever lire, be ever bleſs d- 

King. Yes, I will ſend him to's E-crnal Reſt. 

Oh had I took A long ago, 

] ne'er had known the Pains that rack me now. R 
Queen. What Pains? what Racks? [ 4pproaching him. 
King, Avoid, and touch me nor. : 

] ſee thee foul, all one inceſtuous Blot; 

Thv broken Vows are in thy guilty Face, 

een. Have I then in your Pity left no Place? 
King. Oh! thus it was you drew mein before, 

With Promiſes you ne'er would fze him more. 

But now your ſubtleſt Wiles too weak are grown, 

Pye gotten Freedom, and Ill keep my own, 

Queen, May you be ever free; but en your Mind 
Conceive that any Ill was here deſign'd? | 
He hither came, only that he might ſhow 
Obedience, and be reconcil'd to you, 

Yo» ſa his humble dutiful Addreſs, | 
King But you before had ſign'd the happy Peace; 

5 „„ „ _ =... N 

Oh Princeſs, thank you for the Care you take, 

Tell me, how got this Monſter Entrance? ſpeak, 

Eboli. Heav'n witneſs tes without my Knowledge done; 

R. Go. No, ſhe had other Buſineſs of herown, | Aſidi. 
Oh Blood and Murder! "5 | 

King. All are falſe: A Guard. 

g | Enter Guard. | 

Seize on that Traitor - l Carlos. 

D. Car. Welcome; I'm ptepar'd 

Queen. Stay, Sir, let me die too: I can obey. 

Kmg. No, thou ſhaltlive, [Seemingly kind, 
By Heav'a, but not a Day. [ Aſides 
I a Revenge ſo exquiſite horn fram'd, 1 
She unrepenting dies, and ſo ſhe's damn'd. | 

Hen, If ever Pity could your Heart engage, F 
If cer you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 

Incline your Ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r, 

King, dare not venture thee, thou art too fair. 
What wouldſt thou fay ? 
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Hen, Deſtroy not in one Man, | 
More Virtue than the World can boaſt again. 

View him the eldeſt Piedge of your firſt Love, 
Your Virgꝑin- Joys; that may ſome Pity move ———— 
King, No; for the Wrongs I ſuffer weigh it down: 

I'd now not ſpare his Life to ſave my own. 

Away, by thy ſoft Tongue I'll not be caught. 
Hen. By all that Hopes can frame I beg: If not, 

May you by ſome baſe Hand unpity'd die, 

And childleſs Mothers curſe your Memory, 


By Honour, Love, by Life =—— 


King. Fond Girl, away. 

By Heav'n, I'll kill thee elſe. Still dar'ſt thou Nay? 
Cannot Death terrify thee? 

Hen. No; for 1. | 
If you refuſe me, am reſolv'd to die. 

D. Car. Kind Fair one, do not waſte your Sorrows here 
On me, too wretched, and not worth a Tear. £ 
There yet for you are mighty Joys in Store, 

When Tin Duſt am laid, and ſeen no more, 
Oh Madam ! : [Td the Queen. 

Queer. Oh my Carlos! muſt you die 
For me? no Mercy in a Father's Eye? 

D. Car. Hide, hide your Tears, into my Soul they dart 
A Tenderneſs that misbecomes my Heart: 

For ſince I ruſt, I like a Prince would fall, 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits cal. 
ween, You, Ike a Man, as roughly as you will 


MwWde, but let me be a Woman ſtill. Lehe. 


King, Th'art Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, 
In whom the Race of all Mankind was curſed, 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heaven ally'd: 
But your great Lord, the Devil _ you Pride, 

He too an Anpel, till he durſt rebel: 

And you are ſure the Stars that with him fell. 
Weep on; a Stock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And always ready when you would deceive, 

Queen. Cruel! Inbuman! Oh my Heart! why ſhould 
I throw away a Title that's ſo good, 

On one a Sttanger to whate'er was to ? 
Alas, I'm torn, and know not what to do. 
| | The 


0 
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The juſt Reſentment of my Wrong's ſo great, 


My Spirits fink beneath the heavy Weight. N 
[ Ready to ſink with Paſſion, 


Tyrant, ſtand off: I hate thee, and will try 


If I have Scorn enough to make me die. : | 
D. Car. Bleſs'd Angel, tay — [Takes her in his Arms. 
Deen, Carlos, the ſole Embrace 

You ever took, you have before his Face. 

D. Car. No wealthy Monarch of the plenteous Eaſt, 

In all the Glories of his Empire dreſs'd, 

Was ever half ſo rich, or half fo blefs'd. 

But from ſuch Bliſs how wretched is the Fall ! 

They roo like us muſt die, and leave it all. 

Ri- g. All this before my Face; what Soul could bear't? 
Go foree her from him [ Officer approaches. 
D. Car. — Slave, twill coſt thy Heart. 
Th'auſt better meet a Lion on his way, 
And from his hungry Jaws reprize the Prey. 


She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and to prepare 


My felt for Death, I muſt conſult with her. 
R. Go. Have pity -—— | | 
King. Hence ! how wretchedly he rules, 

That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and advisd by Fools. 

Oh Torture! 

D. Car, —— Rouze, wy Soul, conſider now, 

That to thy bl's!ul Manſton thou mult go. 

But I io * 14 Joys have mſted here, 

1 hardly Q\vll have Senſe of any there: 

Oh ſott as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far! 

— | [ Leanivg en her Boſormn 

Kweeter than Incenſe which to Heav'n aſcende, 

Tho' 'tis preſented there by Angels Hands, 

King, Still in his Arms! Cowards, go tear her forth, 
I), Car. You'll ſooner from its Center ſhake the Ear. bb: 

I'll hol 4 her taſt til] my laſt Hour is nigh 

Then I'li bequeath her to you when 1 die. 

Xing, Cut off his Hold! or any thing 1 
D. Car. * come z _ 
Here ki 1, ad bear ine hence into my Tomb, 


[ Ironically, 


V4 have my Monument erected here, 


With broken mangled Limbs ill clalping her. 
Cy 
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Queen. Hold, and VI] quit his Arms — 
[The Guards offer their Axes; 
King. Now bear him hence. [They pare. 
Queen. O horrid Tyrant! [Guards are hurrying Car. off. 
Stay, unhappy Prince 
Turn, turn! O Torment! muſt I leave you ſo ? 
No, ftay, and take me with you where you go. | 
D. Car. Hark, Slaves, my Goddeſs ſummons me to ſlay. 
Dogs! have you Eyes, and can you diſobey ? 
See ker? On let me but juſt touch my Blis, | 
Th [Prefing forward, 
Ning. By Hell he ſhan't; Slaves, are ye mine or his? 
Queen, My Life — | 
D. Car, My Soul, farewel — + [Exit Carlos, 
Deen — He's gone, he's gone | 
Now, Tyrant, to thy Rage I'm left alone; 
Give me my Death, that hate both Life and thee, 
King, I know thou doſt; yet live, 
Queen. — O Miſery! [ Throws ber ſelf on the Floor, 
Why was | born to be thus corsa? or why 
$hould Life be tore'd, when 'tis ſo ſweet to die? 


King, Thou, Woman, haſt been falſe; but to renew 
Thy Credit in my Heart, »ffiſt me now, [Ie Eboli. 
Prepare a Draught of Poilon, ſuch as will 
Act ſlow, and by Degrees of Torment kill, 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all Senſe 
Of dying, tell her, I've releas'd the Prince, 
And that ere Morning he'll attend her, I | 

In a Diſguiſe his Preſence will ſupply ; 5 
So glut my Rape, and ſmiling ſee her die, 

Eboli: Your Majeſty ſhall be obey'd — _ 

R. Go. Do, work thy Miſchiefs to their laſt Degree. 
And when th'are in their height Pll murder thee, [ 4/ade.. 
King. Now, Gomez, ply my Rage, and keep it hot: 

Ober Love and Nature l've the Conqueſt got. 

S.ill charmiog Beauty triumphs in her Eyes; 

| [ Looking at the Queen. 

Yet for my Honour and my Reſt ſhe dies, 
Exeunt Queen and Womens 

But oh! what Eaſe can Þ expect to pet, | 

When I mult purchaſe at ſo dear a. Rate? ¶ Exeunt omnes. 

ACT 
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ACT DDR 


Enter King ſolus. 


Ring. F Is Night: the Seaſon when the dare take 

1 Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake. 
Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their Rounds, 
Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholſom Grounds; 
Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, . 
To frighten them with ſome ſad Tale of Fate. 
When | would reſt, I can no Reſt obtain: ; 
The Ils 1've borne ev'n o'er my Slumbers reign, 
And in (ad Dreams torment me o'er again, 
The fatal Bus'nefſ* is ere this begun: | 
Vin (hockt, and ſtart to think what I have done. 
But 1 we how I that Philip am, 
80 much for Conſtaney renown'd by Fame | 
Who thro' the Progreſs of my Lite was nee 
By Hopes tranſported, or depreſs'd by Fear, 
No, it le gone too far to be recall'd, 
And Stedfallneſs will make the Act exroll'd, 

Euter Eboli in a Night-Gown, 


Y 


Who? Evo!;? 
Eboli. My Lord. 
King. Is the Deed done ? EE. 
Eboli. Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repole is gone; 8 
King, Can ſhe expect it, who allow'd me none? | 
No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as full 
Of Horror, and as helliſh as her Soul. | 
Does ſhe believe the Prince has Freedom pain'd? 
Eboli, She does. 
King, How were the Tidings entertain'd? | 
Eboli. O'er all her Face young wandring Bluſheg were 
Such as ſpeak Hopes too weak to conquer Fear 
But when confirm'd, no Lover cer ſo kind; 
She cliſp'd me faſt, careſs'd, and call'd me Friend. 
Which Opportunity I took to give 
The Poiſon; and till Day ſhe cannot live. 


King. 


Go Don Carlos, 


King, Quickly then to her; ſay that Carlos here 
Waits to confirm his Happineſs with her. 
Go } that my Vengeance I may finiſh quite: 
*Twould be imperfect, ſhould I loſe the Sight. ; 
But to contrive that l may not be known, 
And ſhe may till miſtake me for my Son, 
Remove all Light but that which may ſuffice 
To let her ſee me ſcorn her when the dies, 
Eboli, You'll find her all in ruetul Sables clad, 
With one dim Lamp that yields imperte@ Light, 
Such w in Vaults aſſiſt the ghaſtly Shade, 
Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night, 
Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, | 
Till Carles ſhall with Liberty return, [ Exit, 
King, Oh ſtedfaſt Sin! incorrigible Luſt ! 
Not oamn'd! jt is impoſliblez ſhe muſt, 
How do | long to ſee her in her Pains, 
The poiy'nous Sulphur rolling thro? her Veins? 
Enter Don hams and Attendants, 
Who's there? my Brother? | 
D. John. Yes, Sir, and your Friend, 
What can your Preſence here fo lite intend? 
King. Oh Auſtria. Fate's at work; a Dred's in hand 
Will put thy youthful Courage to a ſt ind. 
Survey me; do I look os heretofore? | 
D. John. You look like King of Spain, and Lord of 
Pow 't: hos | 
Like one who til] ſeeks Glory on the Wing: 
You look as 1 would do, were I a King. 
King. A King! why I am more, I'm all that can 
Be counted miſerable in a Man. 
But thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon I'll grow: 
II be as happy and as gay as thou. | 
D. John. No, Sir, my Happineſs you cannot have; 
Whilſt to your abj-ct P ſſions thus a Slave. 
To know my Eafe you Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
Be ſomething leſs a Man, ard more a King. 
King. I'm growing fo, tis true, that long I ſtrove 
With pleacing Nature, combated with Love, 
Thoſe Wi cherafts tha! had bound my Soul ſo faſt; 


But now the Date of the Enchantment's paſt, 
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Before my Rage like Ruins down they fall, | 
And I mount up true Monarch o'er em all, (die, 
D. . I know your Queen and Son y'ave doom d to 
And fear by this the fatal Hour is nigh. 
Why would you cut a ſure Succeſſion off, 
At which your Friends muſt grieve, and Foes will laugh 
As if ſince Age has from you took away 
Increaſe, you'd grow malicious, and deſtroy ? 
King, Doubt it not, Auſtria: thou my Brother art, 
And in my Blood I'm certain haſt a part, 
| Only the Julie of my Vengeance own 
Thou'rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted Son, 
DP, John. I muſt confeſs there in a Crown are Charma 
Which 1 would court in bloody Fields and Arms: 
But in my eee Wrong I muſt decline, 
Since he muſt be «xtinpuiſh'd ere | ſhine, 
To mount a Throne o'er Battlements 1'd climb, 
Where Death ſhould wait on me, not | on him, 
Did you e'er love, or have you ever known 
The mighty Value of fo brave a Son? 
King, I gueſs'd I ſhould be treated thus before; 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Thou living free, alas! art eaſy grown, 
And think'ſt all Hearts as honeſt as thy own, 
D. John. Not, Sir, ſo eaſy as I mult be bold, 
And ipeak what you perbaps would have untold; 
That y'are a Slave to thi vileſt that obey, 
Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, | 
And blindly follow as they lead aſtray: 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, : 
Beſt by Famiharity th'are known, 
Vet ſhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they fawn, 
Th'ire theſe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your Ears, 
Poſſec ſid your Mind with falſe miſgrounded Fears. 
| King, Miſprounded Fears! Why, is there any Truth 
In Womens Vows, or diſobedient Youth ?: 
I ſocner would believe this World were Heav'n, 
Where 1 have nought but Toils and Torment met, 
And never Comfort yet to Man was given. 
But thou ſhalt ke how my Revenge I'll treat. 


62 DonCarLtaos 


Th SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Queen alont is 
Mourning on her Couch, with a Lamp by her. 


Look where ſhe ſits, us quiet nd ſerene, [ Ironically, 
As if ſhe never had a Thought of Sin; 
In mourning, her wrong'd Innocence to ſhew ; 
$h'as ſworn't ſo oft, that ſhe believes it true. 
O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in Darkneſs dwell : 
So we have heard of Witches in a Cell. 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hel), 
[The Queen riſes, and comes towards A. 
ueen. My Lord ! Prince Carlos? may it be beliey'd ? 
Are my Eyes bleſs'd? and am I not deceiv'd? 
King. My Queen, my Love, I'm here— [ Embraces has 
Queen. My Lord the King ! 
This is ſurprizing | Kindneſs which you bring. 
Can you believe me innocent at Jaſt ? 
Methinks my Griefs are half already paſt; 
King. O Tongue, in nothing practis'ꝗ but Deceit! 
Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat. 
Yes, vile inceſtuous Woman, it is IJ. 
The King: look on me well, deſpair, and die. 
een, Why had you not pronounc'd my Doom before 
Since to Affliction you could add no more? 
Methinks Death is leſs welcome, when 1 find 
You could but counterfeit a Look that's kind. 

"King. No, now thart fit tor Death: Had I beliey'd 

ou couldſt have been more wicked, thou hadſt liy'd : 
Liv'd and gone on in Luſt and Riot ill; 

But I perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell: 

And that of the Reward-thou- might ſt not miſs : 

This Night thiaſt drank. thy Bane, tb'art poiſon o yes, 

Thou art. 
ween, — Then welcome everlaſting Bliſs, 

But ere I die, let me here make a Vow, 

By Heay'n, and all I hope for there, I'm true. 

Ring. Vows you had always ready, when you ſpoke: 
How many of them have you made, and broke ?' | 
Yet there's a Power that does your Falſhood hear, 
A juſt one too, that lets thee live to ſwear. 
How comes i: thit above ſuch Mercy dwells, 

To permit Sin, and make us Ingdels? 


Queen, 
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ueen, You have been ever ſo to all that's good, 
My Tnnocence had elſe been underſtood. 
At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride. 
When I arriv'd to be the Prince's Bride, 
You then a kind indulgent Father were: 
But finding me unfortunately fair, 5 
Thought me a Prize too rich to be poſſeſi d 
By him, and forc'd your ſelf into my Breaſt : 
Where you maintain'd an unreſiſted Pow'r; 
Not your own Daughter cou'd have lov'd you more,. 
Till conſcious of your Age, my Faith was blam'd, 
And I a leud Adultreſs was proclaim'd, | 
Accgs'd of fouleſt Inceſt with your Son, 
What more could my worſt Enemy haye done? 

King. Nothing, I hope; I would not have it ſaid, 

That in my Vengeance any Fault I made. 
Love me? Oh low Pretence! too feebly built! 
But *cis the conſtant Fault of dying Guilt, 

Ev'n to the laſt to cry th'are innocent; | 
When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't repent, 

Queen. Thus having urg'd your Malice to the Heads. 
You ſpitefully are come to rail me dead. | 
Had 1 been Man, and had an impious Wife, 

With ſpeedy Fury I'd have ſnatch'd her Life; 

Torn a broad Paſſage open to her Heart, 

And there have ranſack d each polluted Part; 
Triumph'd and laugb'd t have ſeen the iſſuing Flood). 
And wantonly have bath'd my Hands in Blood. 

That had out- done the low Revenge you bring, 
Much fitter for a Woman than a King, 

Kirg, I'm glad I know what Death you wiſh to have, 
You wou'd go down in Silence to your Grave; 
Remove from future Fame, as preſent Times, 
And bury with you if you could, your Crimes, 
No, I will have my Juſtice underſtood, 

Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luſt aloud, 

Queen. About it then, the noble Work begin; 
Be proud, and.boaft how cruel you have been... 
Oh how a Monarch's Glory *twill advance ! 

Do, quickly let it reach the Ears ot France. 
I've there a Royal Brother that is young, 
Who'l certaivly revenge his Siſter's Wrong; 
Into 
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Into thy Spain a mighty Army bring, 
Tumble thee from thy Throne a wretched thing, 
And make thee quite forget thou cer wert King, 

King. I ne'er had Pleaſure with her till this Night: 

The Viper finds ſhe's cruſh'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh! were he here, and durft maintain that Word, 
I'd like an Eagle ſeize the callow Bird, 

And gripe him till the Daſtard Craven cry'd; 
Then throw him panting by his Siſter's Side. 

Oneen, Alas! I faint and fink; my Lord your Hand: 
My Spirits fail, and I want Strength to ſtand. [To D. J. 

D. John. Oh Jealouſy ! 

A Curſe which none but he that bears it knows; 
| | [ Leads her to a Chair, 
So rich a Treaſure who would live to loſe? 

King. The Poiſon works, Heaven grant there were 
She is ſo foul, ſhe may be Poifon proof. — (cnough, 
Now, my falſe Fair one | 

Dun, Tyrant, hence be gone, | 
This Hour's my laſt, and let it be my own. 

Away, away, I would not leave the Light 
Wich ſuch a hated Object in my Sight. 

King. No, I will ſtay, and even thy Pray'rs prevent; 

I would not give thee Leiſure to repent; 
But let thy Sins all in one Throng combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thou haſt tortwi'd mine. 
Queen. Glut then your Eyes, your Tyrant-Fury ſeed, 
And triumph; but remember, when I'm dead, 
Hereafter on your dying Pillows you 
May feel th ſe Tortures which you give me now. 
Go on, your worſt Reproaches I can bear, 
And with em all you ſhall not force a Tear. 
King. Thus, Auſtria, my I t Freedom I obtain, 
Aud vice more ſhall appear my felt again. 
Love beld me faſt, whiltt, like a fool Boy, 
I of the thing was fond becauſe *twas giy 
But no « I've thrown the gaudy Toy away. 
Evoli, Help, Murder, help — [Eboilt win. 
King, — dee, Anſtria, whence that Cry: 
Call up our Guards, there may be Danger nigh, 
| [ Euter Guards. 


Entiy 
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Enter Eboli in her Night-dreſi, wounded and bleeding; 
Rui - Gomez purſuing hey, 
Eboli. Oh ! guard me from that cruel Murderer : 
But 'tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far, 
Turn, wretched King, I've ——— to unfold; 
Nor can I die till the ſad Secret's told. | 
King, The Woman's mad; to ſome Apartment by 
Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame and die, 
Fate came abroad to Night, reſolv'd to range: 
1 love a kind Companion in Revenge. [Hugs R. Go. 
Eboli. If in your Heart Truth any Favour wins, 
If e'er you would repent of ſecret Sine, 
Hear me a Word. | 
— — What wouldſt thou ſay? Be brief. 
Eboli. Do what you can to ſave that precious Life; 
Try ev'ry Art that may her Deatb prevent : 


You are abus'd, and ſhe is innocent, 


When I perceiv'd my Hopes of you were yain, 
Led by my Luſt I praCtis'd all my Charms 
To gain the Prince, Don Carlos, to my Arms, 
But there too croſs'd, I did che Purpoſe change, 
And Pride made him my Engine for —_— Tv R. Go. 
Taught him to raiſe your growing Jealouſy, 
Then my wild Paſſion at this Prince did fly, [ D. . 
And that was done for which I now muſt die, \ 
King. Ha, Gomez, ſpeak, and quickly; is it ſo? 
R. Go. I'm ſorry you ſhould doubt if't be or no. 
She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray'd, 
Cannot want Malice now to take my Head; 
And therefore does this Penitence pretend. 
Eboli, Oh Auſtria, take away that ugly Fiend: 
He ſmiles, and mocks me waiting for my Soul; 
See how his glaring fiery Eye-balls roll. 
R. Go, Thus is her Fancy tortur'd by her Guilt: 
But ſince you'll have my Blood, let it be ſpilt. | 
King, No more | | [To. R. Go. 
Speak on, I charge thee, by the Reſt [I Eboli. 
Thou hop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou ſhalt be bleſe'd. 
Eboli, As what I've ſaid is ſo, 
There may I find, where I moſt anſwer all, | 
What moſt 1 need, Heav'n's Mercy on my Soul, ¶ Dies. 


King, 
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King, Heav'n! She was ſenſible that ſhe ſhould die, ) 
And durſt not in the Minute tell ea Lye, 

D. Fohn, His Guilt's too pliin ſoe his wild ſtaring Eye. 
By Unconcern he would ſhew Innocence: 
But horden'd Guilt ne'er wanted the Pretence 
Of great Submiſſion, when 't had no Defence. 

Thus whilſt of Lite you ſhew this little Care, 
You ſeem not guiltleſs, but betray Deſpair, 

King. His Lite! what Satisfaction can that give? 
But ob! in doubt I muſt for ever live, 

And loſe my Peace —— yet | the Truth will find: 
IU rack him for'e, Go, in this Minute bind 
Him to the Wheel —= _ | 

R. Go, How have I this deſerv'd, | 
Wha only on your Commands obey'd and ſerv'd? 
What would you have me do ? 

King, —— I'd have thee tell 
The Truth: Do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well. 

R. Go. Alas! like you, Sir, in a Cloud l'm loſt, 

And can but tell you what I think at moſt, 
You ſet me as a Spy upon the Prince, 
And E (till brought the beſt Intelligence 
] could; till finding him too much aware 
Of me, I nearer Meaſures took by her: 
Which if I after a falſe Copy drew, 
Tis 1 have been unfortunate as you. 
King. And is this all thou haſt ſor Life to ſno w? 5 


R. Go. Dear Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. 

King. Then, Villain, | am damn'd as well as thou. 
Heav'n! where is now thy ſleeping Providence, 8. 
That took fo little Care ot Innocence? 

Oh Auſtria, had I to thy Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been half fo good as thou wert kind! 
But I'm too tame; ſecure the Traitor. Oh! 

| | | [Guards ſeiz? R. Go, 
Earth open, to thy Centre let me go, | 
And there for ever hide my impious Head. 
Thou faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav'n &er made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too lite I've underſtood + - 
Yet live, and be immortäl as th'art good, 

© een. Can you to think me innocent incline 
On her bare Word, and would not credit mine? ER 
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The Poiſon's very buſy at wy Heart; 
Methinks I fee Death ſhake his threatning Dart. 


Why are you kind, and make it hard to die? 
Perſiſt, continue on the an 9 1 FUND 
Call me ſtill vile, — N that's — 

King, Oh pity, pity my deſpairing Soul; 
Sink i not 1 "Hat ws bbyGiciuns ſtraight; 
Haſten them quickly ere it be too lade 
| Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at Strife: 

I'll give my Crown to him that ſaves her Lite, ü 
Curs'd Dog! — 5 [To Gomez. 
D. Jobn. Vile Proſtitute? 8 
King, — Revengeful Fiend? | | 
But I've forgotten half; to Carlos ſend; 

Prevent what his Deſpair may make. him do. 
Enter Henrietta, 
Hen, Oh Horror, Horror l everlaſtiog Woe! 


The Prince, the, Prince! 
King. Ha! ſpeak. N 
Hen. He dies, he dies, 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juſt taken from the Bath, his Veins all cut, 
From which the ſpringing Blood flows ſwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on all that ſhall oppoſe | 8 


His Fate, to ſave that Life which he will loſe. 
King. Dear Auſiria, haſten, all thy Intereſt uſe, 
Teil him it is to Friendſhip an Offene, 
And let him know his Father's Penitence. | 
Beg him to live. —— (be hard : 
R. Go, Since you'vedecreed my Death, you know 'twill 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd when prepar d. 
I ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn, 
King. There never was ſo curs'd a Villain born. 
But by Revenge ſuch Pains he (hall go thro), 
As ev'n Religious Cruelty ne'er knew, | 
Rack him! 1% broil him, burn him by Degrees, 
Freſh Torments for him ev'ry Hour deviſe, 
Till he cyrſe Heaven, and then the Caitiff dies, 
Queen. My faithful Henrietta, art thou come 
To wait the unhappy Miltreſs to her Tomb? 
I brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 


And now muſt leave thee to Heay'n Enows what Wr 0 
| | ut 
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But Heav'n to its Protection will receive 

Such Goodneſs, let it then thy Queen forgive, 

Hen, How much | lov'd you, Madam, none can tell; 
For 'tis unſpeakable, I lov'd ſo well. 

A Proof of it the World ſhall quickly find; 

For when you die, I'll ſcorn to ſtay behind, 1 5 
Enter Don Carlos ſupported between two, and bleeding, 
D. Fohn. See, Sir, your Son, 

King, My Son? But oh! how dar: 

J uſe that Name, when this ſ4id ObjeR's near? 

See, injur'd Prince, who *cis thy Pardon craves, 

No more thy Father, but the worſt of Slaves: 

Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 

D. Car, I come to tike my Farewel ere I go 
To that bright Dwelling, where there is no Room 
For Blood, and where the cruel never come. 

King. I know there is not, therefore mult deſpair, 

Oh Heav'n! his Cruelty I cannot bear. 

Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſue? 

D. Car. My Father! ſpeak the Words once more; is't 
And may I think the dear Converſion true? (you? 
Oh that I covld. VE 

King, By Heav'n thou muſt — it is! 

Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees, 

Why wilt thou die? no, live, my Carlos live, 

And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 

D. Car. Life was my Curſe, and given me ſure in ſpite. 
Oh! had I periſh'd when I firſt ſaw Light, 

I never then theſe Miſeries had brought 

On you, nor by you had been Kale thought. 

Prop me: Apace I feel my L fe decay. | 

The little Time on Earth I have to ſtay, 

Grant I without Off:nce may here beſtow; 

5 | [Pointing to the Quten. 

vou cannot certainly be jealous now, 

King. Break, break my Heart 

| [Leads Don Carlos to the Chair. 

D. Car, You've thus mute Kindueſs ſhown, 

Than if y'ad erown'd and plac'd me on your Throne, 

Methinks (6 highly happy 1 #ppear, 


That I could pity you, to ſee you there, 
| | Take 
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Take me away again; You are too good. | 
Deen, Carlos, is't you? O ſtop that Royal Flood; 
Live, and poſſe(s your Father's Throne, when I 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgorten lie, 
D. Car. Crowns are beneath me, I have higher Pride: 
Thus on you fix'd, and dying by your Side, 
How much a Lite and Empire | diſdain ! 
No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign 
Above all Wrongs, and never more complain. 
Queen. O matchleſs Youth! O Conſtancy Divine! 
Sure there was never Love that equall'd thine; 8 
Nor any ſo unfortunate as mine 
Hencetorth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, 
When they would ezſe their own, repeat thy Wrongs; 
And in Remembrance of thee, for thy ſ:ke, 
A ſolemn annual Proceſſion make; 
In chaſte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 
With Hyacinths and Lilies deck thy Tomb. 
But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu : 
It is to reconcile my Lord and you, | 
D. Car. H'as done no Wrong to me, I am poſleſs'd 
Of all, beyond my Expectation bleſs'd. 
But yet methinks there's ſomething in my Heart 
Tells me, I muſt not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with your Hand; 
Before I die, what is'c you will command ? 
Kirg, Why wert thou made ſo excellently good? 
And why was it no ſooner underſtood ? 
But 1 was curs'd, and blindly led aſtray ; 
Ob! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
Thou mayſt ask that which I'm too vile to dare; 
And leave me not tormented by Deſpair, 
D. Car. Thus then with the Remains of Life we kneel ; 
Don Carlos and the Queen ſink out of the Chairs and kneel, 
May you be ever free from all that's ill. 
Duet, And everlaſting Peace upon you dwell, 
King, No more: This Virtue's too divively bright; 
My darken'd Soul too converſant with Night, 
Grows blind, ard overcome with too much Light, 
Here raiſe em up, gently i Ye Slaves, down, duwa ! 
Ye glorious Toilr, a geepter gad & Crown, 
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Thence we'll riſe both to everlaſting Day. 
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For ever be forgotten; in your Stead, 
Only Eternal Darkneſs wrap my Head. ; 
uren. Where are you? Oh! farewel, I 'muſt be gone. 

 K:ng. Bleſs'd happy Soul, take not thy Flight fo ſoon: 
Stay ti die, then bear mine with thee too, | 
And guard it vp, which elſe muſt fink below. 

Oueen. From all my Tr aries and all my Fears, 

From Jealouſy, Love's Bane, the worſt of Cares, 
Thus I remove to find that ſtranger Reſt, 

Carlos, thy H end; receive me on thy Breaſt; 


Within this Minute how ſhall-we be bleſt ? 


D. Car. Ob, far above 
W ha ever Wiſhes fram'd, or Hopes deſign'd; 
Thus, Where we go, we ſhall the Angels find 
For ever praiſing, and for ever kind, : 
veen, Make haſte, in the firſt Sphere I'll for you ſtay 


Farewel [Dies. 
D. Car. VIl follow you; now cloſe my Eyes: 
[Leans on her Boſom, 


Thus all o'er Bliſs the happy Carlos dies. [ Dies, 
King. Th'are gone, th'ate gone, where I muſl neer 
Run, ſally out, and ſet the World on Fire, (aſpire. 


Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winde, 

Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds; 

Let the Earth open all her ſulph'rous Veins, 

The Fiends ſtart from their Holl, and ſhake their Chains; 

Tl a'l Things from their Harmony decline, 

And the Confufior be as great as mine, 

Here Vil lie down, and never more ariſe, | 

Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries, (Faſe, 
D. John, Hold, Sir, off your lib'ring Heart ſome 
King. Oh! name it not: there's no ſuch thing as Peace, 


From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs I'Il rake, 


How my Heart beats ! Why won't the Rebel brei? 
My Love, my Carlos, I'm thy Father, ſpeak, 

Oh ! he regards not now my Miſeries, 

But's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his, 
Oh! now [ think on't better, all is well; 

Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell: 

How comes it that he's not already gone? 


The Sluggard's lazy, but 14% ſpur him on. 
| Hey! 


* 
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Hey ! How he flies ! [Stab, R. Gomez, 
R. Go. 'T was aim'd well at my Heart; 
That | hid Strength enough but to fetort. 4 
Dull Life, ſo tamely muſt I from thee part? þ 
Curſes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now? 
Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below, [ Dies 
King. He's gone, and now there's not fo vile a thing 
As J. | | 
D. John. Remember, Sir, you are a King. 
King. A King! it is too little: I'll be more, 
I tcll thee. Nero was an Emperor; 2 N | 
He kil'd his Mother, but I hive that out-done, g 
Murder'd a loyal Wife, and guiltleſs Son. 
Yet, Auſtria, why ſhould Igro mad for that? 
Is it my Fault I was unfortunate ? 
. An. Collect your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mind. 
.. Ring. Look to't; ſtrange things I tell thee are deſign'd. 
Thou, Auſiria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy Age 
Poat, dot, my Hero: Oh, a long gray Beard, 
With Eyes diſtilling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, _ 
Will be ſuch Charms, thou canſt not want Succels, 
But above all beware of Jealouſy; | 
It was the dreadful Curſe that ruin'd me, 
D John. Dread Sir, no more, 
King. Oh Heart | Oh Heav'n ! But ſtay, 
Nam'd I not Heav'n? 1 did, and at the Word 
(Methought, I ſaw't) the Azure Fabrick ſlirr'd, 
Oh, for my Qieen and Sn the Saints prepare: 
Bur I'll purſue and overtake 'em there : 
Whirl, (top the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer ; 
I'll ride in that Way, pull, pull him down, 
Oh, how I hurl the Wild: fire as | run! 
Now, now | mouear woo Kun, off raving, 
D, Zoln, Look to the King, 
See of this fair one too (rift Care be had, 
| | [ Pointing to Henrietta, 
Deſpair, how vaſt a Trivmph haſt thou made! 
No more in Love's enervate Charms lei lie; 
Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp I'll fly, 
Where Thirſt of Fame the'aCtive Hero warms; 
And what l've loſt in Peace, regain in Arms, 
[ Exernt omnes, 
E Þ Is 
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Spoken by a Girl. 


10 W what dye think my Meſſage hither means? 
a Y Yonder's the Poet ſick behind the Scenes: 
He told me there was Pity in my Face, 
And therefore ſent me here to make his Peace, 
Let me for once perſuade you to be kind ; 
For he bas promis d me to ſtand my Friend. 
And if this Time I can your Kindneſs move, 
He'll write for me, he ſwears by all above, 
IWhen I am big enough to be in Love. 
Now won't ye be good. natur d, ye fine Men 
Indeed 1'll grow as faſt as Ger I can, | 
And try if to his Promiſe hell be true, - 
Think on't when that Time comes, ye do not know 
But I may grow in Love with ſome of you. 
Or, at the worſt, I'm certain I ſhall ſee 
Amongſt you thoſe who'll ſwear they're ſo with me. 
But now, if by my Suit you'll not be won, : 
You know what your Unkindneſs oft has done ; 
I'll &en forſake the Play- Howſe, and turn Nun. 
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TO THE 


Lord Viſc” FaLkL and. 


My Lozy, 


N firſt it enter'd into 
my Thoughts to make 
IW this Preſent to Your Lord- 
iſhip, I received not only 
A Encouragement, but Plea- 
| ſurc ; ſince upon due Exa- 
mination of my ſelf, 1 found it was 
not a bare Preſumption, but my Duty 
to the Remembrance of many Extra- 
ordinary Favours which J have re- 
ceiv'd at your Hands. 
Por heretofore having had the Ho- 
nour to be near You, and bred under 
the ſame Diſcipline with You, I can- 
CT To * not 


- 
9 


— 


not but own, that in a 
I owe the ſmall Share of "Letters. I 
have to Your E 
'Lordfſhip's \Exaraplet taught me tobe 
aſham'd of Idleneſs; and. Lfirſt: grew 


De *Epiftic Dedtennry. 
Fond 
great Meaſurt 


ip. For Vaur 


in love with Books, and learn d to 
value them, by the wonderful Progreſs 
which even in Your tender Years You 
made in them; ſo that Loarning and 


Improvement grew daily more and 


more lovely in my Eyes, as they 
ſhone in You. 3 = 
Your Lordſhip has an extraordinary 
Reaſon to be a Patron of Poctry, for 
Your great Father lov'd it. May 


[Your Lordſhip's Fame and Employ- 


ments grow as great, or greater than 


his were ; and may Your Virtues find 


a Poet to record them, equal (if poſ- 
ſible) to that great Genius which 


ſung of him. 
My ſlender humble Talent muſt not 


hope for it; for Vou have a Judgment 


which I muſt always ſubmit to, a ge- 
neral Goodneſs which I never (to its 


Mr. Fuller. 
worth) 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
worth) can value: And who can praiſe 
that well which he knows not how 
to eomprehend ? | 

.Already the Eyes and Expectations 
of Men of the beſt Judgment are fix'd 
upon You: For whereſover You come, 
You have their Attention when pre- 
ſent, and their Praiſe when You are 
gone: And I am ſure (if I obtain but 
your Lordſhip's Pardon) I ſhall have 
the Congratulation of all my Friends, 
tor having taken this Opportunity to 
expreſs my ſelf, 5 


Your Lordſbip's 
Moft Humble Servant, 


T HO. OrWA x. 


B PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


N Ages paſt, (when will thoſe times renew ? 

I When gie fluuriſh'd, ſo did Poets tos. / 

When great ugultus the World's Empire held, 

Horace and Ovid's happy Verſe excell'd. | 
_ Ovid's ſoft Genius, and his tender Arts 

Of moving Nature, melted hardeſt Hearts. 

It did th Imperial Beauty, Julia, move 

29 liſten to the Language of his Love. 

Her Father hunonr'd bim; and on her Breaſt, 0 
Mitb raviſh'd Senſe in her Embraces preſt, 

He lay tranſported, fancy-full, and bleſt. 8 
Horace's lofty Genius boldlier rear'd 

His manly Head, and through all Nature fteer'd; 
Her richeſt Pleaſures in bis Verſe refin'd, 

And wrought 'em to the Reliſh of the Mind, 

He laſb'd, with a true Poet's fearleſs Rage, 

The Villanies and Follies of the Age. 

Ti 4 Mecænas, that great Fav'rite, rais'd 
Hin high, and by bim was he highly prais'd. 
Our Shakeſpear wrote tod in an Age as bleſt, 
Tbe happieſt Poet of his Time, and beſt ; 

A gracious Prince's Favour chear'd bis Muſe, 


A conflant Favour he ne er fear'd to loſe. 
—— Tere- 


; 
p 
4 
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4 
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Thereſe he write with Fancy unconfin'd, 

And Thoughts that were Immortal as his Mind. 
Aud from the Crop of his luxuriaut Pen 
E'er fince ſucceeding Poets humbly glean. 
Though much the moſt unworthy ff the Throng, 
Oar this Day's Poet fears he's done him wrong, 
Like greedy Beggars that ſteal Sheaves away, 
You'll find h'bas rifled him of half a Play. 
Amidſt his baſer Drofs yowll ſee it ſhine 

Moſt beautiful, amazing, and divine, 

To ons low Shifts, of late, are Poets worn, 
Mpilſt we both Wit's and Calar's Abſence mourn. 
Oh! when will He and Poetry return? 

When fhall we there again bebold him ſit 

 *Midſt ſhining Boxes and a Courtly Pit, 
The Lord of Hearts, and Preſident of Wit? 
When that bleſt Day (7uick may it come) appears, 
His Cares once banijh'd, and his Nation's Fears, 
The joyful Muſes 1n their Hills hall ſing 
Triumphant Songs of Britain' happy King. 
Plenty and Peace hall flauriſp in our Iſle, 

And all things like the Englith Beauty ſmile. 
Youu, Criticks, ſhall forget your Natural Spite, Y . 
And Poets with unbounded Fancy write. þ 
Even this Day's Poet ſhall be alter'd quite: 

His Thoughts more loftily and freely flow; 

And he. himſelf, whilſt you his Verſe allow, 5 | 
As much tranſported as he's bumble now, 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Caius Mas ius. 5 Mr. Bettertsn, 
Sylla. Mr. Millian,, 
Man ins Junicr, Mr. Smith. 
Granius. Mr. Percivale. 
Metellus, Mr. Gillow. 
Quintus Pompeius. Mr. Williams. 
Cinra. Mr. Jevon. 
Sulpitius, Mr. Underhil, 
Ancharius, a Senator. ; 

Prieſt. 

Apothecary, 


. Pompeius's Son. 
Guards, Lictors. 
Ruffians, c. 


E WOMEN. 
„ Mrs. Barry. 


Nurſe. Mrs. Noakes. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 


Within, Liberty! Liberty! Liberty Mar. and Sulpitivs 7 
Liberty! Liberty! Liberty! &. 


2 = 
Im 


Enter Metellus, Antonius, Cinna, and Senators. 


METELLUS. 


HEN will the Tur'lar Gods of Rome awake, 
* To fix the Order of our wayward State, 

A@ That we may once more know eaeli 
£ Ad other; know 

II 7#>)) Th Fo of Laws, Prerogatives and 
STOR VDues; 

The Bounds of Rules and Magiſtracy; who 

Ought firſt to govern, and who muſt obey ? 

It was not thus when Godlike Scipio held - 

The Scale of Power; he who with temp'rate Poife 

C Know 


Nr 
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Knew how to guide the People's Liberty 
In its full Bounds, nor did the Nobles wrong, 
For he himſelf was one 
Cin. He was indeed k 
A Noble born ; and ſtill in Rome there arc 
Moſt worthy Patrons of her antient Honour, 
Such as are fit to fill the Seat of Pow'r, 
And awe this riotous unruly Rabble, 
That bear down all Authority before em, 
Were we not ſold to Ruin. | 
Met. Cinna, there | 
Thou'ſt hit my. Mark: We are to Ruin fold ; 
In all things fold; Voices arc {old in Rome: 
And yer we boaſt of Liberty. Juſt Gods! 
That Guardians of an Empire thould be choſen 
By the leud Noiſe of a licentious Rout ? 
The ſturdieſt Drinker makes the ableſt Stateſman. 
Ant. Would it not anger any true-born Roman, 
To ſee the giddy Multitude together, 2 
Never conſulting who tis belt deſerves, 
But who feaſts higheſt to obtain their Suffrage 2 
As tis not many Years ſince two great Men 
In Rome ſtood equal Candidates together, 
For high Command: In every Houſe was Rioc. 
To Day the drunken Rabble reel ro one; 
To Morrow they were mad again for t'other ; 
Changing their Voices with their Entertainment : 
And none could gueſs on whom the Choice would ſettle; 
Till at the laſt a Stratagem was thought of. | 
A mighty Veſlel of Falernian Wine 
rought into the Forum, crown'd wich Wreaths 


RE 
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For Conſul in the War againſt Jugurtha : 
Where he went out, Metellus, your Lieutenant, 
And how the Kindneſs was return'd, all know, 
1 never lov'd his rough untoward Nature, 
And wonder ſuch a Weed got growth in Rome. 
Met. What ſays my Cinna : 
Cin. That I like not Marius, 
Nor love him 
Met. Tliere Rome's better Genius ſpoke. 
Let us conſult and weigh this Subject well. 
O Romans, he's the Thorn that galls us all. 
Our harals'd State is crippled with the weight 
Of his Ambition: We're nor ſafe in Marius. 
Do I not know his Riſe, his low beginning, 
From what a wretched deſpicable Root 
His Greatneſs grew? Gods! that a Peaſant's Brat, 
Born in the utmoſt Cottages of Arpos, 
And foſter'd in a Corner, ſhould by Bribes, 
By Covetouſneſs, and all the hateful Means 
Of working Pride, advance his little Fate 
So high, to vauut it o'er the Lords of Rome ? 
Ant. Ambition, raging like a Dæmon in him, 
Diſtorts him to all ugly Forms ſhe'as need to uſe: 
In his firſt (tart of Fortune, O how vile 
Were his Endeavours and Submiſſions then! 
When fuing to be choſen firſt EAilis, 
He was by general Vote repuls'd, yet bore it, 
and in the ſame Day ſhamefully return'd, 
Tobtain che ſecond Office of that Name. 
Equal was his Succeſs, deny'd in both: 
Yer could he condeſcend at laſt to ask * 
The Prætorſhip, and but with Bribes got that. 
Vet this is he that has diſturb'd the World, 
Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. 
Met. I mult confeſs it burthens much my Age, 
To ſee the Man I hate thus ride my Country: 
For, Romans, I have mighty Cauſe to hate him. 
I was the fiillt (and I am well rewarded) 
That lenc my Hand to raiſe his feeble State. 
When ficit I made him Tribune by my Voice, 
C 2 
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| I thought there might be ſomething in his Nature 


That promis'd well. His Parents were moſt honeſt, 


And ferv'd my Father juſtly in their Truſt. 


Then as his Fortunes grew, when I was Conſul, 

And went againſt Jugurtba into 'Africk, 

I took him with me one of my Lieutenants. 
"Twas there his Pride firſt ſhew'd it ſelf in Actions, 
Oppreſs'd my Friends, and robb'd me of my Honour, 

Cin. The Story's famous. Baſe Ingratitude, 
Diſſimulat ion, Cruelty, and Pride, 

Wl Manners, Ignorance, and all the IIIs 
Of one baſe born, in Marius ate join'd. 

Met. Even Age can't heal the Rage of his Ambition. 
Six times the Conſul's Office has he borne: 

How well, our preſent Diſcords beſt declare. 

Yer now again, when Time has worn him low, 
Conſum'd with Age, and by Diſeaſes preſs'd, 
He courts the People to be once more choſen, 

To lead the War againſt King Mitbridates. 

Ant. For this each Day he riſes with the Sun, 
And in the Field of Murs appears in Arms, 
Excelling all our Youth in Warlike Exerciſe : 

He rides and tilts, aud when the Prize he'as won, 
He brings it back with Triumph into Rome, 

And there preſents it to the ſordid Rabble 

Who ſhout to Heav'n, and cry, Let Marius live. 

Met. He ſhall not have it, by the Gods he ſhall not. 
There is a Roman, noble, juſt and valiant, 

Sy/la's his Name, ſprung from the ancient Stock 
Of the Corne/ii, bred from's Youth in War, 
Fluſh'd with Succeſs, and of a Spirit bold, 
And, more than all, hates Marius, {till has croſt 
His Pride, and clouded ev'n his brighteſt Triumphs: 
He's Conſul now. Then let us all reſolve, 
And fix on him, to check this Havocker, _ 
That with his Kennel of the Rabble hunts © 
Our Seuate into Holes, and trights our Laws. 
Cin. Agreed for Sy. 
All, All for Oy. 


e. Nay, 
N This 


1, 


his 
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This Monſter Marius, who has us'd me thus, 

Ev'n now would wed his Family with mine, 

And ask my Daughter for his hated Off ſpring. 

Zut, for my Wrongs, Lavinia thall be Sy/la's, 

My eldeſt born; her, and the beſt of all 

Fortune, I'll confirm on him, to cruſh the Pride 

this baſe-born, hot-brain'd, Plebeian Tyrant. 
Ant. Now Rome's laſt Stake of Liberty is ſet, 

And muſt be puſh'd for to the Teeth of Fortune. 
Cin. Then Caius Marius ſhall not have the Conſulſhif 
Met. No, I would rather be Su/pitius' Slave, 

That furious headlong Libertine Sulpitius, 

That mad wild Bull, whom Marius lets looſe 

On each occaſion when he'd make Rome feel him, 

To toſs our Laws and Liberties i'th' Air. 

Ant. That lawleſs Tribune then muſt be reduc'd, 

Unhing'd from off the Power that holds hiin up, 


His Band of full ſix hundred Roman Knights, 


All in their Youth, and pamper'd high with Riot, 
Which he his Guard againſt the Senare calls ; 
Tall wild young Men, and fit for glorious Miſchief. 
Met, Fear nothing; let but Sy//a once have Pow'r 
And then fee how like Day he'll break upon em, 
And ſcatter all thoſe Goblins of the Night, 
Confuſion's Night; where in the dark Diſorders 
Ot a divided State, Men know not where 
Or how to walk, for fear they loſe theit way, 
And (tumble upon Ruin. Mark che Race | 
Of Sy/la's Life; obſerve but what has paſt, 
How (till he'as borne a Face againſt this Marius, 
And kept an equal ſtretch with him tor Glory. 
Ein. He'as in the Capitol an Image let 
Of Gold, in honour of his own Achievement; 
Wherein's deſcrib'd how the Numidian King 


Save up Jugurtha Priſoner to Syl/a, 


And all in ſpire of Mayins. Oh now, 
If you are truly Roman Nobles, wake, 
Reſume your Rights, and keep. your / Conſul, 
Courage, Nobility, and innate Honour, 
Juſtice uubyals'd, che true Roman Spirit, | 
| C 3 Preſe 
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Preſence of Mind, and reſolute Performance 
Meet all in Olla. | bt | 
Met. Let's all agree for Sylla. 
All. All for Sylla. | . [Exeunt, 
Enter Marius Senior, Marius Junior, and Granius. 
Mar. Sen. There Rome's Dæmons go. 
Like Witches in ill Weather, in this Storm 
And Tempeſt of the State they meer in Corners, 
And urge Deſtruction higher : for this end 
They've rais'd their Imp, their dear Familiar, Sylla, 
To croſs my Way, and ſtop my Tide of Glory. 
If I am Caius Marius, if I'm he 
That brought Jygurtha chain'd in Triumph hither ; 
If I am he that led Rone's Armies out, 
Spent all my Years in Toll and crue] War, 
Chill'd my watm Youth in cold and Winter-Camps, 
Till I brought ſettled Peace and Plenty home, 
Made her the Court and Envy of the World; 
Why does ſhe uſe me thus ? 
Mar. Jun. Becauſe ſhe's rul'd 
By lazy Drones that feed on others Labours, 
And fatten with the Fruits ä toil'd for; 
Old gouty Senators of crude Minds and Brains, 
That always are fermenting Miſchief up, 
And ſtyle their private Malice publick Safety----- 
Gran, One diſcontented Villain leads a State 
To Madneſs, There's that Bell-weather of Mutiny 
And damn'd Sedition, Cinna, of a Lite 
And Manners ſordid ; one whoſe Gain's his God; 
And to that curſed end he'd ſacrifice 
His Country's Honour, Liberty, or Peace: 
Nay, had he any, ev'n his very Gods. 
Mar. Sen, H'as taken Rome even in the niceſt Minute, 
And eaſily debauch'd her to his ends, 
When ſhe was over-cloy d with Happineſs, 
Wantonly full, and longing after One. 
For Olla too, a Boy, a Woman's Play-thing, 
She has relinquiſh'd me, and flouts my Age. 
Conſtant ill Fortune wait upon her for't, 


And wreck her Fate as low as fiſt I found it, 
| | : When 
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When it lay trembling like a hunted Prey, 
And hungry Ruin had it in the Wind ; 
When barbarous Nations of a Race unknown, 
From undiſcover'd Northern Regions came, 
To lay her waſte, and ſweep her from the Earth ; 
Till I, I Marius roſe, the Soul of all ; 
The hope ſh'ad left, and with unwearied Toil, 
Dangers each Hour, and never-ſleeping Care, 
(A burthen for a God) oppos'd my ſelf 
'Twixt her and Deſolation, gorg'd the Maw 
Of Death with ſlaugliter'd numbers of her Foes, 
Reſtor'd her Peace, and made her Name renown'd. - 
Mar. Jun. The Glory of that War mult be remember'd, 
When Rome, like her old Mother Troy, ſhall he 
In Athes-----Full three hundred thouſand Men, 
All Sons of Fortune, born and bred in Fields, 
Whole Trade was War, and Camps their Habitation, 
Hung like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 
Of Italy, and threatened Fate to Europe. 
Gran. They came in Ttibes, as if to take Poſſeſſion, 
And ſeem'd a People whom the Hand of Fate 
Had ſcourg'd by Famine from a barren Land; 
Of Viſage foul and ugly, pinch'd and chapp'd 
By bitter Froſts and Winter-Winds; yet fierce 
As hungry Lyons of the Deſatt. 2 
Their Wires with Loads of Children at their Backs, 
Bold manly Haggs, whom Shame had long forſook, 
And vagrant living had inur'd to Ill, | 
Follow'd in Troops like Furies. 
Mar. Jun. And all was done too when that Dolt Metellus 
Shrank like a Worm, and Sy ſcarce was heard of. 
Mar. Sen. That curſt Metellus (till has been my Plague, 
And ever done me molt deliberate Wrong ; 
Becauſe, like a tame Hawk, I ſcorn'd to fly 
Juſt at his Quarries, and attend his Lure. 
Becauſe I grew too great for him in Wars, 
And ſerv'd his Country well, he hates me. Twice 
Have I already offer d him Alliance, 
And ask'd Lavinia, Marius, for thy Bed. 
Beggary catch me when again I court him. 
| Why 
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Jo ſce my Laurels wither as I ruſt: 


Why ſigh'ſt thou Boy? ſtill at ch'unlucky Name 
Of that Lavinia, I have obſery'd thee thus | 
With thy Looks fix'd, as if thy Fate bad ſeiz d thee. 
Mar. Jun. Why did you name Lavinia? would ſhe'ad 
Been born, or that Metellus had not got her. [ncer 
Mar, Sen. Forget her, Marius; the's a dainty Bit, 
A Delicate, for none but Sy//a's taſte, 
The Fav'rite Sy//a, th'Idol that's ſet u 
To blaſt thy Hopes, and cloud th Father's Glories, 
Conſider that, my Marius, and forget her. 
Mar. Jun. Forget her? Oh! the'as Beauty might enſnate 
A Conqueror's Soul, and make him leave his Crowns 
At random to be ſcuffled tor by Slaves. 
Forget her! Oh! teach me (great Parent) teach me ; 
Read me each Day a Lecture of the Wrongs 
Done you by that inglorious Patrician, 
Till my Heart know no Longings but Revenge, 
And quite forget Lavinia cet dwelt there. 
Methinks 'would not be hard, e'en midſt the Senate, 
＋ ſtrike this through him in his Conſul's Chair, 
umble him thence, and mount it in his ſtead. | 
Mar. Sen. Oh name not him and Conſulſhip together, 
Sylla and Conſul !' ſet em far apart 
As Eaſt from Weſt, for as they now are met, 
It bodes Confuſion, Rome, to thee and thine. 
Gran. I'd rather (ce Rome but one Funeral Pile, 
And all her People quitting her like Bees, 
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives; 
Much rather ſee her Senators in Chains | 
Dragg d thro the Streets to Death, and Slaves made Lords, 
Than ſee that vain preſumptuous Upſtart's Pride | 
Succeed to lead the Armies you have bred. 
Mar. Sen. Tis ſuch a Wrong as even tortures Thought, 
That we who've been her Champion forty Years, 


Fought all her Battels with renown'd Succeſs, 
And never loſt her yet a Man in vain, 


Should, now her nobleſt Fortune is at Stake, 
And Mitbridates' Sword is drawn, be thrown 
Aſide, like ſame old broken batter'd Shield ; 


And 
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And all this mang'd by the curſed Craft, 
Perulant Envy, and malignant Spight 


Of that old barking Senate's Dog Metellus. 


Stake me, juſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, 
Lay my grey Hairs low in the Cave of Death, 
Rather than live in mem'ry of ſuch Shame. 
Gran. Perith Metellus firſt, and all his Race. 
Mar. Sen. There ſpoke the Soul of Marius. By the head 
Of Jove, © 
I hate him worſe than Famine or Diſeaſes. 
Periſh his Family, let inveterate Hate 


_ Commence between our Houles from this moment; 


And meeting never let em Bloodleſs part. 
Go, Granius, bid Sulpitius ſtraight be ready 
To meet me with his Guards upon the Forum. 
” all the Gods, I'll chaſe the Dæ mon our, 
hat rages thus in Rome; or let her Blood 
To that degree, till the grow tame enough 
To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge. 
Why didſt not thou applaud me for the Thought, 
Take m'in thy Arms, and cheriſh my old Heart? 
T had been a lucky Omen, Art thou dumb? 
Mar. Jun. As dumb as folemn Sorrow ought to be, 


Could my Griefs (peak, the Tale would have no end. 


Muſt I reſolve to hate Metellus Race, 

Yet know Lavinia took her Being thence ? 

Lavinia ! Oh! there's Muſick in the Name, 

That ſoftning me to infant Tenderneſs, 

Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt leaps of Lite. 
Mar. Sen. Theu thou artloſt : If thou art Man or Roman, 

If thou haſt Virtue in thee, or can'ſt prize 

Thy Father's Honour, ſcorn her like a Slave. 

Hell Love her? Damn her: There's Metellus in her. 


In every Line of her betwiching Face, 
There's a Reſemblance tells whoſe Brood ſhe came of, 
I'd rather ſee thee in a Brothel trapt, | 

And baſely wedded to a Rufhan's Whore, 

Than thou ſhoulſt think to taint my generous Blood 
With the baſe Puddle of that o'er-ted Gown- mau. 
Lavinia! 


Narr 


18 De HISTORY u FALL 

Mar. Jun. Yes, Lavinia: Is ſhe not 
As harmleſs as the Tuttle of the Woods? 
Fair as the Summer-Beauty of the Fields ? 
As opening Flow'rs untainted yet with Winds, 
The Pride bf Nature, and the jo of Senſe ? 
Why firſt did you bewitch me elle to weakneſs ? 
When from the Sacrifice we came together, 
And as by her's our Chariot drove along 
Theſe were your Words : That, Marins, that is ſhe 
That muſt give Happineſs to thee ahd Rome, 
Confirming in thy Arms my wiſh'd-for Peace 
With old AMetellus, and break Sy//a's Heart. 

Mar. Sen. Then the was charming. 

Mar. Fun. Oh! I found her ſo. 
1 look'd and gaz'd, and never miſs'd my Heart, 
It fled ſo pleaſingly away. But now 
My Soul is all tubs, now ſhe's fixt 
Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vows made there, 
Th'indelible Records of Faithful Love. 
You'd have me hate her, Can my Nature change? 
Create me o'er again-----and I may be EPR 
That haughty Maſter. of my ſelf you'd have me: 
But as I am, the Slave of ſtrong Deſires, 
That keep me ſtruggling under; though I ſee 
The hopeleſs ſtate of my unhappy Love ; 
With torment, like a ſtubborn Slave that lies 
Chain'd to the Floor, ſtretch'd helpleſs on his Back, 
I look to Liberty, and break my Heart. 

Mar. Sen, Has the yet heard your Love, or granted het's ? 

Mar. Fun. If Eyes may ſpeak the Language of the Heart, 
If tend'reſt Glances, Sighs, and ſudden Bluthes 
May be interpreted for Love in one 
So Young, ſo Fair, aud Innocent as ſhe, 

Our Souls can ne'er be Strangers----- 

Mar. Sen. No more, I'll have Lavinia nam'd no more. 
When next thou nam'ſt her, let it be with Infamy. 
Tell me, ſhe'as whor'd or fled her Father's Houle 
With ſome coarle Slave r'a ſecret Cell of Luſt, 

And then I'll bleſs thee. | 


Mar. Sen, I ſhall obey. Gods, from your Skies look down, 


And 
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And find like me one wretched, if you can: 
No, Sir, I'll ſpeak that hateful Name no more, 
But be as curſt as you can with your Son. 
Enter Sulpitius. 
Mar. Sen. Oh Sulpitius ! | 
Thou darling of m'Ambition, art thou come? 
What News ? 
Sulp. Ive left a Preſent at your Houſe, 
The Head of a Metellus, a gay, tall, 
Young thing, that was in time t'have been a Lord, 
But he's but Worms-meat now. : 
Mar. Sen. My beſt Sulpitius, 
Thou always comfort'ſt me. See here a Mau, 
A Stranger to my Blood as well as Fortune; 
But meerly of his choice my Honour's Friend: 
What mighty things would he not do for me ? 
Could'ſt . when Honour call'd thee, whine for Love 2-. 
Sulp, How my young Son of War in Love? with whom? 
Mar. Fun. A Woman, Sir.---I muſt not ſpeak her Name. 
Sulp. If it be hopeleſs Love, uſe generous Means, 
And lay a kinder Beauty to the Wound. 
Take in a new Infection to the Heart, 
And the rank Poyſon of the old will die - 
Mar. Jun. Plantanc- Leaf is excellent for that. 
Sulp. For what? 
Mar. Fun. For broken Shins. 
Sulp. Why? art thou mad ? 
Mar. Jun. Not Mad, but bound more than a Mad-man is. 
Confin'd to Limits, kept without my Food, 
Whipt and tormented,---Pr'ythee do not wake me; 
Let me dream on 18 
Sulp. Oh! the ſmall Queen of Fairies 
Is buſie in his Brains; the Mab that comes 
Drawn by a little Team of ſmalleſt Atoms 
Over Men's Noſes as they lie aſleep, 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazel-nur, 
Made by a Joyner-Squirrel: in which State 
She gallops Night by Night through Lovers Brains; 
And then how wickedly hes dream, all know. 
Sometimes the courſes o'er a Courtier's Noſe, . 
And 


— — - — =. — I — 
* uy * — — — = 
P A ; 
Ol 8 — 8 * 1 
= . a — > ER _ : 


* 
— 


—— * 


— 


— 
— 


_ — 


. 2 — '- 


— 2 


—— 


ꝓ—ꝓ2—ꝓ— ww —— 


= — — 
— — — — — — 


== 2 — 


—— 


— 
— — 


- 
- _——— — 
— — 2 


—̃ͤ V—ͤ— 


- _ — ” 12 — = — 
— — « — — — g 
- 1 De x — — 
— ———— is Mg <3 . 3 ES... 4 — — MI 
1 8 K 


— 2 
7 
——— 
— 
— — 2 Wes <> — - ˖«⁵ꝛö 22 
— 


All ready on the 


= —— ante 
— * — i — 
Pe , 8 
r ̃—˙ . —_— — 
” 


20 The HIS TOR TZ FAL I. 


And then he dreams of begging an Eſtate, 
Sometimes the hurries o'er a Soldier's Neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign Throats; 


Of Breaches, Ambuſcado's, temper'd Blades, 


Of good rich Winter-quarters, and falſe Muſters. 
Sometimes ſhe tweaks a Poet by the Ear, | 
And then dreams he 
Of 177 hag Aatt'ring Dedications, 
And mighty Preſents from the Lord knows who, 
But wakes as * as he laid him down, 
She has been with $y//a too, and he dreams now 
Of nothing but a Conſulthip ! 
Mar. Sen. A Rattle! | 
Give the fantaſtick giddy Boy a Rattle; 
The puling Fondling ſhould not want a Play-thing, 
A Conſulifiip | | 
Sulp., By all the Gods, he'l] ſhake it. 
H'as drawn a Force from Capua here to Rome, 
As if he meant Deſtruction or Succeſs : 
The Rabble too ate drunk with him alrcady----- 
Mar. Sen. Alarum all our Citizens to Arms 
That are my Friends. Draw you your Guards together, 
And take Poſſeſſion of the Forum. Thou, | 
Inglorious Boy, behold my Face no more, 
: if thou'ſt done — worthy of my Name, 
Mar. Fun. Firſt periſh Rome, and all I hold moſt dear, 


Rather than let me feel my Father's Hate» --» 


Mar. Sen, Why, that's well ſaid----. 
Sulp. My N are all toget her, 
orum : But the Heay'ns 
Play Tricks with us. Our Enligns as they ſtood 
Diſplay'd before our Troops, took Fire untouch'd, 
And burnt ro Tinder. 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the Strects, 
Devouring em before the People's Eyes, 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts. 
A noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air 
Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men. 
Mar. Sen. It was the Roman Genius, that thus warns 
Me, her old Friend, not to let ſlip my Fate. 
Ambition! 
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Ambition! Oh, Ambition! If I've done | 
For thee things great and well---thall Fortune now 
Forſake me? 

Hatk thee, Sulpitius, if it come to Blows, 

Let not a Hair of that Mete//us '(cape thee, 
Who'd (trip my Age of its moſt dear-bought Honours, 
Elſe why have I thus buſtled in the World, 
Through vatious and uncertain Fortune hutl'd, 

But to be great, unequall'd and alone ? | 
Which only he can be who (till ſpurs on 
As (witt at laſt as when he firſt begun. [Eveunr. 


ACT H. SCENETI 
Unter Metellus and Nurſe. 
Met. J Cannot reſt to-night: IIl-boding Thoughts 
Have chas'd (oft Sleep from my unſettled Brains, 
This ſcems Lavinia's Chamber, and the up. 
Reſt too to-night has been a Stranger here, 
Lavinia] My Daughter, hoa ? Where art thou? 
Nurſe. Now by my Maiden-head (at twelve Yeats cld 
I had one) ' 
Come, what Lamb? What, Lady-bird ? Gods forbid, 
Where's this Girl Lavinia ? 
| Enter Lavinia, 
Lav. How now ? Who calls? 
Nurſe. Your Father, Child, | 
Lav. I'm here. Your Lordſhip's Pleaſure. 
Met. Why up at this unlucky time of Night, 
When nought but loathſome Vermin are abroad, 
Or Witches gathering pois nous Herbs for Spells, 
By the pale Light of the cold waning Moon? 
Lav. Alas! I could not ſleep: In a ſad Dream 
Methought I ſaw one ſtanding by my Bed, 
To warn me I ſhould have a Care of Skep. 
For twould be bancfal----- | 
Met. Dreams give Children Fears. 
Lav. At which I roſe from my uneaſie Pillows, - 
And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods 
Tavert th'unlucky Omen. 
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Met. "Twas well done, 
Nutſe, give us leave a While 1 1 muſt Impatt 
something to ty Lavinie. Yet (ay, 
And hear it too, Thou know'ſt TAU, Age, 

Nurſe, Faith I know her Age to an Hour, 

Mer, She's bate (ixteen, | 

Nurſe, III lay ſixieen of my Teeth of it; and yet ws 
Diſparagement, I have hut ſix, ſhe's not ſixteen. How 
long ist now fince Marius triumph'd laſt! 

ef. No matter, Woman; what's that to thee? 

' Nurſe: Even ot odd, of all Days inthe Year, ſince Ma. 
*ins enter'd Rome in Triumph, tis now even thitteen 
Years. Young Marius then too was but a Boy, My 
Lais and the were both of an Age. Well, Laisis in Hap. 
pineſs, ſhe was to good for me. Put as 1 was lay ing, 
a Month hence ſhe'll be ſixteen, "Tis ſince Marius, tri. 
umph'd now full thirteen Years, and then the was wean 
ed. Sure I ſhall never forget it of all Days --- Upon 
that Day = I had then laid Wormſeed to my Breaſt, 
ſiting in the Sun under the Dove-houſe Wall) my Lady 
and you were at the Show, Nay, I do bear a Brain! 
But, as I (aid before, when it did taſte the Wormſeed on 
my Nipple, and felt it bitter, pretty Fool! to ſee it rea- 
chy and fall out with the Nipple. Shout, quo' the Þ'eo- 
ple in the Streets. Twas no need, I trow, to bid me | 
trudge. And ſince that time it is thirteen Years ; and 
then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay, the could run and wad- 
dle all about: For juſt the Day before ſhe broke ber 
Forehead, and then my Husband (Peace be with him, he 
was a merry Man) took up the Baggage. Ay, quo he, 
doſt thou fall upon thy Face? Thou wilt fall back ward 
when thou baſt more Wit; wilt thou not, Vienny ? aud 
by my Fackins, the pretty Chic left Crying, and ſaid. | 
Ay---- I warrant an I ſhould live a thouſand Years, 1 
never ſhould forget it. Wilt thou not, Vienny, quo he, 
and pretty Fool, it ſtopt, and ſaid, Ay. Wok 

Met. Enough of this; ſtop thy impertinent Chat. 

Narſe. Yes, my Lord: Yet I cannot chuſe but laugh, 
to think it thould leave crying, and ſay, Ay---And yet 
in Sadneſs it had a Bump on is Brow as big as a re 
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ils Stone, a patlous Knock, and it ery'd bitterly, Ay, 
%% my Hugband, fallft upon thy Face ? thou wilt fall 
back ward when thou em t % Age, wil thou not Hen 
Look you now, it (tinted, and fald, Are t 

Met. Inteſerable trifling Goffip, peace, LD 

Nurſos, Well; thou waſt the pretty'ft Babe, that &er T 
Nurſt. Might | bur live to ſee thee marry'd once, I thould 
be happy. Ir tinted, and ſaid, Ay 

Met. What think you then of Marriage, my Lavinia 
It was the Subject that I came to treat of. 

Lav. It is a thing I have not dreamt of yet. 5 

Nurſe. Thing ? the thing of Marriage? were I not thy 
Nurſe, I would ſwear thou had'ſt ſuc'kd thy Wiſdon 
from thy Teat. The thing? _ . | 

Met. Think of it now then, for I come to make 


Propoſals may be worthy of your Withes, 


They ate for Sy//a, the young, the gay, the handſome, 
Noble in Birth and Mind, the valiant Sy//a. 
Nurſe. A Man, young Lady, Lady, ſuch a Man as all the 
World-- why, he's a Man of Wax. = 
Met, Conſider, Child, my Hopes are all in thee, 
And now old Age gains ground ſo faſt upon me, 
Mongſt all irs fad Infirmities, my Fears 
For thee are nor the ſmalleſt. 
Therefore I've made Alliance with this Sy//a, 
A high-born Lord, and of che nobleſt Hopes 
Thar Rome can boaſt, to give thee to his Arms ; 
So in the Winter of my Age to find 5 
Reſt from all worldly Cares, and kind rejoicing _ 
In the warm Sunſhine of thy Happineſs. g 
Lav. If Happineſs be ſeated in Content, 
Or that my being bleſs'd can make you ſo ,: 
Let me implore it on my Knees. I am 
Your only Child, and ſtill, through all the Courſe 
Of my paſt Life have bcen obedient too : 
And as you've ever been a loving Parent. 
And bred me up with watchful tender ſt Care, 
Which never coſt me hitherto a Tear; N 
Name not that Sy//a any more, indeed | 4 
cannot love him. r 2 
Met. Why 2 = -:- ans 


23 The HISTORY wid FALL 


Lav. Indeed I cannot, 
Met, Oh ny Diſobedience! by the Gods, 


Dobauch'd already to her Sex's Folly, 
Peryerſeneſs, and untoward head · ſtrong Will! 

Lav. Think me not fo; 1 _— thall ſubmit 

To oy thing; nay, muſt ſubmit to all: 

Yet think a little, or you ſell my Peace, 

The Rites of Marriage are of mighty. moment: 
And ſhould — violwe a thing ſo ſacred 

Into a lawful Rape, and load my Soul 

With hateful Bonds, which never can grow eaſie, 
How miſerable am I like to be? 

Met, Has then ſome: other taken up your Heat, 
And baniſh'd Duty as an Exile thence? 
What ſenſual lewd Companion of the Night 
Have you been holding Converſation with, 

From open Windows at a Midnight hour, 
When your looſe Wiſhes would not let you lcep ? 
Lav. If I ſhould love, is that a Fault in one 
So young as I? I cannot gueſs the Cauſe, 
Bur when you firſt nam'd Sy//a for my Love, 
My Heart ſhrunk back as if you'd done it wrong ; 
If I did love, I'll tell you---it I durſt. 
Oh Marius ! | | 
Met. Hah! | 
Lav. 'Twas Marius, Sir, I nam'd, 
That Enemy to you and all your Houle. 
Twas an unlucky Omen that the firſt 
Demanded me in Marriage for his Son. 
vet, Sir, believe me, I as ſoon could wed 
That Marius, whom I've cauſe to hate, as Cylla. 


Met. No more; by all the Gods, twill mala me ma 


That daily, nightly, hourly, every way 
My Care has been to make thy Fortune high ; 
And having now provided thee a Lord 

Of nobleſt Paremage, of fair Demeſns, 

Early in Fame, yourbful, and well ally'd, 

In every thing as Thought could wiſh a Man, 
To have at laſt a wretched puling Fool, 

A whining Suckling, ignorant of her Good, 


| 
| 
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To anſwer / uot wed, I cannot love, 
If thou art mine, reſolve ppon Compliance, 
Or think no more to reſt beneath my Roofs. 
Go, try thy risk in Fortune's batten Field, j 
Graze where thou wilt, but think no more of me, 
Till thy Obedience welcome thy Return, | _ 
Lav. Will you then quite caſt off your poor Lavinia, 
And turn me like a Vagrant out of Doors, „ 
To wander up and down the Streets of Rome, 
And beg my Bread wirh Sorrow 2 Can I beat 
The proud and hard Revilings of a Slave, | 
Fat with his Maſter's Plenty, when Lask 
A little Pity for my pinching Wants ? 
Shall I endure the cold, wet, windy Night, 
To ſeek a Shelter under dropping Eves, 
A Porch my Bed, a Threthold for my Pillow, 
Shiv'ring and ſtarv'd for want of Warmth and Food, 
Swell'd with my Sighs, and almoſt choak'd with Tears? 
Mult I, ac the uncharitable Gates ON” 
Of Ab great-Men implore Relief in vain? 
Mult I your poor Lavinia, bear all this, 
Becauſe I am not Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
Or cannot love according to your hiking ? 
Met. Artthou not Miſtreſs of thy Heart then 7 
Lau. No; [<7 
'Tis given away. 
Met. To whom? 
Lav. I dare flot tell. 1 
But I'll endeayour ſtrongly to forget bim, 

If you'll forget but O. | 
Met. Thou doſt well. ER 
Conceal his Name, if thou'd(t preſerve his Life: 
For if there be a Death in Rome that mint 
Be bought, it ſhould: not miſs him. From this Hour 
Curſt be thy Purpoſes, moſt cuꝛſt thy Love. 

And if thou marty'ſt, in thy Wedding Night 

_ all the Curſes of an injur'd Parent 

Fall thick, and blaſt the Bleſſings of thy Bed. 
Lav. What have you done? alas! Sit, as you ſpoke, 

Methought the Fury of your —_— took place, 
Lg 3 


And 
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And ſtruck my Heart like Lightning, dead within me. 
Gone too ? Exit Metellus. 
Is there no Pity ſitting in the Clouds 

That ſees into the Bottom of my Grief! 

Alas ! that ever Heav'n thould practiſe Stratagems 

Upon ſo ſoft a Subject as my fei 

hat ſay'ſt 'thon ? haſt thou not a Word of Joy ? 
Some Comfort, Nurſe, in this Extremity. 

Nurſe. Marry: and there's but need ont: Ods my Life, 
this Dad of ours was an arrant Wag in his young Days 
for all this. Well, and what then? Marius is a Man, and 
ſo's Sylla. Oh! but Marius's Lip! and then Sys Noſe 
and Forehead! but then Marins's Eye again, how 'ewill 
ſparkle, and twinkle, and row!, and ſſeer? But to ſee Sy//a 
a Horſe-back! But to fee Marius walk or dance! ſuch a 
Leg, ſuch a Foot, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Motion. Ah a---- 
Well, Marius is the Man, muſt be the Man, and thall be 
the Man. | | 

Lav. He's by his Father's Nature rough and fierce 


And knows not yet the Follies of my Love: 


And when he does, perhaps may ſcorn and hate me. 
Nurſe. Ves, yes, he's a rude, unmannetly, ill-bred Fel- 
low. He's not the Flow'r of Courteſie; but I'll war- 
rant him, as gentle as a Lamb. Go thy ways, Child, 
ſerve God. What? a Father's an old Man, and old Men, 
they ſay will take care. But a young Man? Girl, ah! a 
young Man! thete's a great deal in a young Man, and thou 


halt have a young Man. What! 1 bave Been thy Nurſe 
theſe ſixteen Years, and I ſhould know what's good for 


thee ſurely. Oh! Ay---a young Man! 

Lav. Now, pr'ythee leave me to my ſelf a-while. 

1 Exit Nurſe, 

"Tis hardly yet within two Hours of Day. 
Sad Nights ſeem long----- I'll down into the Garden. 
The _— of Night | | 
Shines fair with all her Virgin-ſtars abour her. 
Not one amongſt them all a Friend to me: 
Yer by their Light a while I'll guide my Steps, 
And think what Courſe my wretched State muſt take. 
Ob, Marius! 125 Axis Lavinia. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE U. 4 walled Garden belonging ro. 
Metcllus's Houſe. 


| Inter Marius Junior. 

Mar. Fun. How vainly have I ſpent this idle Night! 
Even Wine can't heal the ragings of my Love, 
This ſure ſhould be the Manſion of Lavinia; 
For in ſuch Groves the Deities firſt dels, 
Can I go forward, when my Heart is here? 
Turn back, dull Earth, and find thy Centre ous. 

1 (Enters the Garden. 
Enter Grauius and Sulpitius. 
Gra. This way-----he went ----- Why, Marius! Bro- 
ther Marius! 

Sul. Perhaps he's wiſe, and gravely gone to Bed. 
There's not ſo weak a Drunkard as a Lover; 
One Bottle to his Lady's Health quite addles him, 

Gra. He ran this way, and lcap'd this Orchard-Wall, 
Call, good Sulpitius. 

Sulp. Nay, I'Il conjure too. | 
Why, Marius! Humours! Paſſion! Mad-man ! Lover 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a Sigh. 
Speak but one Word, and I am ſatisfy d. 
He hears not, neither ſtirs he yet. Nay then 
I conjure thee by _ Lavinia's Eyes, 
By her high Forehead, and her ſcarlet Lip, 
By her fine Foot, ſtrait Leg, and quivering Thigh, 
And the Demeſas that there adjacent lye, 
That in thy Likeneſs thou appear to us. 

Gra. Hold, good Sulpitius, this will anger him 
Sulp. This cannot anger him. Twould anger him 
To raiſe a Spirit in his Lady's Arms, 


Till the bad laid and charm'd it down again. 


Gra. Let's go; he has hid himſelf among theſe Trees, 
To die his Melancholick Mind in Night: 
Blind in his Love, and beſt befits the Dark. 

Sulp. Pox o'this Love, this little ſcarecrow Love, 
That frights Fools with his painted Bow of Lath 
Out of their feeble Senſe. 


Cran. 
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Gran. Stop there let's leave the Subject and its Slave; 

Or burn Metellus Houſe about his Ears. 

Sulp. This Morning Sy//a means to enter Rome: 

Your Father too demands the Conſulſhip. | 

Yet now when he ſhould think of cutting Throats, 

Your Brother's loſt; loſt in a maze of Love, | 

The idle Truantry of callow Boys. 

I'd rather truft my Fortunes with a Daw, 

That hops at every Butterfly he ſecs, 

Than have to do in Honour with a Man 


That ſells his Virtue for a Woman's Smiles. [Exeunt. 


nter Marius Junior in the Garden. | 
My. Ju. He laughs at Wounds that never felt their 
ſmart. 
What Light is that which breaks thro' yonder Shade? 
Lavinia iz the Balcony. 
Oh! tis my Love. Foto | 
She ſeems to hang upon the Cheek of Night, 
Fairer than Snow upon the Raven's Back, 
Or a rich Jewel in an AÆthiop's Ear. : 
Were the in yonder Sphere, the'd ſhine fo IE. : 
That Birds would ſing, and think the Day were breaking. 
Lav. Ah me! 5 
Mar. Fun. She ſpeaks, i 
Oh! ſpeak again, bright Angel; for thou art 
As glorious to this Night, as Sun at Noon 
To the admiring Eyes of gazing Mortals, 
When he beſtrides the lazy puffing Clouds, 
And fails upon the Boſom of the Air. 1] 
Lav. O Marius, Marius! wherefore art thou Marius! 
Deny thy Family, renounce thy Name: 
Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my Love, 
And Tl no longer call Metellus Parent. 
Mar. 2 Shall 1 hear this, and yet keep ſilence? 
Lav. No. | | 
Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy. | 
Thou wouldſt be ſtill thy ſelf, tho' not a Marius, 
Belov'd of me, and charming as thou art. 
What's in a Name? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other Name wou'd ſmell as ſweet. 
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So Marius, were he not Marius call'd, | 
Be ſtill as dear to my deſiring Eyes, 
Without that Title. Marius, loſe thy Name, 
And for that Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all Lavinia. n <7 

Mar. Fun. At thy word I take thee, 
Call me but Thine, and Joys will ſo tranſport me, 
I ſhall forget my ſelf, and quite be chang'd. 

Lav. Who art thou that thus hid and yeil'd in Night, 
Haſt overheard my Follies? 

Mar. Jun. By a Name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am. | 
My Name, dear Creature's hateful to my ſelf: 
Becauſe it is an Enemy to thee. . 

Lav. Marius? how cam'ſt thou hither? tell, and why? 
The Orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place Death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of our Family here find thee. 1 
By whoſe Directions didſt thou find this place? : 

Mar. Jun. By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me Counſel, and 1 lent him Eyes. > 970 
I am no Pilot; yer werc-thou as far | 
As the vaſt Shore waſh'd by the fartheſt 'Sea, 


| | I'd hazard Ruin for a Prize ſo dear 


Lav. Oh Marius! vain ate all ſuch Hopes and Withes, 
The Hand of Heav'n has thrown a Bar between us, 
Our Houſes Hatred, and the Fate of Rome, F 
Where none but Sy//a muſt be happy now. 
All bring him Sacrifices of ſome ſott, 
And J muſt be a Victim to his Bed. 
To-night my Father broke the dreadful News ; 
And when I urg'd him for the Right of Love, 
He threaten'd me to baniſh me his Houle, 
Naked and ſhiſtleſs to the World. Wouldſt thou 
Marius, receive a Beggar to thy Bolom 2 

Mar. Jun. Oh! were my Joys but fixt upon that Point 
I'd then ſhake Hands with Fortune, and be Friends ; 
Thus graſp my Happineſs, embrace it thus 
And bleſs th'1]! turn that gave thee to my Arms. 1 | 

Laer. 
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Eav. Thou know'ſt the Mask of Night is on my Face, 

Elſe ſhould I bluſh for what thou'ſt heard me ſpeak. 

Fain would I dwell on Form; fain deny ©, + 

The things I've ſaid: bur farewel all ſuch Follies. 

Doſt thou then love? 1 know thou'lt ſay thou doſt 

And 1 muſttakethy word, tho'thou prove falſe. above. 
Mar. Jun. By. yon bright Cynthia's Beams that ſhines 

Tavu. Oh! ſwear not by the Moon, th' inconſtant Moon, 

That changes monthly, and ſhines but by Seaſons, 

Leſt that thy Love prove variable too. 

Mar. Jun. What ſhall I ſwear by? 
Lav. Do not ſwear at all. | 

Or, if thou wilt, ſwear. by thy gracious ſelf, 

Who art the God of my Idolatry, uy 27 

And I'll believe thee. an 
Har. Jun. Witneſs all ye Powers. | 
Lav. Nay, do not ſwear: although my Joy be great, 

I'm hardly fatisfy'd with this Night's Contract: 

It ſeems too raſh, too unadvisd and ſudden, 

Too like the Lightning, which does ceaſe to be 

Ere one can ſay it is. Therefore this time 

Good-night, my Marius. May a happier Hour 

Bring us to crown our Wiſhes. 1 
Mar. Jun. Why wilt thou leave me fo unſatisfy d? 
Lau. What would'ſt thou have ? . 

Mar. Jun. Th' Exchange of Love for mine? 
Lav. I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it; 
And yet I with I could retrieve it back. 

Mar. Jun. Why ? bo tie wad 5, 
Lav. But to be Gant: and give it thee again, 

My Bounty is as boundleſs as the Sea Nö 

My Love as deep: the more I give to thee, 

The more I have: for both are infinite. 

I hear a Noiſe within. Farewel, my Marius; 

Or ſtay a little, and I'll come again. | 
Mar. Jun. Stay! ſure for ever. — {indeed. 
Lav. Three Words, and, Marius, then Good-night 

If that thy Love be honourably meant, 

Thy purpoſe Marriage, ſend me Word to-morrow, 
Ang all my Fortuncs at thy Feet I'll lay. 

Nurſe 


ht 
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Nurſe within.) Madam! 5 
Lav. I come anon. But if thou mean'ſt not well, 
I do beſeech thee 
Nurſe within.) Madam ! Madam !----- 
Lav. By and by, I come. | 
To ceaſe thy Suit, and leave me to my Griefs. 
To motrow I will ſend----- Exit. 
Mar. Jun. So thrive my Soul. Is not all this a Dream, 
Too lovely, ſweet and flattering to be true? | 
Re-enter Lavinia. K 
Lav. Hiſt, Marius, hiſt. Oh for a Falkner's Voice, 
To lure this Taſlel-gentle back again. 
Reſtraint has Fears, and may not ſpeak aloud : 
Elſe would I tear the Cave where Echo lies, 
With repetition of my Marius — 
Mar. Jun. It is my Love that calls me back again. 
How ſweetly Lovers Voices found by Night! 
Like ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears. 
Lav. Marius. 
Mar. Fun. My Dear. 
Lav. What a Clock to-morrow ? 
Mar. Jun. At the Hour of nine. 
Lav. I will not fail: Tis twenty Years till then. 
Why did I call thee back? | 5 
Mar. Jun. Let me here ſtay till thou remember'ſt why. 
Lav. The Morning's breaking; I would have thee gone ; 
And yet no farther than a Wanton's Bird, | 


Thar lets it hop a little from his Hand, 
Io pull it by its Fetters back again. 


Mar. Jun. Would I were thine. 
Lav. Indeed and fo would 1: * 
Yet I ſhould kill thee ſure with too much cheriſhing. 
No more---Good-night. : 
Mar. Jun. There's ſuch ſweet Pain in parting, 
That I could hang for ever on thy Arms, 
And look away my Life into thy Eyes. 
Lav. To morrow will come. 
Mar. Jun. So it will. Good-nipht. 
'Heav'n be thy Guard; and all its Bleſſings wait thee 


(Ex. Lavinia. 
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To-morrow ! tis no longer: Bur Deſires 
Are ſwift, and longing: Love wou'd lavith Time. 
To morrow! Oh to-morrow ; till that come, 
The tedious Hours move heavily away, 

And each long Minute ſeems a lazy Day. 
Already Light is mounted in the Air, 

Striking itſelf thro* every Element, | 

Our Party will by. this time be abroad, 

To try the Fate of A/arius and Rome. 

Love and Renown ſure court me thus together. 
Smille, ſmile, ye Gods, and give Succeſs to both. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. the Forum. 
Enter four Citizens. 


3 Cir. Well, Neighbours, now we are here, what 
mult we do ? 7 

1 Cit. Why, you muſt give your Vote for Caius Marius 
to be Conſul: And if any Body ſpeaks againſt you, knock 
em down. 

2 Cit. The Truth on't is, there's nothing like a civil 
Government, where good Subjects may have leave to 
knock Brains out to maintain Privileges. 

3 Cit. Look you but what's this Sylla? this Sylla? 
I've heard great Talk of him.----He's a damnable fighting 
Fellow they ſay; but hang him he's a Lord. 

I 2 Cit. Ay, ſo he is, Neighbours: And I know not why 

any one ſhould be a Lord more than another. I care not 
tor a Lord: what good do they do? nothing but run in 
our Debts, and lie with our Wives 

4 Cit. Why, there's a Grievance now. I have three 
Boys at Home, no more mine than Rome's mine. They 
are all fair curl'd-bair Capids; and I'm an honeſt, black, 
tauny, Kettle-facd Fellow. ----- Ill ha' no Lords. 

Drums and Trumpets. 

1 Cir. Hark! bark! Drums and Trumpets | Drums and 
Trumpets ! they are coming. Be you ſure you roar out 
for a Marius: and do as much Miſchief as you can. 
Enter Marius Senior and his Sons; Marius borne upon the 
Shoulders of two Roman Slaves; Sulpitius as the bead 


of the Guardt. [Trumpets. 
| 5 ulp , 
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Sulp. Hearken, ye Men of Rome; I, I Sulpitius, 
Your Tribune and Protector of your Freedom, 
By Virtue of that Office here have call'd you 
To chuſea Conſul. Mithridates King of Pontus has begun 
a War upon us, 
Invaded our Allies, our Edicts violated, 
And thicatens Rome it ſelf. Whom will you chufe 
To lead you forth in this moſt glorious War? 
Marius, or Sylla? 
All Cit. A Marius] a Marius! a Marius! 
Mar. Sen. Country-men, 
Aud Fellow-Citizens, my Brethren all, 
Or, it it may be hangs a dearer Name, 
My Sons, my Children, Glory of my Age; 


I come not hither arm'd to force your Suffrage, 


As Sylla does to enter Rome with Power, 

As if he meant a Triumph o'er his Country; 

I have not made a Party in the Senate, 

To bring you into Slavery, or load | 

Your Necks with the hard Yoke of Lordly Pow'r. 

I am no Noble, but a Free-born Man, 

A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, 

A Lover of your Libertics, and Laws, 

Your Rights and Privileges. Witneſs here 

Theſe Wounds, which in your Service I have got, 

And beſt plead for me----- | 
All Cit. Marius] Marius! Marius! NoSylla ! us 

Sylla ! no Sy/la ! 

Sulp. No mote remains, ----- 

Moſt honourable Conſul, but that ſtreight you mount 

The Seat Tribunal----- Lictors, bring your Rods, 

Axes and Faſces, and preſent em here. 

Hail Caius Marius, Conſul of the War. 

Trumpet. Enter Metellus, Cinna, Antonius, Quintus 
Pompe1us, his Son, &c. Guards. = 
Met. See, Romans, there the Ruin of your Freedom, 

The blazing Meteor that bodes ill to Rome, 

Oppreſſion, Tyranny, Avarice and Pride, 


All centre in that melancholick Brow. 


I you are mad for Slavery, long to try 


The 
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The weight of abs ute Chains, once more proclaim him, 
And ſhout ſo loud till Mithridates hear, 42S 
And laugh to think your Throats fit for his Sword. 
Take me, take all your Senators, and drag 
Us headlòng to the Tyber,----- plunge us in, 
And bid adieu to Liberty for ever 
Then turn, and fall before your new- made God; 
Bring your Eſtates, Jour Children and your Wives, 
And lay'em at thee feer of his Ambition. | 
This you muſt do, and well it will become 
Such Slaves, who ſell their Charters for a Holy-day. 
Cit. No Marius] no Marius! 
Met. Quintus Pompeius, in the Senate's Name, 
As Conſul, we command thee to demand 
Juſtice of Marius, and proclaim him Traitor. 
| . Pomp. Deſcend then, Marius, Traitor ro the State 
And Liberty of Rome, and hear thy Sentence, | 
Mar. Sen. Now, by the Gods, this Cauſe is worthy of me, 
Worthy my Fate. 
Is this the Right and Liberty of Rome, 
To pull its lawful Conſul from his Scar 
Unjudg'd, and brand him with the Mark of Traitor ? 
Draw all your Swords, all you that are my Friends, 
Sulpitius, damn the Rabble, let em fall 
Like common Droſs, u ith that well-ſpoken Fool, 
That popular Clack; or let us ſell our Fates 
So dear, that Rome may ſicken with our Fall. 
All. Cit. No Marius! no Marius! Down with him, 
down with him | 
Sul. Ha! What art thou? 
F. Pom. The Conſul's Son, 
Sulp. A Worm; 
A thin Skin full of Dirt; and thus I troad thee 
Into thy Mother Earth----- [Kills Him. 
Mar. Sen, Drag hence that Traitor, 
And bring me {traight his Head upon thy Dart, 
The Fate of Rome's begun. 7 
Q. Pomp, Our Child:en murder'd, 
Thus mallacted before our Eyes; Come all 
That love Pompeius, aud revenge his Lols, „ 
Fit. Fall ou, by | All 
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All Cit. No Marius! no Marius! Liberty! Liberty! &c. 

| [ They fight, Marius Conguers. 
Mar. Sen. Thanks for this good Beginning, Gods. Theſe 
Slaves, 
Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes, that hallow thus for Freedom, 
Oh! how they ran before the Hand of Pow'r, 
Flying for ſhelter into every Brake! 
Like cow'rdly fearful Sheep they break their Herd, 
When the Wolf's out, and ranging for his Prey. 
Sulpitius, thy Guards did noble Service. 

Sulp. Oh! they are Fellows fit for you and I, 
Fit for the work of Power : ſay the word, | 
Not one amongſt em all but whar,thall run, 
Take an old grumbling Senator by th' Beard, 

And ſhake his Head off from his thrinking Shoulders. 

Mar. Sen. Fylla, 1 hear, is at the Gates of Rome. 
Proclaim ſtraight Liberty to every Slave 
That will but own the Cauſe of Caius Marius. 
Horrour, Confuſion, and inverted Order, | | 
Vaſt Deſolation, Slaughter, Death and Ruin | 
Muſt have their courſes, ere this Ferment ſettle, | 

Thus the Great Jove above, who rules alone, | 

When Men forget his God-like Pow'r to own, | 

* Uſes no common Means, no common Ways, 5 

* Bur ſends forth Thunder, and the World obeys. 

- BY [Exeunt. 


ACT I EN E I. 


Enter Sulpitius, Granius, and aH the Guards, 


Sulp. R O ME never ſaw a Morning ſure like this: 
Now the begins to know the Rod of Pow't ; 
Her wanton Blood can Imatt. 
Were I the Conſul, not a Head in Rome, 
That had but Thoughts of Sy//a, ſhou'd ſtand ſafe, 
Gran. Slaughter ſhou'd have continu'd with the Day. 
Mercy but gives Sedition time to rally, 
Every ſoft, pliant, talking, buſie Rogue, 
E 2 


Gathering 
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Gathering a Flock of hot- brain d Fools together, 
Can preach up new Rebellion. Till the Heads 
Of all thoſe heav'nly-inſpir'd Kuaves be cruſh'd, 
No Power can be ſafe - 
Such. Much will chis Day 
Determine; Sy//a's now before the Walls, 
And all his Forces ready for Command. 
For thouſand Slaves have taken hold on Freedom, 
And come on Proclamation to our fide. 
Gran, Where thould my Brother be? He came not home 
To-night. | 
Sulp, Think of him as a Wretch that's dead, 
Stabb'd with an Eye, run thro! the Brains with Love. 
Gran. He talk'd of (ending Sy//a a Defiance, 
Su/p. Writ with a Pen made of a Cypia's Quill, 
Gran, Why, what is Sy//a ? 
Sup. A molt courageous Captain at a Congee 
He fights by Meaſure, as your Artiſts W 
Keeps Diſtance, Time, Proportion, reſts his Reſts, 
One, two, and the third in your Guts, 
Oh! he's the very Butcher of a Button, 
Gran, Would 1 cou'd (ee my Brother. That damn'd Love 
Of Women ruins nobleſt Purpoſes, 
Sulp. That Sex was firſt in Mockery of us made, 
They are the falſe deceitful Glaſtes, where 
We 180 and dreſs our ſelves to all the Shapes 
Of Folly, What ist Woman cannot do! 
She'll make a Stateſman quite forget his Cunning, 
And truſt his deareſt Secrets to her Breaſt, 
Where Fops have daily Entrance: Make a Prieſt, 
Forgetting the Hypocriſie ofs Office, | 
Dance and ſhow Tricks, to prove his ſtrength and brawn : 
Make a Projector quibble, an old Judge 
Put on falſe Hair, and paint: And after all, 
Though ſhe be known the lewdeſt of her Sex, 
She'll make ſome Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt. 
Your Father promis'd me to meet me here. 
F wonder he delays ſo long. 
Gran. He comes; 
And with him too my Brother. 


Sulf. 


e 
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Sulp. See your General. | 


Salute him all my Fellow Soldiers. [Shout - 


Enter Marius Senior, and Marius Junior. 
Mar. Sen. This, 
Sulpitius, looks like Power. Granius, here 
Receive thy Brother to thy Arms, and bleſs him: 
H'as done a thing moſt worthy of our Name, 
Sent a Defiance into Sy//a's Camp, 
Chall-nging forth rhe ſtouteſt Champion there, 
In Vin le es of his Father's Cauſe, 
And not an Ourt-law there dare ſend his Anſwer. 
Once more, S»/pitins, are the People ours, 
Enrag'd with Sy//a's coming arm'd, to force 
The City: At the Ce/imontene Gate 
He's poſted now] let's ſend him ſtrait Commands 
I'th' Name o' th' Senate and the Rowan People, 
T' advance no farcher, till the State of Rome 
Be heard in publick, and my Choice confirin'd, 
Or he continu'd Conſul----- | | 
Sulp, That would be 
But to om Necellity z for Rowe 
Muſt bleed: And ſiuce the Rabble now is ours, 
Keep the Fools hot, preach Dangers in their Ears, 
_ falſe Reports o'th' Senate, working up 
eir Madyels to a Futy quick and delp'rate, 
Till they run headlong into civil Difcords, 
And do our Buſineſs with their own Deſtruction. 
Granius, go thou, | 
. to Sylla that he lay down Arms, 
And render up himſelf ro Rome. 
Mar. Jun. There's ſtill | 


A dangerous Wheel at Work, a thoughtful Villain, 


Cinna, who'as rais'd his Fortune by the Jars 


And Diſcords of his Country: like a Fly 
O'er Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 
Till he has vented his Infection 5 
Io feſter into Rancour and Sedition. 
Would he were fafe. 


ere, 


Mar. Sen. And ſafe he ſhall be: let him be profcrib'd, 


| The Fine upon his Head its Weight in Gold, 
| | E 3 | Wou d 
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Wou'd I cou'd buy Mete/ns's as cheap. 

I have a tender Fooliſhueſs within me 

May ſometimes 1 the better of my Rage. 

Ful pitius, therefore keep me warm, ſtill ply 
My ebbing — the thought of 9%. 

Th' ungrateful Senate, and Metellus Pride 

And let net any thing may make me dreadful 
Be left undone, Now to our Troops let's haſten, 
And wait for Sy//#'s Anſwer at our Arms, 


ii, Mar. Sen. and Granius, 


Sulp. Is not this better now than whining Love! 
Now thou again att Marius, Sou of Atms, 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Friends Delight. 
Enter Nurſe and Clodius. 
Mar. Fun. Sulpi N us, what comes here ? a Sail, Su/pitius. 
Sul. A tatter'd one, and weather-bearen much. 
Many a boiſt'rous Storm has the been toſs'd in, 
And many a Pilot kept her ro the Wind, 
Nurſe. Clodius. | 
Cloa. Madam. 
Sulp. Madam ! | 
Nurſe. My ban, Clodius. 
Sulp. Ay, good Clodius, to hide her Face. 
Nurſe. Good-morrow, Gentlemen. 
Sulp. Good-even, fair Gentlewoman. 
Nurſe. Fair Gentlewoman ! Really tis very hot. 
Su/p. It ſhould be ſo by your Ladyſhip's parch'd Face. 
Nurſe. Marry come up, my Goſlip : Whoſe Man are you? 
Sulp. A Woman's Man, my Sybil: wouldſt thou try 
My Strength in Feats of amorous Engagement, 
Lead me among the Beauteous, where they run 
Wild in their Youth, and wanton to their wildneſs, 
Where I may chuſe the foremoſt of the Herd, 
And bear her trembling to ſome Bank, bedeck'd 
With ſweeteſt Flowers, ſuch as Joy would chuſe 
To dwell in; throw my inſpir'd Arms about her, 
And preſs her till ſhe thought her ſelf more bleſs d 
Than Jo painting with the Joys of Fove. | 
Nurſe. Panting ? Joys > and Jove * Now, by my troth 


tis very pretty. But, Gentlemen, cau any ok you tell 


where 1 may find young Marins? Mar. 
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Mer. Yun. Yes, I can tell you, Madam. I am he, 
Fp, Hah! by this Light, a Bawd. So ho! 

Come let's away. I hate a Morning Bawd, 

That ſtinks of laſt Night's Oftice----- Hit Sulp. 
Nurſe, Pray, Sit, what fawey Fellow's hethat's gone! 
Mar, Fun, A Gentleman, Nurle, that loves to hear 

himſelt talk; and will (peak more ma Mine than he'll 

tand to in a Mouth. 

Nurſe. An he ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'll take him 
down an he were luſtier than he 1s, and twenty ſuch 
Jacks, or I'll find thole that thall, But now, Sir, I with 
you much Joy--- I hear you are. | 

Mar. Jun. Marry'd ; this Day the bleſſed deed was done, 
When the unhappy Dilcords firlt took flame 
Betwixt my Farher and the Senate; they 
A holy Prieſt of Hymen, whom with Gold 
I brib'd to yield us privately his Office, 

Joiu'd out kind Hands, and now 1he's ever mine. 
Nurſe. Well: fore God, I am fo vex d, that every part 

about me quivers. But pray, Sir, a word: and as 1told you, 

my 8 Lady bade me find you out. What the bade 
me ſay, I'll keep ro my ſelt. But fiſt let me tell you, 
if you have led her into a Fool's Paradiſe, as they lay; 

For the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore if you 

thould deal doubly with her, though you don't look like 

a Gentleman thar wou'd uſe double-dealing with a 

Lady.----- - 

Mar. Fun. Commend me to thy Lady. I proteſt----- 

Nurſe. Good Heart, and i'faith, I will tell as much. 
Lord! Lord! the will be a joytul Woman. 

Mar. Jun. Bid her deviſe this Evening to receive 
Me at her Window: Here is for thy pains----- 

[Gives Money, 
Nurſe. No truly, Sir ; not a Drachma. 
Mar. Jun. Away; I lay you thall. 
Nurſe. This Evening, lay you? well, the thall be there. 

Mar. Fun. And ſtay, kind Nurſe, behind the Garden- wall. 

Within this Hour my Man thall meet thee there. 

And bring thee Coids made like a 1ackling-Ladder, 


Which to the bleſſed Manſion of my Joy 
Muſt 
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Muſt be my Conduct in the ſecret Night, 
Farewel--- be true, and I'll reward thy pains, 

Nurſe. Now Heav'ns bleſs thee---Hark you, Sir, 

Mar. Jun. What ſay'ſt thou, Nurſe? | 
Nurſe. Nothing, but that my Miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt 
Lady. Lord! Lord! when't was a little prating thing 
Oh !--- there's a Spark, one Sy//a, that would fain have 
a finger in the Pye---bur ſhe, good Soul, had as lieve 
hear of a Toad, a very Toad, as hear of him. I anger 
her ſometimes, and il her 8y//a is the proper Man----- 
But I'll warrant you, when 1 lay fo, the looks as pale as 
any Clout in the verſal World. Well, you'll be ſure to 
come 

Mar. Jun. As ſure as Truth. 


Nurſe, Well, when it was a little thing, and us'd to lie 


with me, it would (o kick, ſo ſprawl, and ſo play 
and then I would tickle it, and then it would laugh, and 
then it would play again. When it had tickling and play- 
ing enough it would go to ſleep as gentle as a Lamb. I 
mall never forget it-- Then you'll be ſure to come. 
Mar. Jun. Can I forget to live? 
Nurſe. Nay, but ſwear though. 
Mar. Jun. By this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt carry to Lavinia. 
Nurſe. Oh ! dear Sir, by no means. Indeed you ſhall nor. 
I have been drinking Aqua Vite. Oh ! thoſe Eyes of yours! 
Mar. Jun. 'Till Night farewel. 
Nur ſe. Till Night; I'll ſay no more, but da, da, Come; 
Cledius. Ah! thoſe Eyes! [ Ex. Nurſe and Clodius. 
Mar. Jun. What pains ſhe takes with her officious Folly? 
How happy is the Evening-tide of Life, 
When Phlegm has quench'd our Paſſions, trifling out 
The feeble Remnant of our filly Days 
In Follies, ſuch as Dotage beſt is pleas'd with, 
Free from the wounding and tormenting Cares 
Thar toſs the thoughtful, active, buſie Mind? 
Though this Day be the deareſt of my Life; 
There's ſomething hangs moſt heavy on my Heart, 
And my Brain's fick with Dulneſs. © | 
Enter Marius Senior. 
Mar. Sen. Where's this Loyterer, 
N This 
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This moſt inglorius Son of Caius Marius ? 
With folded Arms an down-caſt Eyes he ſtands, 
The Marks and Emblem of a Woman's Fool, 

Mar. Jun. My Father. 

Mar. Sen. Call me by ſome other Name; 
Diſgrace me not: I'm Marius; 

And ſurely Marius has ſmall Right in thee. 
Would $y//a's Soul were thine, and thine were his, 
That he, as as thou haſt done, now Glory calls, 
Might run for ſhelter to a Woman's Arms, 

And hide him in her Boſom like a Babe. 

Mar. Jun. Then I'm a Coward ? 

Mar. Sen. Art thou not ? 

Mar. Jun. I am, 5 

That thus can beat Reproaches, and yet live. 
Durſt any Man but you have call'd me to ? 
Oh let me fall, embrace and kiſs your Feet. 
Y'ave rais'd a Spirit in me prompts my Heart 
To ſuch a Work as Fame ne'er talk'd of yer. 
How'll you diſpoſe Lavinia? 

Mar. Sen. Let her fall, 

As I would all her Family and Name, 
Forgotten that they either ever gave 
Thy Father's Head Dithonour, or thee Pain. 

Mar. Jun.'T was an unlucky Sentence. She's ſcarce more 
 Metellus, Daughter now thai yours, our Hands 
Were by a Prieſt this Morning join'd. May Heav'n 
Avert th' ill Omen, and preſerve my Father. 

Mar. Sen. Marry'd! ſay ruin'd, loſt and curſt. 

Mar. Jun. Youve torn | 
The Secret from me, and I wait your Doom.----- 

Mar. Sen. Go where I never more may hear thee nam'd; 
Go fartheſt from me, get thee to Metellus, 

Fall on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. 

I've yet one Son, that ſurely won't forſake me: 

Elſe in this Breaſt I ſhall have glorious Thoughts, 

That will at leaſt give Luſtre ro my Ruin. 

Farewel, my once belt Hopes, now greateſt Shame. 
Mar, Jun. Condemn me rather to the worſt of Deaths, 


Or ſeud me chain'd to Sy//a like a Slave. 
| Than 


* 


a Tk HISTORY ew FALL 


Than baniſh me the Bleſſing of your Preſence, 
I've thought, and bounded all my Wiſhes ſo, 
To die for you is Happineſs enough? 

'Twould be too much r'enjoy Lavinia too. 
Mar. Sen. Again Lavinia? 

Mar. Fun. Yes, this Coward Slave, 

This moſt inglorious Son of Caius Marius, 

Though wedded to the brighteſt Beauty, rais'd 

To th higheſt expectation of Delight, 

Ev'n in this Minute, when Love prompts his Heart, 

And tells what mighty Pleaſures are preparing 

Is Maſter of a Mind unfetter'd yet. 

Mar. Sen. What can'ſt thou do? 
Mar. Jun. This Night I ſhould have gone, 

And ta'en poſſeſſion of Lavinia's Bed. 

But by the Gods, theſe Eyes no more ſhall ſe? her, 

Till I've done ſomething that's above Reward, 

And you your ſelf preſent her to my Arms. 

Mar. Sen. Why bot thou talk thus to me? | 
Mar. Fun. Hark! | [ Trumpets. 

The Trumpets ſound, and buſineſs is at band. 

It ſeems as if our Guards upon the Walls 

Were juſt engag'd, and la come upon em. 

The Gods have done me Juſtice. 

Mar. Sen. Get thee gone, 

And leave me to my Fate, | 
Tho' maim'd and wounded, and unfit for War, x 
Mar. Jun. I'll follow you----- _ | 

Mar. Sen. Thou ſhalt not. 

Mar. Jun. By the Gods I will. 

Aar. Hen. How! diſobey'd then? 

Mar. Fun. Bid a Courſer ſpurr'd 
Stop in his full Career; bid Tides run back, 

Or ſailing Ships ſtand ſtill before the Wind, 

Or Winds themſelves not blow when Jove provokes em. 
Mar. Sen. Away, and. do not tempt my Fury farther. 
Mar. Jun. Why? would you kill me? 

Mar. en. No, no: I hope thou att reſety'd yet for 

A better Fate. 

Mar. Fun, Thanks, Heay'n. 
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Theſe few kind Words ſhew I'm not quite unhappy. 
Mar. Sen. Then do not contradict my Will in this; 

But part, and when our Hands next meet again, 

Be't in the Heart of Sy//a or Metellus— Exit. 

| ee again. 

Mar. Fun. Sound higher, ye ſhrill Inſtruments of War, 

And urge its Horrours up, till they become, 

If poſſible, as terrible as mine. 5 

Oh my Lavinia! though this Night J fall, 

At my return I ſhall be doubly happy. 

Such Tryals the great ancient Heroes paſt, 

Who little preſent Happineſs could taſte, 

Yet did great Actions, and were Gods at laſt. Exit. 


SCENE II. Mcellus's Houſe. 


Enter Lavinia. 

Lav. Gallop a-pace, ye fiery-footed Steeds, 
Tow'rds Phæbus' Lodging. Such a Charioteer 
As Phaeton would lah you to the Welt, 
ov bring in cloudy Night immediately. 
Spread thy cloſe Curtains, Love-performing Night, 
Thou ſober-ſuited Matron all in Black; 
Thar jealous Eyes may wink, and Marius 
Leap to theſe Arms untalkt of and unſeen. 
Oh! give me Marius; and when he {hall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little Stats; 
And he will make the Face of Heaven ſo fine, 
That all the World ſhall grow in love with Night, 
And pay no Worſhip to the gaudy Sun. 
Oh! I have bought the Manſion of a Love, 
But not poſſeſt it · Tedious is this Day, 
As is the Night before ſome Feſtival 
To an impatient Child that has new Robes, 

| Enter Nurſe and Clodius. 

And may not wear'em. Welcome, Nurſe: what News 
How fares the Lord of all my Joys, my Marius? 
Nurſe. Oh! a Chair! a Chair! no Queſtions, but a 

Chair ! 50. 75 
Lav. Nay, pr'ythee Nutſe why doſt thou look ſo ſad 2 
| Oh! 
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Oh1 do not ſpoil the Muſick of good Tidings 
With ſuch a Melancholick wretched Face, 

Nurſe. Oh! 1 am weary, very weaty. C/odius, my 
Cordial Bottle, Fie! how my Bones ake ! what a Jaunt 
bave I had? 
| Lav. Do not delay me thus, but quickly tell me, 
Will Marius come To-night) Speak, will he come? 

Nurſe. Alas! alas! what haſte oh! cannot you ſtay 
a little? oh 1 do not you ſee that I'm out of Breath? oh 
this Phthiſick ! C/odius, the Cordial. | 

Lav. Th' Excuſe thou mak'ſt for this unkind delay 
Is longer than the Tale thou haſt to tell. 

Is thy. News good or bad? anſwer to that, 

Say either, and I'll ſtay the Circumſtance. _ 

Nurſe. Well, you bane mae a ſimple Choice: you 
know not how to chuſe a Man. Yet his Leg excels all Mens. 


Ard for a Hand and a Foot and a Shape, though they are 
not to be talk'd of. yet they ate paſt compare. What, 


have you din'd within ? 
Lav. No, no: what fooliſh Queſtions doſt thou ask } 
What ſays heof his coming ? what of that ? 
Nurſe. Oh! how m Head akes l M hat a Head have! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My Back o' bother fide! ah! my Back! my Back 
Beſhrew your Heart for ſending me about 
To catch my Death, This Back of mine will break, 
[Drinhs, 
Lav. Indeed I'm ſorry if thou art not well. 
But pr'ythee tell me, Nurſe, what ſays my Love? 
71 Why, your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
and a kind omen, and a handſome--- and I'll war 
rant a virtuous Gentleman. {[Dyinks.) Well--. what ? 
Where's your Father! 
Lav. Where's my Father? why, he's at the Senate. 
How oddly thou reply'(t ! 
Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
Where's your Father ? 
Nurſe, Oh good Lady dear! 
Are you ſo hot? marry come up, I trow, 
Is this is a Poultice for my aking Bones? 
Henceforwatd do your Meſlages your (cf, L av. 
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Lav , Nay 41-9 be not angry. Nurſe, I meant” 
No ill. Speak indly, will my Marins come? 
Nurſe, Will he? will a Duck ſwim | 
Ferd. Gn he wo _ _ 8 595 
urſe, Come ? why, he will come upon a | 
he'll come. Go you in, and (ay your Prayers: * 
Lav, For Bleſſings on my Marivs and thee, 
Nurſe. Well, it would be a ſad thing, though 
Lav. What? 21 SI 
Nurſe. If Marius ſhould not come now- for there's old 
Doings at the Gates, they are at it ding dong. Tattarara 


zo the Trumpets ; Shout, cry the Soldiers; clatter, go 


the Swords. I'll watrant--- I made no ſmall haſte-.-- 
Lav. And is my Marius there? alas my Fears! 
The Noiſe comes this way. Guard my Love, ye Gods, 
Or ſtrike me with your Thunder when he falls. rer. 


Enter Marius Senior, Marius Junior, Granius, Sulpitius 


Catulus, &. Guards, Lictors, on one ſide : 8. 
Sylla, Quintus Pompeius, Guards, on the. otber. 


[Trumpets fount! 4 March. 


Met. Oh thou God, ge 
1 Dcliverec of Rome, moſt bleſt of Men! 
Sce here the Fathers of thy bleeding Country 
Proſtrate for Refuge at thy Feet : See there 1 
[he Tetrot of our Freedom, and thy For, 
The Perſecutor — thy Tous — = Scoury * 0 
Of Truth and Juſtice, and the Pla om... 
Mar. Sen, What art thou that can ſt lend thy ſlaviſh Bars 
To flattering Hypoctiſie ? | | * 
Sie. My Name thou haſt heard, 
And fled from, I am the Friend of Rome, . 
| The Terrog and the Babe of thee her Foe, 197 arw'd, 
Mar. . If thour't her Friend, why comiſt thou here 
Slaugheeripg her Citizens, and laying waſte bee Walter 
Olla. To free her from a Tytantw Power. 


bl 
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Sylla. Thou, who haſt op reſt SPS 4 

Her Senate, made thy ſelf by force a Conſul, 

Set free her Slaves, and arm'd em 'gainſt her Laws. 
Mar. Sen. Hear this, ye Romans, and then judge my 


erg I oppreſt you? have I forc'd your Laws? (Wrongs. 
m 


yrant? I, whom ye have rais'd, - 
For my true Services, to what I am? 
Remember th' Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Teutons ; 
Remember the Confederate War. 
 SyHla. Where thou, | 
Cold and delaying, wer't by Silo brav'd, 
Scorn'd by thy ee and at laſt compell'd 
Ingloriouſly to quit th' unwicldy Charge. 
Remember too who baniſh'd good Metellus, 
The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure Family, 
That rais'd thee from a Peaſant to a Lord. 
| Mar. Sen. Baſely thou wrong'ſt the Truth. My Actions 
rais'd me. | 
Had'ſt thou been born, a Peaſant, ſtill thou'd(t been ſo: 
But I by Service to my Country ve made 
My Name renown'd iti Peace; and fear'd in War. 
| $ylla. In the Jugurthine War, whole King was taken 
Pris ner by me, and Marius triumph'd for't. | 
Mar. Sen. Thou ſtol'ſt him baſely, ſtol'ſt him at the price 
Of his Wife's Luſt : hou barter'd 
And in the Capitol haſt Pageants ſet 
In memory of thy Vanity and Shame. 
Hylla, Thy Shame. 55 
Mar. Hen. My Honour, proud 2 Boy, 
Who would'ſt be gaudy in an unfit Dreſs, 
And weat my caſt-off Glories after me. 
 $y/la, Id rather wear ſome Vepgat's rotten Rags, 
” im left * a W Hedge, 
an ſoil my Laurels with a Leaf of thine, - 
Thou ſcorn'd Plebelan,  , —© 
| Mar, Sen, Worſt Perdition catel\ thee. 
Sylla. Dizbayd that rout of Rebels at thy Heels, 
And yield thy ſelf to Juſtice and the Schatte. 
Mar. Sen, Juſtice from, thee demanded on my Head ? 
Firſt clear thy ſelf, quit iby ulurp'd Command i: 
— N Apptoach 


his Betraying, 
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Approach and kneel to me, whom thou haſt wrong d. 
y/1a. Upon thy Neck I would, © | 
Mar. Sen, As ſoon thou'dſt take 0 
A Lion by the Beard: Thou dar'ſt not think ont. 
Sy/la. I dare, and more- 3 3 
Mar. Sen. Then Gods, I tale your Word; 
If there be truth in you, 1 ſhall not fall! 
This Day. My Friends and Fellow-Soldiets now, 
Fight as I've ſeen you: For the Life of Sylla, : 
Leave it to me; for much Revenge muſt go a 
Aloug with Death, when ſuch a Victim bleeds. TY 
Sy/la, My Lords withdraw. „ 
Met. No, truſt the Gods; Ell ſee 
My Country's Fate, and with her live or die. 
Mar. Sen. Now, Sylla. | 
Syila. Now, my Veterans, conſider 
You fight for Laws, for Liberty, and Life. 
Mar. Sen. Rebellion never wanted that Ptetence, 
Thou Shadow of what J have been, thou Puppet 
Of that great State and Honours I have bone. 
If thou'lt do ſomething worthy of thy Place, | 
Let's join our Battel with a Force 'may glut HET. 
The Throat of Death, and choak him with himſelf, 
As fiercely as deſtroying Whitlwinds riſe, 
Or as Clouds'dath wheti Thunder thakes the Skies. 
[TYumpets ſound a Charge: they fight. 
Re-enter Marius Senior, taken by Sylla's Party. 
Mar. Sen, Fotfaken, and a Priſoner ? Isthis all 
That's left of Marius? The old naked Trunk 
Of that tall Pine that was! Away, ye Shrubs, 
Ye clinging Brambles z do not wy me thus, 
But let me run into the Jaws of Death, 
And finith my ill Fate, Or muſt I be 
Preſerv'd a publick Spectacle, expos'd 
To Scorn, and make a Holiday for Slaves!“ | 
Oh! that Thought's Hell, Sure I thould know thy Faces 


* Thou haſt borne Office under me. If c'er 
In my beſt Fortune 1 deferv'd thy Friendſhip, 
Give me a Roman's Death, and (et me free, 
That no Dithotout in my Age o'ettake me, 
th L 


off. 
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Df. Tee ferv'd and loy'd you well: Nor would I fee 
Your Fall--My Orders were, to fave your Life. 

Mar. Sen. Thou'rt a Time-ſerver, thatcanſt flatter Miſery. 
Enter Marias Junior, Granius and Sulpitius, Priſoners. 
My Sons in Bonds too, and Sulpitius ? f 

Sulp. Ves, the Rat- catchers have trapp d me. Now muſt! 
Be Food for Crows, and ſtink upon a Tree, 

Whilſt Coxcombs ſtrou! abroad on Holy-days 
To take the Air, and ſee me rot. A pox 
On Fortune, and a pox on that fixſt Fool 
That taught the World Ambition. 
Enter Quintus Pompeius, four Lifors before hiv. 

Q. Pomp. Draw neat, | EP 
Ye Men of Rome, aud hear the Law pronounc'd. 
Thou &4'arius whoſe Ambition, and whoſe Pride 
Have coſt ſo many Lives, the ficſt that e'er 
Wag'd civil Wars in Rome, thee aud thy Sons, 

Thy Family and Kin, with that vile Slave 

And Miniſter of all thy Outrages, 

The euts'd Sudpitins, | Haniſhmem's yout Lot; 

Aſtet to- motto s Dawn if found i'th' City, 

Death be yout Doom! 80 hath the Senate {aid, 

80 flowti Peace and Liberty in Rome. | 
1 Q Pompeius, L/ Aer, 1957 Liberty 

Mar. Sea. I thank ye Gods, upon thy Knees I thank ye, 

Ver plaguing me above all othet Men, - 

Come, yy young Heroes, kneel, and prajife the Heav'ns, 

For creWhing thus your ouch Hopes, Ha, ha, ha! 

What pleaſant Game had Fortune Pays to-day ? 

Oh | I could burſt with Laughter, Why, now Rome's 

At Peace. But may it be as ſhort and vain 

As Joys but dreanit of, or as ſick Mens $lumbers, 

Now let's take Hands, and bending to the Earth, 

To all th'infernal Powers let us (wear, 

All. We ſweat. 

Mar. Sen, That's well: By all the Deſtinics, 
5 the Furies, aud the Fiends that wait 
About the Throne of Hell, and by Hell's King, 
We'll bring Deſtruction to this curſed City 
Let not one Stone of all ber Towers ſtand ſafe, 


Mar. 
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Mar. Fun. Let not her Temples nor her Gods eſcape. | 
Gra. Let Husbands in theit Wives Embraces periſh. | 
Mar. Sen. Her young Men'maſlacred; 1 17 


nile 
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Julp. Her Virgins raviſh'd. 1 = IL 4%, en 
Mar. Fun. And let her Lovers all my Torments feel, 
Doating like me, and like me baniſhed. . 
Thus ler 'em curſe, thus raving tear their Hair, 
And fall upon the Ground as I do now. + - 
Mar. Sen. Riſe then, and to Lavinia go. This Night's 
Thy own. 15 | | 
Mar. Jun. And ever after Pain and Sorrow. 
But go thou, find Lavinia's Woman out- ¶ Iv his Servant. 
Tell her I'll come, and bid her chear my Love, 
For I'll not fail, but in this Night enjoy 
Whole Life, and forgive Nature what's to come. 
Mar. Sen. Thus then let's part; each take his ſevetal way, 
As to a Task of Darkneſs: When we meet | 
In hated Exile, we'll compute Accompts, 
And ſee what Miſchief each has gathered then. 
Fot, Rome, I ſhall be yet once mote thy Lofd. 
If Oractes have ttuth, and Auguts lye not. 
Fot yet a Child; and it my Father's Fields 
Playing, 1 ſever young Eagles chafie'd to find; 
Which gathering up 1 to my Patents bote. 
The Gods wete ſought, who promis'd me from thetige 
As many times the Conſulate In Rome, 
„nes already I've that Office bore, 
And (6 far has the Propheey prov'd true, 
Hut if I've manag'd il che me that's paſt, 
And tod remiſs (ix elder Fortunes laſt, 
The youngeſt Darling-Fate is yet to came, 
And thou thalt feel me then, utgrateful Rome. Kaeunt. 
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SCENE The Garden,” 
Enter Lavinia and Marius Junior. 


It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
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That -piere's che fearful hollow of thy Ear. 

Nightly on yon Pemegranate-tree ſhe ſings. 
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale. 0 


Mer: Fun. 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 


Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaſt. 


Night's Candles ate burnt out, and jocund Day 
Upon the Mountain-tops ſits gaily dreſt, 
Whilſt all the Birds bring Muſick to his Levee. 
I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die 
Ie. Oh! oh! what wretched Fortune is my Lot! 
Sute, giving thee, Heav'n gtew too far in Debt 
To pay, ll” Bankrupt-like it broke z whilk 1, 
A poot ounding Creditor, am fotc d 
To take a Mite for eidleſs Sims of Joy. 

Mar. Jun. Let me be taken, let me ſuffer Death, 
Jam content, ſo thou wilt have it ſo- 
By Heay'n, yon gray is not the Morning's Eye, 
But the Reflection le Cynihia's brightneſs ; 
Nor ist the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
Jo high, and eccho in the Vault of Heay'n, 
I'm all Deſire to ſtay, no Will io go. 
How ist, my Soul let's talk: It is not Day, 

Lav. = it is, it 18--- Fly hence away, my Mar lus, 
Jr is the Lark, and out of Tone ſhe ſings, 
With grating Diſcords and unpleaſiug Strainings. 
Some hy the Lark and loathſome Toad change Eyes: 
Now I could with they had chang'd Voices too 


Or that a Lethargy had ſeiz d the Morning, 


And ſhe had ſlept, and never wak d again, 
To part me from th' Embraces of my Love, 
What ſhall become of me, when thou art gone? 

Mar. Jun. The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our 
Seeing my Faith, and thy unſpotted Truth, (Loves, 
Will {ure take care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee. 
Upon my Kuces I'll ask em every Day, 

How my Lavinia does: And every Night, 

Iu the ſevere Diſtreſſes of my Fate, 

As I perhaps ſhall wander through the Deſart, 
And want a Place to reſt my weary Head on, 1 


0 


Ohl xwas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn. 


8 1 


of CAITIUS MARIUS. 5t 

I'll count the Stars, and bleſs em as they ſhine, 
And court them all for my Lavinia's ſafety. 

Lav. Oh Baniſhment, eternal Baniſhment ! 
Ne'er to return ! muſt we ne'er meet again? | 
My Heart will break, I cannot think that Thought, 
And live. Could I but fee to th End of Woe, 
There were ſome Comfort---but eternal Torment 
Is ever inſupportable to Thought. 

It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. 


Mar, Jun. No, fot 5 ani ſhment may be tecall'd; © 


My Father once more a Pow't in Rome: 
Then ſhall 1 boldly claim Lavinia mine, 

Whilſt happieſt Men ſhall envy at the Bleſſings, 
And Poets wtite the Wondets of out Loves. 

Lav, If by my Father's Cruelty I'm forc'd, 
Whew left ales; to yield to ye Claim, 
Defencele(s as I am, and thou tar from me, 

If, as J muſt, 1 rather die than (uffer't, 

What a lad Tale will that be when 'tis told thee ? 
I kiow not what to fear, or hope, or thiuk, 

Or lay, or do, I cannot let apo. 

Mar, Jun. A thouſand things would, to this purpoſe ſaid, 
But tharpen and add weight to Sorrow. 

O my Lavinia! if my Heart cer (tray, [ Kneels, 
Or any other Beauty ever charm me, 

If I live not entitely only thine, | 

In that curſt Moment when my Soul forſakes thee, 

May I be hither brought a Captive bound, 

T'adorn the Triumph of my baleſt Foe. 

Lav, And if I live not faithful to the Lord 
Of my firſt Vous, my deareſt only Marius, 
May I be brought to Poverty and Scorn, 

Hooted by Slaves forth from chy Gates, O Rome, 
Till flying to the Woods t' avoid my Shame, 

Sharp Hunger, Cold, or ſome worſe Fate deſtroy me; 
And not one Tree vouch ſaſe a Leaf to hide me. 

Mar. Fun. What needs all this ?----- 

Lav, Oh! I could find out things 
To talk to thee for ever. 


Mar. Jun. Weep not; the time We 


- 
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We had to ſtay together has been employ'd 
In richeſt Loye----  . 883 
Lau. We ought to ſummon all _ 
The Spirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to cheat fp 
Our Hearts thus lab'ring with the pangs of parting. 
Oh my poot Marius! © © | 
Mar. Jun. Ah my kind Lavinia! 
Lav. But doſt thou think we cer ſhall meet again ? 
Mar. Fun. I doubt it not; and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſwcet Diſcourſes in our time to come. 
Law. Alas! I have an ill-divining Soul; 
Methinks 1 fee thee, now thou'rt from my Arms, 
Likea ſtark Ghoſt, with Horrour m thy Viſage. 
Either my Eye-fight fails, or thou book fl pale. 
Mar. Jun. And truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſo doſt Thon. 
Dry Sorrow. drinks our Blood--- Farewel. 
Loh. Farewel then. | [Exit Mar. Jun. 
Nurſe _— Madam. 
Lau. My Nurle. 1 
Nurſe within.) Your Father's up, and Day-light broke a- 
Be waty, look about you----- [broad, 
Lav. Hah! is he gone? my Lord, my Husband, Friend, 
1 muſt hear from thee every Hour ch Day: 
For abſent Minutes ſeem as many Days. 
Oh! by this reck'ning 1 ſhall be moſt old, 
Ere I again behold my Marius. Nay, 
Gone too already! 'Twas unkindly done. 
I had not yet imparted half my Soul, 
Not a third part of its fond jealous Fears: 
But I'll purſue him for't, aud be reveng'd ; 
Hang ſuch a render Tale abont his Hearr, 
Shall make it tingle as his Life were ftung : 
Nay too- I'll love him; never, never leave himz 
Fond as a Child, and reſolute as Man. '[Ex. Lavinia. 
| Enter Metellus ank. Sow 
Mer. Sylla this Morning parts from hence to Capua, 
To head that Army. Cinna muſt be Conſul----- c 
Ay, Cinna muſt be. He's a buſie Fellow, 
Knows how to tell a Story to the Rabble, 
Hates Marius too: that, that's the deareſt point. 
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I hope the Snares for Marius laid may take him. 
A hundred Horſe ate in Purſuit to find him: 
And if they catch him, his Head's ſafe, that's certain. 
O#avius will be the other--- be it fo. | 
An honeſt, ſimple, downright-dealing Lord: 
A little too religious, that's his Fault. 
Enter a Servant. 
What now? 

Serv. A Lenter leſt you by a Lictor, | 
Who told us that it came from the Lord S. 


Metellus reads the Letter : _ 
LAME not, Sir, my parting | 

So ſuddenly : juſt now I've had Advice 

Of ſome Diſturbance in the Camp at Capua. 

Command my tender'ſ# Faith to fair Laviuia. 
You're Sylla's Advocate with her and Rome. 


Enter Nurſe. 
Well, Nurſe. 


Nurſe. My Lord. 
Met. How does my Daughter ? 

Narſe. Truly very ill: 
She has not ſlept a wink: 
Nothing but toſs'd and tumbled all this Night; 

I left her juſt now Qumb'ring. 
This Lord $y//a does ſo run in her Head, 

Met. Oh! wercheiu her Heart, Nurſe! 

Nurſe. Were he? 

Why, the thinks of nothing elſe, talks of nothing elle, 
dreams of 2 elſe. She would needs have me lie 
with her rother Night. But about Midnight (I'll ſwear it 
| wak'd me out of a ſweet Nap) the takes me faſt in her 
| Arms, and cries, Oh my Lord Sy/la ; but are you, will 
| you be true? Then ſigh'd, and ſtretch'd--- 1 (wear I 
was half afraid. 

Met. She's ſtrangely alter 'd then. | 
This. Morning two new Conſuls muft be choſen. 

If they are true, thoſe Tidings thou baſt brought me, 
Wait while ſhe wakes, aud tell her tis my Pleaſure, 


* 
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At my return from th' Forum that I ſee her----- 
[Exit Metcllus, 
Nurſe. So, ſo!— here will be ſweet doings in time. 
How many hundred Lies a-day muſt I tell, to keep this 
Family at Peace? | | 
Enter Lavinia. | 
Lav. Oh Nurſe! Where art thou? Is my Father gone? 
| Nurſe, Gone? Yes; and I would I were gone too. 
Lav, Why doſt thou ſigh 2 What cauſe haſt thou to with 
Wert thou Liſtreſt, unfortunate as I am, lo 
Thou hadſt then cauſe. | 
What fhall I do? Oh, how alone am I! 
I walk methinks as half of me were loſt: 
Yet, like a maim'd Bird, flutter flutter on, 
And fain wou'd find a Hole to hide my Head in. 
Nurſe. Odds my Boddikins ! but why thus dreſt, Madam? 
Why in this pickle, ſay you now? 
Lav. Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 
For I am deſperate, and reſolv'd to Death. 
In this unhappy, wayward, humble Dreſs, 
After my Love a Pilgrimage I'll take, 
Forſake deſerted Rome, and find my Mar ius. ; 
Nurſe. And 1 muſt ſtay behind to be hang'd up, like 
an old Pole-Cat in a Warren, for a watning to all Vermin 
that ſhall come after me. Would I were fairly dead for 
a Week, till this were over. 
Lav. This Morning's ee e. is fair, 
When all are buſie in electing Conſuls; 
I ſhall eſcape unſeen without the Gates, 
And this Nie ht in a Litter reach Salonium. 
Nurſe. 1 dare not; I'll have nothing to do int. You 
ſhan't ſtir. Nay, I'll raiſe the Houſe firſt. Why Clodius 
Catulus] Sempronia ! Thesbia! Men and Maids, where 
are you? Oh! oh! oh 1----- 5 
[Lav. gets from ber. Nurſe falls down, Exit Lavinia. 
| Enter Clodius. 
Clod. What's the matter, Miſtreſs ? | 
Nurſe. Oh Clody, Clody, dear Clody, is't thee, my dear 
Clody? Help me, help me ww: Run to my Lord to the 


Forum preſently ; tell him bis reaſury is robb'd, his _ 
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Tou ate witty and be hang d, are you? 
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a- fite, his Daughter dead, and I mad. Run, run. You'll 


not run. Oh! oh! lkEereunt. 


SCENE changes to the Country. 
Enter ſeveral Herdſmen belonging to Marius. 
1 Herdſ. Good-motrow, Brother; you have heard the 


News. | 
2 Herdſ. News, quoth a? Trim News truly. 


: Herdſ. Why, they ſay our Lord and Maſter's ſtept 


a one fide. Is there any thing int I rrow? 


2 Herdſ. Any thing in't? alas-a day! alas-a-day ! ſad 
times! ſad times, Brother! not a Penuy of Money ſtirring. 


1 Herdſ. Nay, I thought there was no Weather 


towards, when my bald-fac'd Heifer ſtuck up her Tail 


Eaſtward, and ran back into a new Quick- let, which 1 
had juſt made to keep the Swine from the Beans. 

2 Herdſ. And the t'other Night, as I was at Supper, 
in the Chimney-corner, a whole Family of Swallows, that 
had occupy'd a Tenement theſe ſeven Years, fell down, 
Neſt and all, into the Porridge-pot, and (poil'd the Broth, 
Sad times! (ad times, Brother! | Woes 

3 Herdſ. Did you meet no Troopers this way ? 

2 Herdſ. Troopers? I ſaw a Parcel of Raggooners, I 
think they call em, trotting along yon Wood ſide upon 
ragged Hidebound Jades. I warrant they came for no 
Goodneſs----- | 

1 Herdſ. 'Twas to ſeek for Lord Marius, as ſure as 
Eggs be Eggs. Theſe bitious Folk make more ſtir inthe 


World than a thouſand Men. Would my Kine were all 
in their Stalls. | | 


Enter ſeveral Soldiers in queſt of Marius. 
x Sold. This is the way. How now, you pack of 
Boobies ? whoſe Fools are you ? 
2 Hera. Why, we are ſuch Fools as you are; any bo- 
dy's Fools that will pay us our Wages. 'E 
2 Sold. Do you belong to the Traitor Marius? 
"x: Herdſ. We belong to Cains Marius, att't like your 


\Worthip. 


1 Sola. Why, this is a civil Fellow. But you, Rogue, 
2 Herd}. 


56 The HIS TOR Van FALL 

2 Heradſ. 1's poor enough to be witty, as you're poor 
enough 9; be valiant, Rack but 3 14 no 
more be a Wit than you'd be a Soldier. 

2 Sold. Let the hungry Churl alone. 

x Sold. Hark you, you Dog: here's your Lord, the 
Traitor Marius ? 1 Fon | 

2 Herdf. In a whole Skin, if he be wiſe----- 

2 Sold. Where is. he, you Pultroon ? | 

2 Herdſ.' Look you, I keep his Cows and his Oxcn 
here at Salonium, but I keep none of him. If you muſt 
needs know where he is, then I muſt needs tell you 1 
don't know. | | | 

1 Sold. Let's to his Houſe hard by, and ranſack that. 
Sirrah, if we miſs of him, you may repent this. 

[Ex. Soldiers, 

1 Herdſ. Tis all one to me, I muſt pay my Rent to 
ſomebody. : 2 

2 Herdſ. Why, this tis now to be a great Man. Hcav'n 
keep me a Cowkeeper ftill---I ſay - _ 

| Enter Marius Senior and Granius. 

Mar. Sen. Where are we? are we yet not ncar *alonium ? 
Lead me to yonder thady Poplar, where | 
The poor old Marius a while may fic, 

And joy in Reſt. Oh my diſtemper'd Head ! 

The Sun has beat his Beams ſo bard upon me, 
That my Brain's hot as molten Gold. My Skull! 
Oh my tormented Skull! Oh Rome! Rome ! Rome 
Ha! what ate thoſe ? 

Gran. They ſeem, Sir, Rural Swains, | 
Who tend the Herds that graze bencath theſe Woods. 

Mar. Sen. Who are you? to what Lord do ye belong ? 

2 Herdſ. We did belong to Caius Marius once : but 
they ſay he's gone a Journey: and now we belong to 
One another. ; MS: ; 

Mar. Sen. Have ye ages me then, ungrateful Slaves! 
Are you fo willing to diſown your Maſter?: 
Who would have thought t have found ſuch Bafeneſs here, 
Where Innocence ſeems ſeated by the Gods, 
As in her Virgin-nakedneſs untainted? 


Confuſion on 85 ye ſordid Eatthlings. [Ex. all but one. 


h fly, my Lord, your Foes are chick abroad. 


2 Heraſ. Tl 
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Juſt now a Troop of Murtheters paſt this way, 

And ask'd with . for the Traitor Marius. 

By this time at Salonium, at your Houſe, | 
They are in Search of you. Fly, fly, my Lord Exit. 
Mar. Sen. I thall be hounded < | downthe World, 

Now every Villain, that is Wretch enough 1 

To take the Price of Blood, dreams of my Throat, 

Help and ſupport me till I reach the Wood, 

Then go and find thy wretched Brother out. 

Aſunder we may dodge our Fate, and loſe her. 

In ſome old hollow Tree ot o'er grown Brake, 

I'd reſt my weaty Lambs till Danger > me. 

[Goes into the Wood. 
Enter Soldiers again. 

1 Sold. Athouland Crowns? tis a Reward might buy 
As many Lives, for they are cheap in Rome, 

And'tis too much for one. 

2 Sold. Let's ſet this Wood 
A flaming, if you think he's here, and then 
Quickly you'll ſee th old Drone' craw] humming out. 

1 Cold. Thou always lov'ſt to ride full Speed to Miſchief. 
There's no Conſideration in thee. Look you when I cut 
a Throat, I love to do it with as much Deliberation and 
Decency as a Barber cuts a Beard. I hate a flovenly Mur- 
ther done hand over head: a Man gets no Credit by it. 
3 Sold. The Man that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke well. re · 
fore let us to yon adjacent Village, and ſowſe our ſelves iu 
good Falernium----- [Ex. Soldiers. 

Mar. Sen. Oh Villains! not a Slave of thoſe 

But has ſerv'd under me, has cat my Bread, 

And felt my Bounty -Drought! parching Drought ! 

Was ever Lion thus by Dogs emboſs' d? 

Oh! I could ſwallow Rivers. Earth, yield me Water? 
Or ſwallow Marius down down where Springs firſt flew, 
Enter Marius Junior, and Granius. 

Mar. Jun. My Father! 

Mar. Sen. Oh my Sons! 

Mar. Jun. Why thus forlorn! ſtretch'd on the Eatth? 

Mar. Sen. Oh ger me ſome Refreſhment, cooling Herbs, 

And Water to allay my tavenous Thirſt. . 
I would not trouble you, if 1 -3 Strength : ; 

ut 
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But I'm ſo faint that all my Limbs are uſeleſs. : 
Now have 1 not one Drachma to buy Food. 
Muſt we then ſtarve ? No fure the Birds will feed us. 
Mar. Jun. There ſtands a Houſe on yonder Side o'th' 
It ſeems the Manſion of ſome Man of Note: (Wood, 
III go and turn a Beggar for my Father. | 
Mar. Sen. O my Sout's Comfort! do. Indeed I want it. 
I, who had once the plenty of the Earth, 
Now want a Root and Water. Go, my Boy, 
And fee who'll give a Morſel to poor Marius. 
Nay, I'll not ſtarve; No, I will plunge in Riot, 
Wallow in Plenty. Drink! I'll drink, Tl drink. 
Give me that Goblet buther------ Here's a Health 
To all the Knaves and Senators in Rome. 
Mar. Jun. Repoſe your ſelf a while, till we return. 
Mar. Sen. I will, but pr'ythee let me rave a little. 


Enter Lavinia. 
Another Murth'rer ? this brings ſmiling Fate: 
A deadly Snake cloth'd in a ; ens Skin. 
Lav. I've wandred up and down theſe Woods and 
Meadows, | 
Till J have loſt my way----- 
Againſt a tall, young, flender, well-grown Oak 
Leaning, I found Lavinia in the Bark, 
My Marius ſhould not be far hence. 
Mar. Sen. What art thou, 
That dar'ſt to name that wretched Creature Marius? 
Lav. Do not be angry, Sir, whatc'er thou art, 
I am a poor unhappy Woman, driven 
By Fortune to purſue 3 baniſh'd Lord. | 
Mar. Sen. By thy difſembling Toue thou thould'ſt be 
Woman, | 
And Roman too. 
Lav. Indeed I am. 
Mar. Len. A Roman? . 1 
If thou art fo, be gone, leſt Rage with Strength 
Aſſiſt my Vengeance, and. I riſe and kill thee. 


Lav. 
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Lav. My Father, is it you? 
Mar. en. Now thou att Woman; 
For Lies are in thee. I? am I . Father: 


I ne'er was yet ſo curſt: None of thy Sex 
E'er ſprung — me. My Off- ſpring all are Males, 
The nobler fort of Beaſts entitled Men. 

Lav. I am your Daughter, if your Son's my Lord. 
Have you ne'er heard Lavinia's Name in Rome, 
That wedded with the Son of Marius? 

Mar. Sen. Hah! 
Art thou that fond, that kind and doating thing, 
That left her Father, for a baniſh'd Husband 2 


Ripe and refreſhing. | 

Mar. Sen. What? all this from thee, 
Thou Angel, whom the Gods have ſent to aid me; 
I don't deſerve thy Bounty. 

Lav. Here, Sir's more. 


I found a Chryſtal Spring too in the Wood, 


And took ſome Water: tis moſt ſoft and cool. | 


Mar. Sen. An Emperor's Feaſt ! bur I ſhall rob thee. 

Lav. No, I've eat, and flak'd my Thirſt. But where's 
My Lord, 
My deareſt Marius? | 

Mar. Sen. To th' Neighb'ring Village 
He's gone, to beg his Father's Dinner, Daughter. 

Lav. Will you then call me Daughter? will you own it? 
I'm much o'er-paid for all the Wrongs of Fortune, 
But ſurely Marius can't be brought to want. 
I've Gold and Jewels too, and they'll buy Food. 

Enter Marius Junior. 
Mar. Sen. See here, my Marius, what the Gods have 


ſent us. 
Sce thy Lavinia. | 
Mar. Jun. Hah! [They run and embrace. 
| G 2 Mar. Sen. 
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Mar. Sen. What? dumb at meeting? 
Mar. Fun. Why weeps my Love? 
. Lav. I cannot ſpeak, Tears ſo obſtruft my Words, 

And cheak me with unutterable Joy. | 
Mar. Jun. Oh my Heart's Joy! 

Lav. My Soul! 
Mar. Jun. But haſt thou left 
Thy Fathers Houſe, the Pomp and State of Rome, 
To follow Deſart-Mifery! | 
an 
Io bear a part in every thing that's thine, 
Bet Hap ins or Cer: In thefe Woods, 
_ Whilſt from purſuing Enemies you're ſafe 
IIl range about, and find the Fruits and Springs, 

Gather cool Sedges, Daffadils and Lilies, 

And fofteſt Camomil to make us Beds, 

Whereon my Love and I at Night will ſleep, 

And dream of better Fortune. 
Enter Granius and Servant with Wine and Meat. 
Mar. Sen. Yet more P 2 | 

Sure Comur, the God of Feaſting, baunts theſe Woods, 

And means to entertain us as his Gueſts. 
Serv. I am ſent hither, Marius, from my Lord, 

Sextilius the Prætor, to relieve thee, | 

And warn thee that thou ſtrait depart this Place, 

Elſe he the Senate's Edict muſt obey, 

And treat thee as the Foc of Rome. 

Mar. Sen. But did he, 

Did he, Sextilius, bid thee ſay all this? 

Was he too proud to come and fee his Maſter, 
That rais d him out of nothing? Was he not 
My menial] Servant once, and wip'd theſe Shoes, 
Kean by my Chariot- wheels, my Pleaſures watcht, 

And fed upon the voidings of my Table? 

Durſt he affront me with a ſordid Alms ? 

And ſend a faucy Meſſage by a Slave? 5 

Hence with thy Scraps : back to thy Teeth I daſh em. 

Be gone whilſt thou art ſafe. Hold, ſtay a little. 

Serv. What Anſwer would you bave me carry back 


Har. Sen. Go to Sextilius, tell him thou haſt _ 
; 001 
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Poor Caius Marius banith'd from his Country, - +. 
Sitting in Sorrow on the naked Earth, | 
Amidſt an ample Fortune once his own, 


Where now he cannot claim a Turf to ſleep on. [Ex. Ser. - 
How am I fallen! Muſick 2---Surethe Gods [Soft Myſich. .* 


Are mad, or have * to make me ſo. 
| | nter Martha. ; 
Well, what art Thou? - 
Marth. Am I a Stranger to thee ? 
Martha's my Name, the Syrian Propheteſs, 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good Fortune; 
'Till baniſh'd out of Rome for ſerving Thee, 
I've ever ſince inhabited theſe Woods, : 
And ſearch'd the deepeſt Arts of wiſe Foreknowledge. 
Mar. Sen. I know thee now moſt well. When thou 
wert gone, | | a 
All my good Fortune leſt me. My lov'd Vulturs, 
That us'd to hover o'er my happy Head, 
And promiſe Honour in the Day of Battel, 
Have ſince been ſeen no more. Even Birds of Prey 
Forſake unhappy Marius: Men of Prey 
Purſue him ſtill; Haſt thou no Hopes in ſtore ? 
Marth. A hundred Spirits wait upon my Will, 
To bring me Tidings from th' Earth's fartheſt Corners, 
Of all that happens out in States and Councils: 
I tell thee therefore, Rome is once more thine. 
The Conſuls have had Blows, and Cinna's beaten, 
Who with his Army comes to find thee our. 
To lead him back with Terrour to that City. 
Mar. Sen. Speak on. 5 
Marth. Nay, ere thou think'ſt it he will be with thee, 
Bur ler thy Sons, and theſe fair Nymphs retire, - 
Whilſt I relieve thy wearied Eyes with Sleep, 
And cheat thee in a Dream with promis'd Fate. 
Mar. Fun. Come, my Lavinia, Granius, we'll wichdraw 
To ſome cool Shade, and wonder at our Fortune. [Ex. 
; Martha waves her Wand--- 4 Dance. 
Mar. Sen, O Reſt, thou Stranget to my Senſes, welcome. 
Enter Servant and a Ruffian. 
Serv. Ten Attick Talents ſhall be thy Reward, 
Sextilius gives em thee, Diſpatch him ſafely. 


= #2 Ruff. 
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Ruff. Fear not, he never wakes again. 
Mar. Sen. No more. 

T'll hear no more, Metellus live? No, no: 
He dies, he dies. So, bear him to rhe Tiber, 
And plunge him to the bottom. Hah, Antonrus ! 
Where are my Guards? Diſpatch that talking Knave, 
That when he ſhould be doing publick Service, 
Conſumes his time in Speeches to the Rabble, 

And ſowes Sedition in a City. Down, 

Down with Pompeius too, that call'd me Traitor. 
Hah! art thou there? Welcome once more, old Marius, 
To Rome's Tribunal. 

Ruff. Now's the time. 

Mary. Sen. Stand off, 


Secure that Gan/---Dat'ſt thou kill Cains Marius? ¶ Wates. 


Hah ! ſpeak ? What art thou? 
Ruff. By Sextilius hired 
T hither came to take your Life. Spare mine, 
And I'll for ever ſerve you at your Feet. 
Mar. Seu. What barb'rous Slaves are theſe, that envy me 
The open Air; ſet Prices on my Head, 
As they would do on Wolves that lay their Flock! 
| Enter Sulpitius. [Trumpets. 
Trumpets ! S»{þitivs, where haſt thou been wand'ring 
Since the late Storm that drove us from each other? 
Sup. Why, doing Miſchief up and down the City, 
Picking up diſcontented Fools, veins 
The Senators and Government, deſtroy it 
Faith amongſt honeſt Men, and praiſing Knaves. 
Aar. Sen. Oh, but where's Cinna! 
Sup. Ready to ſalute ou 
nter Cinna attended with Liffors and Cuardc«. 
Cin. Romans, onge behold your Conſul ; ſce, 
Is that a Fortune fit for Cains Mevins ? 
Advanee your Ares and yout Rods before him, 0 
And give him all the Cuſtoms of his Hovout. LAH av. 
Mer, Sen. Away: ſuch Pomp becomes not wretched 
Here let ine pay Obedience to my Couſul. 
Lead me, great Cinna, where 1 have wrong'd thee, 
And ſee how thy old Soldier will obey, 4 
itt, 
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Cin. O Marius, be our Hearts united ever, 
To carry Deſolation into Nonm, 3 
And waſte that Den of Monſters to the Earth. 

Mar. Sen. Shall we? 6 

Cin. We'll dot. That godly ſoothſaying Fool, 

That ſacrificing Dol, that Sor Ofavins, 
When we were chofen Conſuls in the Ferum, 
Diſown'd me for his Collegue ; ſaid, the God 
Had told him I deſign d Tyrannick Pow'r; 
Provok'd the Citizens, who took up' Arms, 
And drove me forth the Gates. 85 

Mar. Sen. Excellent Miſchief! 

What's to be done ? | 
Cin. No ſooner was I gone, 
But a large Part of that preat City follow'd me. 
There's not an honeſt Spirit left in Rome, 
That does not own my Cauſe, and with for Marius. 
Mar. Sen. Bring me my Horfe, my Armour, and the Laurel 
With which when Id o ercome three barb'rous Nations, 
I enter d crown'd with Triumph into Rome. 
I go to free her now from greater Miſchiefs. 
Enter Marius Junior and Graniue, 
O my young Warriour ! 

Mar. Jun. Curſt be the Light, | 

And ever curſt be all theſe Regions round us. 

Lavinia's loſt, borne back with force to. Rome, 

By Ruffians headed by her Father's Kinſmen 

Aud like a Coward too I live, yet ſaw it. [Exir. 
Mar. Sen. Oh Merius ! Marius ! letnot'plaints come from 

Nor cloud the Joy that's breaking on thy Father. [thee, 

If the he back in Rome, Lavinia's thine, | 

To-morrow's dawn reſtores her to thy Arms. 

For that fair Miſtreſs, Fortune, which has coſt 

So dear, for which ſuch Hardſhips I have paſt, 

Is coy no more, but crowns my Hopes at laſt. 

I long t' embrace her, nay, tis Death to ſtay. 

I'm mad as promis'd Bridegrooms, borne awa 

With thoughts of nothing but the joyful Day. Exenne, 


% 


— 


SCENE 


ö 


— > of -- —— — 
— —— — 22 


* 


64 The HISTORYadFALL 


SCENE Il. Metcllus's Houſe. 
Enter Metellus, Lavinia, and Prieſt of Hymen. 


Lav. Nay, you have catchdme : You may kill me too: 


Bur with my Cries I'll rend the echoing Heav'ns, 
'Till all the Gods are witneſs how you uſe me. 
Met. What? like a Vagrant fl RG Father's Houſe ? 
And follow fulſomely an exil'd Slave, | 
Diſdain'd by all the World, but abject thou? 
Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to Sy/la, | 
With as much Scorn as thou haſt done me Shame, 
Lav. Do bind me, kill me, rack theſe Limbs : I'll bear it. 
But, Sir, conſider ſtill I am your Daughter, 
And one Hour's Converſe with this holy Man 
May teach me to repent, aud thew Obedience. 
Met. Think not t'evade me by prottacting time: 
For if thou doſt not, may the Gods forſake me, 
As I will thee, if thou eſcape my Fury ,----- Exit. 
Lav. Oh! bid me leap pany. than goto Sy/la) 
From off the Battlements of any Tow'r, 
Or walk in Thievith ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents ate: chain me with roaring Beats; 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel-houſe 
Ofer-cover'd quite with dead Mens rattling Bones, 


Wh recky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sceulls; 


Or bid me go iuto a new- made Grave, 
And hide nie with a dead Man in his Shroud: 
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble : 
And 1 go through it without fear or doubting, 
To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love 

Prieff Take here this Vial, then, and in this moment 
Drink it, when ſtreight through all thy Veins ſhall run 
A cold and drow ſie Humour mote than Sleep: 
And in Death's borrow'd likeneſs ſhalt thou lie 
Two Summer Days, th:n wake as from a Slumber, 
Till Marius by my Letters know what's paſt, 
And come by ftealth to Rome. — 

Lav. Give me; oh! give me: tell me not of Fears, 
_ Prieſt, Farewel: Be bold and proſp'rous, Exit. 

: Lav. 
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Lav. Oh! Farewel----- | 
Heav'n knows if ever we ſhall meet again. 
I have a faint cold Fear thrills. through my Veins, 
| That almoſt freezes up the Heat of Life. 
Tl call him back again to comfort me. 
Stay, holy Man, But what ſhould he do here? 
My diſmal Scene tis fit I act alone. 
What if this Mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I to morrow then be ſent to Sy//a ? 
No, no,---this ih forbid it; lye thou there - 
Lays daun the Dagger. 
Or how, if, when I'm laid imo the Tomb, 
I wake before the time that Marizs come 
To my Relief? There, there's a fearful. Point. 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the Vault, 
Where for theſe many hundred. Years the Bones 
Of all my bury'd Anceſtors are pack'd ? 
Where, as they ſay, Ghoſts at ſome Hours reſort, 
With Mandrakes ihrieks torn from the Earth's dark 
That living Mortals heat ing them run mad ? [ Womb, 
Or if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtracted, 
Inviron'd round with all theſe hideous Fears, 
And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints | 
Then in this Rage with ſome great Kinſman's Bones 
As with a Club daſh out my deip'rate Braius 
What) Fydis e Get thee gone, thou meagre Lover : 
My Senſe abhots thee. Don't diſturb my bt; 
Iisto my Lord. [Dy inks. Oh M αν,ͥ Mer ius 1 
| Exit. 
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SCENE Cinna' Camp before the Walls of Rome. 
| Tyumpets ſound a General. 
| Enter Ciuna, Marius Senior, and Sulpitius, Granius, ewe 
Ambaſſadors, Guards. 
Cin. A Mibaſladors from Rome ? How many Slaves, 
Traitors, and Tyrants, Villains, was Icall'd 


But Yeſterday ? yet now their Conſul Cinna ? ny 
| 4 
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Oh! What an excellent Maſter is an Army, 
To teach rebellious Cities Manners ! Say, 


My Friend and Collegue Marins, ſhall we hear em? 


May. Sen. Whom? 

Cin. The Ambaſſadors. 

Mar. Sen. From whence ? 
Ci. From Rome. 


ar. Sen, My loving Country-men ?they muſt be heard, 


Or $y//a will be angry 

Cin. In what State 125 3 
And Pageantry the ſolid Lumps move on? 
And though they come to beg, will be attended 
With their ill-order'd Pomp and aukward Pride. 
Who ate ye? and from whence ? | 

1 Amb. From wretched Rome, 
To thee, moſt mighty Cinna, and to thee, 
Moſt dread Lord Marins, in her Name we bow, 

Cin. What's your Demand? | 

1 Am. Hear but our humble Prayers, 
AndaltDemands be made by Godlike Cine. 
Whither, oh! whither will your Rage hi us ? 
Muſt all the Fortunes and the Lives of Rome 
Suffer for one Miſcarriage of her Maſters ? 
Your forrowful aMiQted Mother Rome, 
In whoſe kind Boſom you were nurs'd and bred ! 
Stretches her trembling Arms t'implore your Pity. 
Fold up your dreadful Enſigns, and lay by 
Your warlike Terrours, that affright her Matrons ; 
And come to her, ere Sorrows quite o'er whelm her. 
But come like Sons that bring their Parents Joy : 
Enter her Gates with Dove-like Peace before ye, 
And let no bloody Slaughter ſtain her Streets. 

Cin. Thus tis you think to heal up ſmarting Honour, 
By pouring flatt'ring Balm into the Wound. 
Which for a time may make it whole and fait: 
Till the falſe Medicine be at laſt diſcover'd, 
And then it rankles to a Sore again. 
Take this my Anſwer : I will enter Rome; 
But for my Fotes, II! keep it ſtill my own, 
Nor part with Pow'r to give it to my Foes, 


Mar. Sen. 
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Mar. Sen. Sulpitius, ſee, what abjc Slaves are thele 2 
Such baſe Deformitics a long Robe hides. _ | 
Sulp. I cannot but laugh to think ont. 
Mar. Sen. What? 
Sup. How theſe politick Noddles, that look ſo grave 
upon the Matter in the Senate-houle, will laugh and grin 
at one another, wheu they are let a Sunning upou the 
Capitol. | | | 
2 Amb, May we return with Joy into out City, 
Proclaiming Peace, agreed with Heav'n and you? 
Tin. Go tell em we expect due Homage paid, 
Ot every Senator expect Acknowledgment, 
Mighty Rewatds and Offices of Honour, 
1 Amb, But on that Brow there (till appears a Cloud, 
That neyer roſe without a following Storm. 
Ma Sen. Alas! for me a ſimple banith'd Man, 
Driv'n from my Country by the Right of Law, 
And juſtly puniſh'd as my Ills deſerv'd, 
Think not of me: Whate'cr ate his Reſolyes, 
I thall obey. 
Both Amb, May all the Gods rewatd you.----- 
[[Ex, Ambaſ. and Attendants. 


a 


Cin. Now Marius. _ 
Mar. Sen. Now, my Cinna, 
Cin. Are not we | 
True born of Rome, true Sons of ſuch a Mother.? 
How I adore thy Temper ! 
Mar. Sen. Thoſe two Knaves, 
Theſe whining, fawning, humble pliant Villains, 
Would cut thy Throat or mine for half a Drachina. 
Cin. Let's not delay a Moment. 


Mar. Sen. Oh! let's fly, | 


Enter this Cucſed City; nay, with Smiles too, 
But falſe as the adulterate Promiſes K 
Of Favourites in Pow'r, when poor Men court em. 
Cin. They always hated me, becauſe a Soldier. 
Mar. Sen. Baſe Natures ever grudge at things aboyc'em, 
And hate a Pow'r they are too much oblig'd to. 
When Fears are on them, then their kindeſt Wiſhes 
And beſt Rewards attend the gallant Warriour: 
But Dangers vaniſh'd, infamous Neglect, 
| Ill- 
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Ill-Uſage and Reproach are all his Portion 
Or at the beſt he's wedded to hard Wants, 
Robb'd of that little Hire he toil'd and bled for. 
Sulp. I'd tathet turn a bold true-hearted Rogue, 
Live upon Prey, and hang for't with my Fellows ; 
Than, when my Honour and my Country's Caule 
Call me to Dangers, be ſo baſely branded. 
Mar. Sen. Etre we this City enter then, let's (wear 
Not to deſtroy one honeſt Roman living. 
Sulp. Nor one chaſt Matron, 
Cin. Nor a faithful Friend, 
Nor true-born-Heir, nor Senator that's wile. (Brats, 
Mar. Sen. But Knaves and Villains, Whores, and baſc-born 
And th' endleſs {warms of Fools growu up in Years, 
Le Slaughter's Game, till we diſpeople He, 
Cin. Draw out our Guards, and let the Trumpets found. 
Mar. Sen. Till all things tell em Marius is at Hand, 
O Hylla, if at . thou ſhalt heat 
How Fortune deals with me, fall on thy Knees, 
And make the Gods thy Friends to keep thee from me. 
Sulpitius, as long the Streets we move 
With ſolemn Pace and meditating Miſchiefs, 
Whome er I ſmile on let thy Sword go through. 
Oh! can the Matrons and the Virgins Cries, 
The Screams of dying Infants, _ the Groans 
Of murther'd Men be Mufick to appeaſe me! 
Sure Death's not far from ſuch a deſperate Cure. 
Be't with me rather. (Gcds) as Storms ler looſe, 
That rive the Trunks of talleſt Cedars down, 
And tear from tops the loaded pregnant Vine, 
Aud kill the tender Flow'rs but yet half blown. - 
For having no more Fury left in ſtore, 
eav'ns Face grows clear, the Storm is heard no more, 
And Nature ſmiles as gaily as before — [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Metellus's Houſe, 
Enter Metellus. Son 


Met. A Peace with Marius! O moſt baſe Submiſſion | - 


That over-ruling Fears thould weigh up. Reaſon? 
Was not the City ours, and Sylla too? 3 


At 
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At Capua, almoſt in a Trumpet's Call! 
And to ſubmitl Could I but once have fought for t, 
I 1 have met this Marius in Arms, 


And been reveng d for all the Miſchiefs done me. 


Nut ſe. bi 
Enter N 1 
Nurſe, Hete, an't thall pleaſe you. | 
Mer. Go wake Lavinia. Tell her, the muſt henee 
For Capua this Mortung; for the Truce 
Favours her Journey, and ſecures her Paſſage, [ Exit. 
Scene draws, and diſcovers Lavinia on @ Couch. 

Nurſe. Wake her? Poor Titmouſe ! it will be as peeviſh, 
I'll warrant you, and ryb its Nye's, and ſo frown now. 
Well: Miſtreſs ! why Lavinia! faſt I warrant her. 
Why, Lamb! Why Lady! Fie, you Slug-a-bed. 

What, not a Word? You take your penny-worth now, 
Sleep for a Week; forthe next Night (my Word for't) 
S'ylla takes care that you thall reſt but little. 
Gods forgive me- 
Marry aud Amen. How ſound is ſhe aſleep ? 
I muſt needs waken her. Madam! Madam! Madam! 
Now ſhould your Lover find you in this Poſture, 
He'd fright you up i faith? What? Won't it do? 
Dreſt too? And in your Cloaths ? and down again? 
Nay, I muſt wake you. Lady! Lady! Lady! 
Alas! alas! help, my Lady's dead. 
Ah! well-a-day that ever I was born! 
Some Aqua vite. Hoa! my Lord--- my Lady----- 
5 Ente, Metellus. 

Met. Lavinia dead ? : 

Nurſe. Your only Daughter's dead : 
As dead as a Herring, Stock-fiſh, or Door-nail. 

Met. Stiff, cold and pale. Where are thy Beauties now ? 
Thy Bluſhes that have warm'd ſo many Hearts? 
All Hearts that ever felt her conqu' ting Beauty, 
Sigh 'till ye break ; and all ye Eyes that lauguiſh'd 
In my Lavinia's Brightneſs, weep with me, 
Till Grief grow general, and the World's in Tears, 

' Nurſe. Oh Day! oh Day! oh Day! oh hatcful Day! 
Never was ſeen ſo black Day as this. | 
Oh Day! oh woful Day! oh Days like Night! ; 
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Met. No mote: Thus in her Bridal Ornaments, 
Dreſt as ſhe is, ſhe ſhall be borne to Burial, 
Ith' Sepulchre where our Forefathers reſt. 
Beit done, whilſt all things we ordain'd for Joy 
Turn from their Office, and afliſt in Sadneſs. (Ex, 

Nurſe. I ſhall be done and done and overdone, as we are 
undone. And I will ſigh, and cry till I'm (well'd as bi 
as a Pumpkin. Nay, my poor Baby, I' take care thou ſhalt 
not die for nothing ; for I will waſh thee with my Tears, 
perfume thee with my Sighs, and ſtick a Flower in every 
part about thee----- : 


SCENE changes to the Forum, where is placed 
the Conſul's Tribunal, 


. Enter two Citizens. 

1 Cir, Whither, oh whither thall we fly for Safety ? 
Already reekin Murther's in our Streets, 
Matrons with Fafants in their Arms are butcher'd, 

And Rome appears one noiſom Houſe of Slaughter. 

2 Cit, Heat us, ye Gods, and pity our Calamities. 
Stop, ſtop the Fury of this cruel Tyrant | 
Or ſend your Thunder forth to ſtrike us dead, 

Ere our own Slaves are Maſter of our Throats. 

1 Cit. Ruin draws near us. Oh my Friend! let's fly 
Jo the Alcars of our Gods, and by the Hands | 
Of one another die, as Romans ought. Exeunt. 

Enter Ancharius the Senator, and his Grandſon. 
Ch?/d. Hide me, my Grandſire; the ugly Men ate coming, 
That kill'd my Mother and my Siſter Thesb1a. 
Will they kill you and me too? 

Auch. Oh my Child! ä 
I cannot hide thee, nor know not what to do. 

Decrepit Age benumbs my weary Limbs: 
I can't reſiſt, nor fly----- 
Child. Then here we'll fir; 
Perhaps they'll not come yer ; or if they do, 
I'll fall upon my Knees, and beg your Life, 
I am a very little harmleſs Boy 
And when I cry, and talk, —_ hang about em, 


They'll piry (ure my Tears, and grant me all, 


Enter 
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Enter ſeveral old Men in Black with Cypreſs Wreaths, 
leading Pinging in white with Myrtle, who kneet 


before the Tribunal. , 
Then enters Marius Senior as Conſul, Lifors, Sulpitius 
and Guards. 


Mar. gen. I thank ye Gods, ye have reſtor'd me now, 
| [Mounts the Tribunal. 

What Pageantry is this, Sulpitivs, here? 
Remove thele Slaves, and bcar 'em to their Fates. 

10% Man, We come not for our (elves, but inthe Name 
Of Rome, to offer up our Lives for all. 
Pity a wretched State, thou raging God, 
And let looſe all thy dreadful Fury here. 

Mar. Sen. I know ye all, great Senators ; ye are 
The Heads and Patrons of Rebellious Rome. 
Ye can be humble when Affliction galls ade 
Aud with that Cheat at any time ye think 
To charm a generous Mind, though ye have wrong'd it, 
Falſe are your Safetics when indulg'd by Pow'r: 
For ſoon ye fatten and grow able Traitors. 
Falſe are your Fears, and your Afflictions faller ; 
For they cheat you, and make you hope for Mercy, 
Which you ſhall never gain at Marius Hands, 
Who truſts your Pcniteuce is more than Fool, 
Rebellion will renew w: ye can't be honeft, 
You're never pleas'd. but with the Knaves that cheat you, 
And work your Follies to their private Ends. 
For your Religion, like your Cloaths you wear it, 
To change and turn juſt as the Faſhion alters. 
And think you by this ſolemn piece of Fooling, 
To huſh. my Rage, and melt me into Pity ? 
Advance, Sulpitius; old Ancharius there, 
Who was ſo violent for my DeſtruQion, 
That his Beard briſtled, and his Face, diſtorted ; 
Away with him. Diſpatch theſe Triflers too. 
But ſpare the Virgias, cauſe mine Eyes have ſeen em: 
Or keep em for my Warriours to rejoice in. 

Anch. Thou who wert born to be the Pl ague of Rome, 
What wouldſt thou do with me? 

: | H2 Mar. 
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Mar. Sen, Diſpoſe thee hence 

Amongſt the o her Offal, for the Jaws 

Of 1 Death, 'till Rome he purg'd of Villains. 


Thou for wronging Marius. 
Child, Oh my Lord! 

For you muſt be a Lord, you are ſo angry) 

Fot my ſake (pare his Life. I have no Friend 
But him to guard my tender Years from Wrongs. 
When he is dead, what will become of me, 

A poor and helpleſs Orphan, naked leſt 

Toall the Itls of the wide faithleſs World 2 

Mar. Sen, Take hence this Brattoo ; mount it on a Spear, | 
And make it ſprawl to make the Grandſite ſport, 

Child. O ctuel Man! I'll hang upon your Knees, 

And with. my little dying Hands implore you : 

I may be fit to do you {ome (ſmall Pleaſures, 

II find a thouſand tender ways to pleaſe you; 

Smile when you rage, and ſtroke you into mildueſs; 
Play with your 1 50 Neck, and call you Father: 
For mine (alas ! ) the Gods have taken from me. [Breaſts 

Mar. Sen. Young Crocodile! Thus from theit Mothers 

Are they inſtructed, bred, and taught in Rome. 

For that old Paralytick Slave, diſpatch him: 

Let me not Know he breathes another moment. 

But ſpare this, cauſe'r has learn'd irs Leſſon well, 

And Fre a Softneſs in my Heart pleads for him. 
Enter Meſſenger. 

Well now. 

Meſ. Metellus. 

Mar. Sen. Hah! Metellus > What. 

Meſ. Is ſound. 

Mar. Sen. Speak, where? 

Me /. In an old Suburb- Cottage, 8 
Upbraiding Heav'n, and curſing at your Fortune. 

Mar. Sen. Haſte, let him be preſerv'd for my own Fury 
Clap, clap your Hands for Joy, ye Friends of Marius,; 
Tenthouſand Talents for the News III give thee. _ 
The Cate and Bottom of my Torment's found ; ' 

And in a Moment I ſhall be at caſe, 


"Rome's Walls no more thal! be beſmeat'd with Blood, 
| But 
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But Peace and Oladneſs flouriſh in her Streets. 

Let's go. Motellus ! we have found Mete llus, 

Let every Tags 2 aloud Metellus , 

Till I have daſh'd him on the Rock of Fate, 

Then be his Name forgot, and heard no more. [Ex. 


SCENE IV. A Church:yard. 


Enter Marius Junior. 1 
Mar. Jun. As I have wandet'd muling to and fro, 
Still am 1 brought to this unlucky place, 4 
As I had buſineſs with the hottid Dead: 
Though could I truſt to —_— of Sleep, 
My Dreams preſage ſome joyful News at hand. 
My Boſom's Lord fits lightly on his Throne, 
And all this day an unaccuſtom d Spirit b 
Lifts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
I dreame Lavinia came and found me dead, 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes on my Lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was au Emperor. N 
Enter Catulus. 
Cat. My Lord already here? | 
Mar. Fun. My truſty Catulus, | 
What News from my Lavinia? ſpeak and bleſs ine. 
Cat. She's very well.--»-= _ | 
Mar. Jun. Then nothing can be ill. £1.34 
Something thou ſeem'(t to know that's terrible, 
Out with it boldly, Man; what can'ſt thou ſay _ _ -- / 
Of my Lavinia | 
Cat. But one ſad word, She's dead, | 
Here in her Kindred's Vault I've ſeen her laid, 
And have been ſearching you to tell the Nes. £ 
Mar. Jun. Dead! is it ſo? then I deny you, Stars- 
Go, haſten quickly, get me Ink and Paper. . 
Tis done: I hence tO Night. 5 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Prieſt? 
Cat. No, my good Lord. „ 1 
Mar. Jun. No matter, get thee gone----{ Exit Catulus. 
Lavinia! yet I'll lie with thee to Night; 12 
hut for the means, Oh Miſchief! thou att ſwift 
i H 3 To 
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To catch the — dere net of deſp'tate n. 
I do remember an _—_ 
That dwelt about this — of Death : : 
Meagre and very rueful were his Looks; 
Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones; 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 
An Allsgator 8 and other Skins 
oe ill-(hap'd Fiſhes : and about his Shelves 
wh — — br: ty Boxes, 
Gre then-po s, and muſty Seeds 
Remnants of Picket ey — old Cakes of Roles, 
Were thinly ſcattet d to make u a Show. 
Oh for a Poiſon now ! his Need will ſell it, 
Though it be preſent Death by Roman Law. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the Houſe. 
His Shop is ſhut : with Beggars all are ee 
Holla? Apothecaty ; hoa! 
Euter Snom. 
Apoth. Who's there? 
Mar. Jun. Come 8 Man, 
I fee thou art very 
Thou may ſt do any ching: 2 here's fifty As 
Get me a Draught of that will ſooneſt free 
A Weretch from all his Cares: thou underſtand'ft me. 
Apoth. Such mortal Drugs I have, bur Tana Law 


Speaks Death to any he that utters them. 


Mar. Jun. Art thou fo baſe, and full of Wrerchednels, 
Yet feat ſt to dye? Famine is in thy Checks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ſtareth in thy Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back; 
The World is not t „ Friend, not t thi World's Law; 
The World affords Ns Law to make thee rich: 
Then be not poor, but break it, and rake this. 
Apoth. My Poverty, but not my Will contents----- 
[Goes in, and fetches a Vial of Poiſon. 
| Take this and drink it off, the Work is done. 
Mar.7un. There is thy Gold, worſe Poifonto Mens Souls, 
Doing more Murthers in this loathſome World 
Than theſe poor Compounds thcou'rt forbid to (ell, 


J fell thee Poiſon, thou haſt ſold me none. $4 
Fatewel 
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Farewel---buy Food---and got thy (elf in Fleth. 
k 


Now for the Monument of the Mete/li----- Exit. 

Seene draws, and ſhews the Temple and Monument. 

| Re-omter Macius: 
It ſhould be here: The Door is open too. 
Th' inlatiate Mouth of Fate gapes wide for mote, 
Enter Priefl, and Boy with a Mattock and Iron Crow, 
Prie/t, Give me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron 
Now take this Letter, with what haſte thou canſt, 
Find out young Marius, and deliver it, Bit Boy, 
Now mult I to the Monument alone, 
What Wretch is he that's entring into ch“ Tomb ? 
Some Villain come to rob and ſpoil the Dead, 
Whoe'er thou art, ſtop thy unhallow'd Purpoſe, 
Mar. Jun. Whoe er thou art, I warntheeto be gone, 
And do not interrupt my horrid Purpoſe. 
Por elſe by Heav'n I'll rear thee Joint by Joint, 
And ſtrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs, 
My Mind, and its Intents are yy. wild, 42 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. 
Prieſt. Then as a ſacrilegious Slave I charge thee, 
Obey and go with me, or thou muſt dic. 
Mar. Fun. 1know I muſt, and therefore I came hither, 
Good Reverence, do not tempt a deſp'rate Man. 
By Heav'n, I love thee better than my ſelf: | 
For I againſt my ſelf come hicher arm d. 
Stay not, be gone---Live, and hereatter ſay, | 
A Mad-man's Mercy gave thee honeſt Counſel. | 
Prieſt. I do deſie thy Mercy and thy Counſel, 
And here will ſeize thee as a Thief and Robber, 

Mar. Jun. Wiltthou provoke me? Then here, take thy 
Wages. Kilts him. 
Prieſt. I'm kill'd. Oh Marius ! now too late I know thee. 

Thou'ſt ſlain the only Man could do thee good. 
Lavinia----- Oh ! ----- | $55 
Mar. Jun. Let me this Face. 
It is the Honeſt Prieſt that join'd our Hands, 
In a Diſguiſe conceal d. Give me thy Hand; 
Since in ill Face's black Roll with me thou'rt writ, 
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That might do Wonders, and revive the Dead, 
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I'll bury thee in a triumphant Grave. pay 

Thon deteſtable Maw, thou Womb of Death, 

Gorg'd: with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth, 

Thus will I force thy rotten Jaws to open, 

And (pite of thee yet cram thee with more Food, 
Lali down the fide of the Tomb. 

Oh gorgeous Palace! oh my Love! my Wife! 

Death has had yet no Power upon thy Beauty; 

That is nor conquer'd. Beauty's 1 er 

Is Crimſon in thy Lips and iu thy . Cheeks ; 

And the pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there. 

Why art thou ſtill ſo fair? Shall I believe 

That the lean Monſter Death is amorous _ 

And keeps thee here in Darkneſs for his Paramour? 

For fear of that, I'll ſtay with thee for ever. | 

Come bitter Conduct, thou unſavoury Guide: | 

Here's to my Love----- ' |  .  . [Drinks the Poiſon 

And now Eyes look your laſt, 112 11 

Arms take your laſt Embrace, whilſt on theſe Lips 

I fix the Seal of an eternal Contrat-=--- _ 


She breathes and ſtirs.----- [Lavinia wakes. 


Lav. in the Tomb. Where am I! Bleſs me, Heav'n ! 

'Tis very cold: and yet here's ſomething warm----- _ 

Mar. Jun. She lives, and we ſhaltboth be made Immortal. 
Speak, my Lavinia, ſpeak ſome heavenly News, © 
And tell me how the Gods deſign to treat us. 

Lav. O! I have ſlept a long ten thouſand Years. 
What have they done with me ? I'll not be uſed thus? 
I'll not wed SY Marius is my Husband, 

Is he not, Sit? Methinks you're very like him. 
Be good as he is, and protect me. 

Mar. Jun. Hah ! | EE, | 
Wilt thou not own me? am I then but like him ? 
Much, much indeed I'm chang'd from What I was; 
And ne'et ſhall be my ſelf, if thou att loſt, | 

Lav. The Gods have heard my Vows ; it is my Marius, 
Once more they have teſtor'd him to my Eyes. 

Hadſt thou not come, ſure 1 had flept for ever. 
But thete's a Sovereign Charm in thy Embraces, 


May. 
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Mar. Jur. IIl Fate no more, Lavlala, now ſhall patt us, 

Nor kruel Parents, nor oppreſſing Laws. _ 

= not Heav'n's Pow'rs all r axour Loves? 

And when thou told'ſt the Tale of thy Dilaſters, 

Was there not Sadnels and a Gloom amongſt em? 
know there was; and they in pity fent thee, 

Thus to redeem me from this Vale of Torments, 

And bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joys. 

This World's gtoſb Am grows burthenſome already. 

I'm all a God; ſuch heav'nly Joys tranſport me, 

That mortal Senſt grows ſielꝭ and faints with laſting. Dis. 
Lav. Oh! to recount my Happineſs to the, 

To open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 

And ſhew thee how tis filld, would waſte more time 

Than fo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 

He's gone! he's dead! breathleſs: alas! my Mar iur. 

A Vial too; here, here has been bis Bane. | 

O Churl ! drink all > not leave one friendly Drop 

For poor Lavinia? Yet T'll drain rhy Laps. 

2 ſome welcome Poiſon may hang there, 

To help me to o'ertake thee on thy Journey. 

Clammy and damp as Fatth. Hah! ſtains of Blood ? 

And a Man murther'd ? Tis th' unhappy Flawtts. 

Who fix their Joys on any thing that's Mortal, 

Let em behold my Portion, and deſpair. . 

What ſhall I do? how will the Gods diſpoſe me ? 

Oh! I could rend theſe Walls with Lamentation, 

Tear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 

And dawb the Face of Earth witli her own Bowels, 
Enter Matius Senior, and Guards, driving in Metellus. 
Mar. Sen. Purfue the Slave: let not his Gods protect him. 
Lav. More Miſchiefs ! hah ! My Father. 

Met. Oh! I am ſlain. — do un and dies. 
Lav. And murther d too. When will my Woes have end? 

Come, cruel Tyrant, 

May. Sen. Sute I have known that Face, | 

Lav. And canſt thou think of any one good Turn 
That I have done thee, and not kill me for'e? 

Mar. Sev, Art thou not call'd Latina © 

Lav. Once 1 way, . 
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But by my Woes. may now be better known. 
Mar. Sen. I cannot fee thy Face - | 


Lav. You muſt, and hear me, 
By this, you muſt : nay, 1 will hold you al. 
{Seizes his Sword. 
Mer. Sew: What wouldſt thou ſay? where's all my 
Rags gone now ? 
Lav. I am Lavinia, born of noble Race. 
— r Beauty conquer d many Hearts, 
roy'd greateſt Torment of my own: _ 
Tholmy Vows — , and my Love was anſwer 4 
B — ihg the nob 71 rh 
hat Man e'er envy'd 8 or * Vgn figh'd for. 


He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, 


And baniſh'd with him when our Joys were young ; 5 
Scarce a Night old. 
Mar. Sen. I do remember't ol 


And thou art She, that Wonder of wy kind. 


That could 'ſt be true to exil'd Miſt 
And to and fro through barten Delay ran 
To find th'unhappy Wretch thy Soul was . of. 
Lav. Do you remember't well 2 
Mar. Sen. In every Point. 
Lav..You then were gentle, took me in your Arms) 
Embrac'd me, bleſt me, us'd me like a Father, 
And ſure I was not thankleſs for the Bounty. 
Mar. Sen. No, thou wett, next the Gods, m —9 Comfort. 
When I lay fainting on the dr 7 parch d 1 9 | 
Beneath the ſcorching Heat of burning Noon, * 


Hungry and dry, no pool nor Friend to chear me: 
Then Thou, as 'by the Gods ſome Angel ſeut, 


Cam'ſt by, and in Compaſſion didft relieve me. 


Lav. Did 1 all this? 
Mar. Sen. Thou didſt; thou ſavdſt my Life, 


Elſe 1 bad ſunk beneath the Weight of Want, 


And been a Prey to my temorſeleſs Focs. 

Lav. And ſee how well I am at laſt. rewarded: 
All could not balance for the ſhort-term'd Life 
Of one old Man: You have my Father butcher d, 
The only Comfort I had left on Earth, 

The 
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The Gods have taken too my Husband from me; 
See where he lies, your and my only Joy. 
This Sword, yet _— with my Father's Gore, 
Plunge it into my Breaſt: plunge, plunge it thus. 
And now let Rage: Diſtraction and Deſpair 


Seize all Mankind, till they = mad as I am. 
[Stabe her ſelf with his Sword. 


Mer. Sen. Nay, now thou haſt outdone me much in 
Be Nature's Light extinguiſh d; let the Sun' (Cruelty, 
Withdraw his Beams, and put the World in Darkneſs, 
Whilſt here I howl away my Life in Sorrows. 

Oh let me bury Me aud all my Sins 


Here with this old Man, Thus let me kiſs 


Thy pale ſunk Cheeks, embalm thee with my Tears. 
My Son, how cam'ſt thou by this wretched Eud ? 
We might have all been Friends, and in one Houſe 
Enjoy'd the Bleſſings of eternal Peace. 
But oh! my cruel! Nature has undone me. 
| Enter Meſſenger. | 
Meſ. My Lord, I bring you moſt diſaſtrous News. 


Sylla's return'd ; his Army's on their March 


From Capua, and to-mortow will reach Rome, 
At which the Rabble are in new Rebellion, 
And your Sulpitius mortally is wounded. 
Enter Sulpitius (/ed by two of the Guards) and Granius, 
Mar. Sen. Ohl then I'm ruin'd ! From this very Moment 
Has my good Genius left me; Hope forſakes me. 


The Name of Sy//a's baneful ro my Fortune. 


Fe warn'd by me, ye Great ones, how y'cmbroil 

Your Count: y's Peace, and dip your Hands-n Slaughter, 
Ambition is a Luſt that's never quench'd, 

Grows more anflam'd and madder by Enjoyment. 


Bear me away, and lay me on my Bed, 


A hopeleſs Veſſel bound for the dark Land 
Of loathſome Death, and loaded deep with Sorrows. 
(He is led off. 

Sulp. A Cutſe on all Repentance ! how I hate it! 

I'd rather hear a Dog howl! than a Mau whine, 
Gran. You're wounded, Sir: I hope it is not nuch. 
Sulp. No; tis not ſo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide a+ 3 

Church- door; but tis deep enough ; 'twill ſerve; ! an 

Pc pe! (! 
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pepper'd I warrant, I warrant for this World. A Pox on 
all Mad-men hereafter. If I get a Monument, let this 
be my Epitaph: _ SES ae | 
Sulpitius lies bers, that troubleſome $lave, 
That ſent many honefler Men to the Grave ; 
And dy a like a Fool, when h bed liv'd like à Knave. 
2 | Exeunt omnes. 


E PII O GVU E. 


Spoke by Mrs. Barry, who acted Lavinia. 
5 N 2 * | 


Miſchief on't though I'm again alive, 

May I believe this Play of ours ſhall thrive ? 
This Drumming, Trumpeting, and Fighting Play : 
Why, what a Devil will the People ſay ? 

The Nation that's without and hears the Din, 
Will ſwear we're raiſing Volunteers again. 

For know, our Poet, when this Play was made, 
Had nought but Drums and Trumpets in his Head, 
Had baniſh'd Poetry and all her Charms, 

And needs the Fool would be a Man at Arms. 


No Prentice e er grown weary of Indentures 


Had ſuch a longing Mind to ſeek Adventures. 
Nay, ſure at laſt th Infection general grew; 

For Yother Day I was a Captain too: 

Neither for Flanders nor for France to roam, 
But, juſt as you were all, to ſtay at home. 

And now for you who here come wrapt in Cloaks, 
Only for Love of Underhill and Nurſe Noakes 
Our Poet ſays; one Day to a Play ye come, 
Which ſerves ye half a Year for Wit at home. 

But which amongſt you is there to be found, 

Will take his third Day's Pawn for fifty Pound? 
Or, now he is Caſhier'd, will fairly venture 
To give him ready Money for's Debenture? 
Therefore when he receiv'd that fatal Doom, 
This Play came forth, in bopes his Friengawag{d come 
1o belp a poor disbanded Soldier * 6s 8 
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T1Tus and BERENICE, 
A 
TRAGEDY. 
Wich a FARCE call'd 


The CHEATS of SCAPIN. 


— 


Grandis Oratio non eſt turgida, 
Sed naturali pulchritudine exſurgit. Pet. Arb. 
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Printed for J. ToNs o N. 1734. 


To the Right Honourable 


70H Earl of Rocher, 


One of the Gentlemen of His Majeſty's 
Bed-Chamber, Cc. 


My LORD, | 
EXIT) ED ICATIONS are grown Things 


of ſo nice a Nature, that it is almott 
impoſſible for me to pay your Lord- 
ſhip thoſe Acknowledgments I owe 
you, and not (from thoſe who can- 
not judge of the Sentiments I have of. 
your Lordſhip's Favours) incur the Cenſure either 
of a Fawner or a Flatterer. Both which ought to- 
be as hateful to an ingenuous Spirit as Ingtatitude. 
None of theſe would I be guilty of, and yet in let- 
ting the World know how good and generous. a 
Patron I have, (in ſpite of Malice) I am ſure I am 
honeſt. | | 
" My Lord, 5 
Never was Poetry under to great an Oppreſſion 
as now, as full of Phanaticiſins as Religion; where 
every one pretends to the Spirit of Wit, ſets up a 
Doctrine of his own, and hates a Poet worſe than 
a Quaker does a Prieſt. | 
Io examine how much goes to the making up 
one of thoſe dreadful Things that reſolve on our 
Diſfolution. It is, for the moſt part, a very little 
French Breeding, much Aſſurance, with a great 
deal of Talk, and no Senſe. Rr. 
' * Fhus he comes to a new Play, enquires the Au- 
thor of it, and (if he can find any) makes his perſo- 
nal Mis fortunes the Subject of his Malice to ſome 
of his Companions, who have as little Wit; and as 
. A 3 much 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
much IIl- Nature as himſelf; and fo to be ſure fas 
far as he can) the Play is damn'd. 1 

At Night he never fails to appear in the With- 
drawing-room, where he picks out ſome that have 
as little to do there as himſelf; who muſtering up 
all their puny Forces, damn as poſitively as if, like 
Muggletou, it were their Gift; when indeed they 
have as little right to Wit, as a Journey-man Taylor 
can have to Propheſy. 

Wit, which was the Miſtreſs of former Ages, is 
become the Scandal of ours: Either the Old Satire, 
to let us underſtand what he has known, damns 
and decries all Poetry but the Old; or elſe the 
young afteQed Fool, that is impudent beyond Cor- 
rection, and ignorant above Inſtruction, will be 
centuring the preſent, tho' he miſplace his Wit, as 
he generally does his Courage, and ever makes uſe 
of it on the wrong Occaſion. „ 

How great a Hazard then does your Lordſhip run, 
in ſo ſtedfaſtly protecting a poor exil'd thing that has 
fo many Enemies ! but that your Wit is more emi- 
nent than all their Folly or Ignorance, and your 
Goodneſs greater than any Malice or Ill- nature can 
be. I am fare fand I muſt own it with Gratitude) 
I have taſted of it much above my Merit, or what 
even Vanity might prompt me to expect: Tho' in 
doing this, I ſhall at beſt but appear an humble Deb- 
tor, who acknowledges honeſtly what he owes, 
tho? to keep up his Credit he muſt be forc'd to bor- 
tow more: For my Genius always led me to ſeek 
an Intereſt in your Lordſhip ; and I never ſee you, 
but I am fir'd with an Ambition of being in your 
Favour. For all I have receiv'd, the higheſt Return 
I am able to make, is my Acknowledgment, in 
which I can hardly 1 whether my Thank- 
fulneſs or my Pride be the greater, when 1 ſub- 
ſoribe my felf | | 
Tour Lordſbip's moſt Obliged 

and moſt Dovoted Servant, 
T HO. OTWAY. 
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LIFE and WRITINGS 
O F 


Mr. THOMAS OTWAY. 


R. Sprat, now Lord Biſhop of 
= Rocheſter, obſerves with great 
Truth and Judgment, that * it 
© is the Cuſtom of the World 
e to prefer the pompous Hiſto- 
l ries of great Men, before the. greateſt 
Virtues of others whoſe Lives have 
been led in a Courſe leſs IIluſtrious. 
A 4 This 


viii Some Account of the Life, &c. 
This indeed, ſays he, is the general 
* Humour, But I believe it to be an Error 
© in Mens Judgments :: For certainly that 
© is a more profitable Inſtruction which 
may be taken from the eminent Goodneſs 
© of Men of lower Rank, than that which 
* we learn from the ſplendid Repreſenta- 
© tions of the Battles and Victories, Build- 
© ings and Sayings of great Commanders 
© and Princes. Such ſpecious Matters, as 
they are ſeldom deliver'd with Fidelity, 
© ſo they ſerve but for the Imitation of a 
very few, and rather make for the Oſten- 
© tation than the true Information of human 
© Life. Whereas it is from the Practice of 
Men equal to our ſelves, that we are more 
* naturally taught how to command our 
© Paſſions, to direct our Knowledge, and 
© to govern our Actions. 

This Remark finiſhes an Account of the 
Life and Writings of Mr. Cowltzy:: The 
Work mult convince all who read it, how 
unjuſt that common way of judging is from 
the many excellent Rules of Life which are 
laid down by that good-natur'd and elegant 
Writer, upon the occaſion of repreſenting 
to the World in how amiable a manner his 
deceaſed Friend poſſeſſed and applied his 
great Talents. B 

The Gentleman whoſe Works I now 
Hand to cloſe his 
N Eyes, 
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Eyes, and we are very much at a loſs to 
know any thing of the Man or his Man- 
ners, but ſo far as we may draw from his 
Repreſentation of laudable Characters in 
others, his Senſe of thoſe Virtues in him- 
ſelf. There ſhines thro! all his Writings a 
very lively Spirit accompany'd with much 
Gaiety, but indeed ſuch a Gaiety as would 
be contemned by thole of Mr. Cowley's Con- 
verſation. You may ſee he aſſociated him- 
ſelf with Men of Wit, but not ſuch as liv'd 
under the Direction of the ſevereſt Rules, 
or underſtood the higheſt Taſte of good 
Writing. By this means the Praiſe of Mr. 
Otway's Writings is, that they are the Effect 
of Nature in a very good Genius, But be- 
fore we enter into any Diſcourſe of his 
Works, we mult not omit what little we do 
know of himſelf, and his Fortunes. 

Thomas Otway was the Son of a worthy 
Clergyman, Mr. Humphry Otway, Rector of 
Molbeding in Suſſex. He was born at Trottin 
in that County on the third of March 
1651, and educated at Wincheſter. In the 
eighteenth Year of his Age he was enter'd 
Commoner of Chriſ#-Church in Oxford, but 
left the Univerſity before he was of ſtand- 
ing to take any Degree. His firſt Appear- 
ance in the World was upon the Stage: 
His Parts andQualifications ſer in ſo publick, 
however diſadvantageous a View, could 
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not eſcape the Notioe of Þ, of Quali 
about the Court and Town, The greate 
Friendſhip” he met with was from one of 
the King's Som, the Earl of Plimonrh z but 
that Favour went no higher than to re- 
commend him in the twenty fixth Year of 
his Age do the Commiſſion of a Comer of 
Horſe, in the new Levies deſign'd for 


Flanders, But he did not, it ſeems, find 


Encouragement, or was not himfelt rurn'd 
for the Profeſſion of Arms; for the enſuing 
Winter he came back to London in a very 
indigent Condition. His Poverty, and the 
Relief from it, which he purchas'd by the 
Succeſs of his Play of Don Carlos, is repre- 


ſented in à Seſſion of the Poets, written a- 


bout that time with great Inſolence and 


Bitterneſe, without the leaſt Wit, in the 


following Lines: 


Tom Otway came next, Tom Shadwell' dear Zany, 
And fwenrs for Heroicks he writes beſt of any: 

Don C-rios his Pockets fo amply had fill d, 

Tynt his Mange was quite cur d and his Lice were all kill'd. 
But Apollo had ſeen his Face on the Stage, | 5 


And prudently did not think fit to eugage 
The Scurn of a Play houſe, for the Prop of un Age. 


Tho? he fares thus ill in the Account 
given of him, by thoſe who might poſſibly 
envy his Parts, Gentlemen who have con- 

| vers'd 
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vers'd with him, ſay, he was a Man of much 
good Humour, eaſy Manners, and winning 
Converſation. He was, it ſeems, very much 
addicted to Pleaſure, and his jovial Temper 
led him into great Wants and Neceſſities: 
Men of Wit, at that time, not having the 
leaſt Encouragement any further than to 
partake in Riots and Debauches, from 
whence they were to return to their own 
narrow Circumſtances with the loſs of 
their Modeſty and Virtue: 'Thus they lan- 
2 in Poverty, without the ſupport of 
Innocence. We know indeed no guilty 
Part in Mr. Otrway's Life, any other 
than thoſe faſhionable Faults which uſual- 
ly recommend to the Converſation of Men 
in Courts; but which ſerve for Excules 
for their Patrons, when they have not a 
mind to do for them. However Mr. O:way 
was treated by thoſe who had the Plea- 
_ fure of his Company, when they conde- 
ſcended to have more Wit at their Ta- 
bles than they could bring thither from 
their own Stock, we find that he liv'd the 
moiſt uncomfortable of all Lives, ſome- 
times in Exceſs, and ſometimes in Want, to 
the thirty third Year of his Age. On 

the fourteenth of April 1685, he dy'd at 
a Publick-houſe on Tower-Hill. This ſhort 
melancholy Account of our Author may be 
of uſe to ſuch ingenious Men, who may 
| expect 
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expect to raiſe their Fortunes by courting 
great Men, without applying themſelves 
to ſuch Arts as may render them uſeful in 
Society in general, beſides the Recommen- 
dation of Wit and fine Parts. Since there- 
fore we have bur little light into what re- 
garded this Gentleman himſelf, and his Cir- 
cumſtances, let us conſider him in his 
Writings. | 

He was Maſter of the moſt affecting 
Manner in expreſſing the Paſſions, and 
touched them with great Skill and Deli- 
cacy. I don't know of ſuch another In- 
ſtance of this force as in the Play of the 
Orphan. This Tragedy is compoled of Per- 
ſons, whole Fortunes do not exceed-the 
Quality of ſuch as we ordinarily call People 
of Condition: and without the Advantage 
of having the >cene heightened by the im- 

ortance of the Characters, his inimitable 
Skill in repreſenting the Motions of the 
Heart, and its Affections, is ſuch, that the 
Circumſtances are great from the Art ot the 
Poet, rather than from the Fortunes of the 
Perſons repreſented. The whole Drama is 
admirably wrought, and the Mixture of the 
Paſſions, (raiſed from 4fhnity, Gratitude, 
Love, and Miſunderſtanding between Bre— 
thren, ill Ulage from Perſons oblig'd flowly 
return'd by the Benefactors, the whole 
grounded upon very probable Miſtakes) 
keeps, 
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keeps the Mind in a continual Anxiety and 
Contrition. 'The Sentiments of the unhap- 
py innocent Monimia are delicate and natu- 
ral; ſhe is miſerable without Guilr, but in- 
capable of living with a Conſciouſneſs of ha- 
ving committed an ill Act, tho'.her Inclina- 
tion had no Pari in it. It was only, as ] juſt 
before remarked in Ozway's Power, to give 
theſe Diſtreſſes in Domeſtick Life, Weight 
enough to move the general Senſe of an 
Audience. But he needed not, that an in- 
jur'd or miſtaken Lover ſhould be able to 
threaten the Ruin of Nations, and wage 
War, becauſe his Miſtreſs was out of 
humour 

The Faculty of mingling good and bad 
Characters, and involving their Fortunes, 
ſeems to be the n 
of this Writer. He very well knew, that 
nothing but diſtreſſed Virtue can ſtrongly 
touch us with Pity. Therefore in Venice 
Preſerv'd, to make us have any manner of 
regard to the Conſpirators, he makes Pierre 


tall of redreſſing Wrongs, and mention all 


the Common- place of Malecontents. 


To ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow Creatures, 
Ard own my ſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a ſhew 
Of Liberty, which yet they ne'er muſt taſte of: 
They fay by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
Bring 


xiv Some Account of the Life, Rc. 
Bring whom aley pleaſe ro Infamy aud Sorrow, 
Drive us lite Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 


Whuift no Hold's left ro ſave us from Deftrudtion. 
All that bear this are Villains, and I one, 


Not to rouſe up at the great Call of Nature, 
And check the Growth of theſe Domeſtict Spoilers, 
That make us Slaves, and tell us it's our Charter. 
Pag. 276, 
Jaffeir's Wants and Diſtreſſes make him 
Prone gy to any deſperate Reſolution, 
yet ſays he 


But when I think what Belvidera fools, 

The Bitterneſs her tender Spirit taſtes of, 

I own my ſelf a Coward : Bear my Weakneſs, 

F throwing thus my Arms about thy Netk, 

I play the Boy, and binbber in #by Boſom. Pag. 279. 


Jaffeir's Expoſtulation afterwards is the 
Picture of all who are partial to their own 
Merit, and generally think a Reliſh of the 


Advantages of Life is Pretence enough 


to enjoy them. 


Toll me why, good Heav'n, 

Thou mad'ft me what I am, with all the Spirit, 

Aſpiring Thoughts, and elegant Deſives 

hat fill the happieſt Man? Ah] rather why 

Didſ# thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 

Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? Pag. 280. 
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How dreadful is Jaffeir's Soliloquy, after 
he is engag'd in the Conſpiracy. 5 


Tm here; and thus the Shades of Night around me, 
I lcok as if all Hell were in my Heart, 

And I in Hell, Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me; —— 
For every Step I tread, methir ks ſome Fiend 

Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 

I've heard how deſperate Wretches, like my ſelf, 
Have wander d out at this dead time of Night 

To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Wall: 

Sure I'm ſo curſt, that, tho of Heawv'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 

Hell! Hell ! why ſleepeſt thou? | Pag. 248. 


In this Play, he catches our Hearts, by 
introducing, if | may fo call it, the Epiſode 
of Belvidera. Private and publick Calamities 
_ alternately claim our Concern; and ſome- 
times we are againſt the whole State for 
the ſake of one diſtreſſed Woman, again 
we come to our felves, and recover our 
Senſes in behalf of a whole People in dan- 
ger. There is not a Virtuous Character 
in the Play but that of Belvidera; and yet 
ſo wonderful is the Force of the Author's 
Eloquence and Skill in mingling Vices 
and Virtues, and 5 with publick Con- 
cerns, that the Ruffian on the Wheel is 
as much the Object of Pity, as if he had 

been 


CC ee I ES : 5 is 
— — — — 4 * — 2 LAY — 
TS . 1 - or — —— 3 — 2 =% 


- ho nfm rom 
3 


[ 


xvi Some Account: of the Life, &c. 
been brought to that unhappy Fate for 
ſome brave Action. I know not but theſe 
looſe Hints may improve the Taſte of the 
ordinary Readers of this Author, which 
is the ſincere Wiſh of the Publiſher; for 
he is ſenſible nothing can prevent the Sale 
of Mr. Otway's Works, but Ignorance of 
his Excellencies, 


PRO G UE 
Spoken by Mr. Underhill. 


Allants, our Author met me here to Day, 
And begg d that I'd ſay ſomething for his Play. 

You Wags, that judge by Rote, and damn by Rule, 
Taking your Meaſures fron ſome Neighbour Fool, 
Who as Impudence, a Coxcomb's-uſeful Tool; 
That always are ſevere, you know not why, 
And would be thought great Criticks by the By; 
With very much Ili nature, and no Wit. 
Juſt as you are, we humbly beg jou id ſit, 
And with your ſilly felves divert the Pit. 
You Men of Senſe, who heretofore allow'd 
Our 4utbor's Follies, make him once more proud. 
But fer the Youths that newly 're come from France, 
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Nhe Heads want Senſe, tho Heels abound with Dance « 


Cur Author to their Fudgment won't ſubmit, 

Put ſwears, that they, who ſo infeſt the Pit 

II trelr own Follies, ne'er can fudge of Wt, 
»Tis thence he chiefly Favour would implore ; 


And, Fair Ones, pray oblige him on my Score : 


Confine his Foes, the Fops, within their Rules ; 
For, Ladies, you know how to manage Fools. 
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1 Perſons repreſented in the 
f Titus Veſpaſian, Emperor of Rome, 
W Anrtiochus, King of Comagene, 


Paulinus, the Emperor's Confident, 
Arſaces, Antiochns's Confident, 
Rutilius, a Tribune, 


WOMEN, 
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Berenice, Queen of Paleſtine, 
Phanice, her Confident, 


TRAGEDY. 


Mr. Betterton, 
Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Medbourn. 
Mr. Crosby. 
Mr. Gillow. 


Mrs, Lee. 
Mrs. Parry. 
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. | Sea in, a Cheat, 
WOMEN. 


Lucia, Thrifty's Daughter, 
Clara, Gripe's Daughter, 
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| Perſons repreſented in the FAR C E. 


Mr, Sanford, 
Mr. Noe. 

Mr. Nor vis. 
Mr, Perotval. 
Mr. Anth, Leigh, 
Mr. Richards, 
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Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Gibs 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE, à Palace. 


Euter Antiochus and Arlſaces. 


ANTIOCHUS% 


CHOU, uy Arſaces, art a Stranger here: 

» This is th' Apirtment of the charming 
Fair, | 

That Berenice, whom Titus ſo adores; 

The Univerſe is his, and he is hers; 


ceals; 

And in her Ears his charming Story tells; 
Whilſt I a Vaſlal for admittance wait, 
Arid am at belt but thought importunate. 

Arſ. You want admittance? who with gen'rous Care 
Have follow'd all her Fortunes ev'ry where, 
Whoſe Fame thro'out the World ſo loudly rings, 
One of the greateſt of our Eaſtern Kings. 

As once you ſeem'd the Monarch of her Breaſt, 
Too firmly ſeated to be diſpoſſeſt; 

Nor can the Pride ſhe doth in Titus take, 
Already ſo ſevere a diſtance make. 

Ant. Yes! till that Wretch Antiochus I am, 
But Love! Oh how I trenible at the Name; 

And 
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And my diſtracted Soul at that doth ſtatt, 
Which once wos all the Pleaſure of my Heart; 
Since Berenice his all my Hopes deſtroy'd,' 
And an eternal Silence on me laid. 5 
Arſ. That you reſent her Pride, I fee with Jy 
»Tis thit which does her Gratitude deſtroy: 
But Friendſhip wrong'd ſhould into Hatred turn, 
And you methinks might learn her Art to ſcorn, 
Ant. Arſfaces, how filſe Meaſures doſt thou take! 
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sun go back; 
Invert all Nature's Orders, Fate's Decrees; 
Then bid me hate the charming Berenice, 
Arſ, Well, love her ſtill; but let her know your Pains 
Reſolve, it you ſhall ſee, and ſpeak again; 
Urge to her Face your rightfol Claim aloud, 
And court her haughtily, as ſhe iy proud, 
Ant, Arſacer, no ſhe's as gentle as a Dove, 
Her yes are Tyrants, but her Soul's all Love, 
And {' owes ſo little for the Vows lv edle 
That if the pity me, I'm more than pb 74,” 


Enter Rutiliuf, „ 451g © 
But ſee, the Man 1 ſent at Jaſt rennMe LL) 7 
Oh how my Heart with Expectaclof d * 
Rutilius, have you Berenice ſeen? OT 
Rut. I have. | e 
Ant. O ſpeak ! what ay the charming Queen? 
Rut. 1 preſs'd with Difficulty thro' the Croud 3 
A Throng of Court- Attendants round her ſtovd, 
The time now paſs'd ot his (ſevere Retreat, 
Titus laments no more his Father's Fate, 
Love takes up all his Thoughts, aud all his Cares, 
Whilſt he to meet thoſe mighty Joys prepares, 
Which may in Berenice's Arms be found 
For ſhe this Day will be Rome's Empreſs crown'd, 
Ant, What do I hear? Confuſion on thy Tongue! 
To tell me this, why was thy Speech fo lung? 
Why didſt not Ruin with more (p:ed afford? 
Thou mightſt have ſpoke, and kilf'd me in a Word. 
But may I not one Moment with her ſpeak, 

And my poor Heart diſcloſe before it break: | 
Rut. You ſhall : For when told what you deſjgn'd, 
She ſweetly ſmil'd, and her fair Head inclin'd !. 8 

Titus ne er from her had a Look more kind, 
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Enter Berenice and Phænicia. 
She's here. 

Ber. At laſt from the rude Joy I'm freed | 
Of thoſe new Friends, whom my new Fortunes breed, 
The tedious Form of their Reſpect I ſhun, 

To find out him whoſe Words and Heart are one, 
Ant iochus, for I'll no Flattery uſe, 

Since you neglect, I juſtly may accuſe, 

How great your Cares for Berenice have been, 
Ev'n all the 17 4 and Roms it ſelt has ſeen, 

In my worſt Fate 1 did your Friendſhip fiad, 
But now I grow more great, you grow leſs kind, 

Ant, Now durſt I hope, I would forget my Smart; 
89 well ſhe underſtands to ſooth my Heart, 

But, Madam, it's g Truth by Rumour - » wy 
That Tut ſhall this night poſſeſs your Bed, 

Ber, Sir, all my ConfliQs Ill to you reveal, 

Tho' half the Fears I've had, I cannot tell; 

So much did Ti/us for his Father mourn, 

I almoſt doubted Love would ne'er return ; 

Ile had not from me that aſſiduous Heat, 

As when whole Days fix'd on my Eyes he ſat: 
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell; 
Oft came, and look'd; ſaid nothing, but Farewcl, 

Ant. But now his Kindneſs he renews again. 

Ber, Oh ! he will doubly recompenſe my Pain 
For that: if any Faith may be allow'd : 
Two thouſand Oathe, two thouſand times renew'd; 
Or wy jane in the Pow'rs divine, 

Antioehns, heil be for ever mine. 

Ant, How ſhe inſults and triumphs in my Ill! 

Sh'as with long Practice learnt to ſmile and kill, 

Oh, Berenice, eternally Farewel, 

Ber. Farewell good Heaven! What Language do IL hear ! 

Stay! I conjure you, Sir — by all that's dear, 
Antiochus, what is it I have done? 

Why don't you ſpeak ? 

Ant. Madam, I muſt be gone, 

Ber, How cruelly you uſe me! I implore 
| The Reaſon ————— | 
Ant. 1 muſt never ſce you more. 


Ber. 
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Ber. For Heav'n's ſake tell, you wound me with delay. 

Ant. At leaſt remember, I your Laws obey, 
Why ſhould 1 here wretched and hopeleſs ſtay ? 
If the remembrance ben't extinguiſh'd quite 
Of that bleſt Place, where firſt you ſaw the Light z 
"Twas there, oh there began my endleſs Smart, 
When thoſe dear Eyes provell'd uon my Heart; 
Then Herenies tod my Vows approv'd, 
Till happy Titns came and was belov'd, 
He did with Triumph and with Terror come, 
And in his Hands bore the Revenge of Rome, 
by trembled, but *twas I alone 

iſt felt his weight, and found my ſelf undone, 

Bey, Hah ! | 

Ant. You too, then t' increaſe the Pains I bore, 
Commanded me to ſpeak of Love no more, 
So on your Hands I {wore at laſt t'obey ; 
And for that taſte of Bliſs gave alF away, | 

Ber. Why do you ſtudy ways tafflict my Mind! 
You may believe, Sir, | am not unkind, 
Alas, I'm ſenſible how well y'ave ſerv'd, 
And have been kinder much than I deſerv'd, 

Ant, Why in this Empire ſhould J longer ſtay, 
My Paſſion and its Weakneſs to betray ? 
Others, tho” | retire, will bring their Joys 
To crown that Happineſs, which mine deſtroys, 

Ber, You triumph thus becauſe your Pow're you know; 
Or it you did not, you'd not uſe me ſo, 
Tho' crown'd Rome's Empreſe, I the Throne aſcend; 
What Pleaſure in my Greatneſs can I find, 


| When [I ſhall want my beſt and trueſt Friend? 


Ant, I reach your purpoſe, you would bave me there, 
That zou might ſee the worſt of Ry Deſpair ; 
J know it the Ambition of your Soul. 
"Tis true, I've been a fond obedient Fool: 
Yet came this time but to new-freight my Heart, 
And with more Love poſleſt, than ever, part, 
Ber. Tho? it could never enter in my Mind, 
Since Cæſar's Fortunes muſt with mine be Join'd, 


That any Mortal curſt ſo hardy prove 


T' invade his Right, and talk to me of Love; 


I bear the unpleafifig Nerrative of yours, 

And Friendſhip, what my Honour thune, endures, 
Nay more; your parting 1 with trouble hear, 

For you, next Hm, ate to my Soul moſt dear, 
Ant. In Juſtice to my Memory and Fame, 

| 1 from ,, that unlucky Name: 

A Name, which ev'ry Moment you repest, 
Whilit my poor Heart lies bleeding at your Feet, 
Farewel, 6 „be not at my Raving griev'd 1 
When of my Death the News ſhall be receiv'd, 
Remember why 1 dy'd, and what I Med. — [ Ex, Ant, 

Phan | grieve for him; a Love fo true as this, 
Deſery'd, methinks, more fortunate Succeſs; 

Are you not troubled, Madam! 

Ber, Yes, I feel 
Something within me difficult to quell. 
 Ph#n, You ſhould have ſtaid him. 

Ber, Who, I him? no, 

From my Remembrance rather let him go, 
His Fancy does with wild Diſtraction rove, 
Which thy raw Ignorance interprets Love, 

Phan, Titus his Thought, yet to unfold, denies 1 
And Rome beholds you but with jealous Eyes, 
Its rigorous Laws create my Fears for you; 
Remans no Foreign Marriages allow ; 
To Kingly Power ſtill Enemies th'ave been, 
Nor will, I fear, admit of you a Queen. 
Ber. Phanicia, no; my time of Fear is paſt; 
Me Titus loves, and that includes the reſt. 
The Splendor of this Night thou haſt beheld; 
Are not thy Eyes with his bright Grandeur fill'd ? 
Theſe Eagles, Faſces, marching all in State, 
And Crouds of Kings that with their Tributes wait; 
Triumphs below, and Bleſſings from above, 
Seem all at Strife to grace this Man of Love. 
Away, Phenitia, let's go meet him ſtraight, 
I can no longer for his coming wait. 

My eager Wiſhes drive me willy on; 


Nor will be temper d till my Joy's begun. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Titus, Paulinus, and Attendants. 
Tit, To th' Syrian King did you the Meſſage bear ? 
And does he know that * ect him here? 
Paul. Sir, in the Queen's Apartment, he alone 
Was ſcen, but ere I there arriv'd; was gone. 
Tit. fTis well, Paulinus; for theſe ten Days paſt 
I have to Berenice a Stranger been; 
But you can tell me all how does the Queen? 
Paul. She does, what ſpeaks 'howr much ſhe values you; 
When you mourn'd for your Father, ſhe mourn'd too, 
So juſt a Sorrow in her Face was ſhown, 
It ſeem'd as if the Loſs had been her own, 
Tit, Oh lovely fair One, little doſt thou know 
How hard a Trial thou muſt undergo, [ Aſide. 
Heav'n! O my Heart! 
Paul, What is't your Grief ſhould raiſe 
For her, whom almoſt all the Eaſt obeys ? 
Tit, Command, Paulinus, that all theſe retreat; 
[ aul. moves his Hand, and the reſt go out. 
Rome of my Purpoſe is uncertain yet, 8 
Expects to know the Fortune of the Queen: 
Their Murm'cings I have heard, and Troubles ſeen. 
The Buſineſs of our Love is the Diſcourſe 
And Expectation of the Univerſe. 
And by the Face of my Affairs, I find, 
Wil Tis time that I reſolve and fix my Mind, 
' Tell me, Paulinus, juſtly, and be free, 
What ſays the World of Berenice and me? 
Paul. In ev'ry Heart you Admiration raiſe: 
All your bigh Virtues, and her Beauty praiſe. 
Tit, Alas! thou anſwer'd wide of my Deſire: 
Paulinus, be my Friend, and come yet nigher. 
How do they of my Sighs and Vows approve? 
Or what expect they from ſo true a Love? | 
Paul. Love, or not love, Sir, all is in your Power; 
The Court will ſecond ſtill the Emperor. ta T. 
- Tie. Courtiers, Paulinus, ſeldom are ſincere; | 
To pleaſe their Maſter they have too much Care. M 
The Court did Nero's horrid Acts applaud, Ye 
To all his Luſts ſubſcrib'd, and call'd him God: 
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Th! idolatrous Court ſhall never judge for me: 


No, my Paulinus, 1 rely on thee, 
e 


What then mult Berenice expect, declare; 


Will Rome be gentle to her, or ſevere? 


My Happineſs is plac'd in her alone, 
Now they have rais'd me to th' Imperial Throne, 
Where on my Head continual Cares muſt fall, 
Will they deny me what may ſweeten all? 
Paul, Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Deſert, 
Proclaim indeed ſhe has a Roman Heart: 
But ſhe's a Queen, and that alone withſtands 
All which her Beauty and her Worth demands, 
In Rome the Law-has long unalter'd ſtood, 
Never to mix its Race with Strangers Blood, 
Tit. It is a Sign they are capricious grown, 
When they deſpiſe all Virtues but their own. 
Paul. Julius, who firſt ſubdu'd her to his Arms, 
And quite had filenc'd Laws with War's Alarms, 
Burning for Cleopatra's Love; to Fme 
More juſt, fled trom her Eyes, and hid his Flame. 
Tit. But which way from my Heart ſhall | remove 
So long eſtabliſh'd and deep-rooted Love? 
Pau} The Conflict will be difficult, I gueſs ; 
But you your riſing Sorrows will ſuppreſs, 
Tit. Who can a Heart that's not his own controul ? 
Her Preſence was the Comfort of my Sov] : 
After a thouſand Oaths confirm'd in Tears, 
By which I vow'd my ſelf for ever hers, 
J hop'd with all my Love, and all her Charms, 
At laſt to have her in my longing Arms. 
But now I can ſuch rare Perfections crown; 
And that my Love's more great than ever grown, 
When in one Hour a happy Marriage may 
Of all my five Years Vows the Tribute pay; 
I go, Paulmus —— how my Heart does riſe! 
Paul. Whither? | 
Tit. To part for ever from her Eyes. 
Tho' I requir'd th' Aſſiſtance of thy Zeal, 
To cruſh a Paſſion that's ſo hard to quell; 
My Heart had of its Doom reſolv'd before: 
Yet Berenice does ſtill diſpute the War, 
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The Conqueſt of ſo great a Flame muſt coſt 
Conflicts, in which my Soul will oft be toſt. 

Paul. You in your Birth for Empire were deſign'd, 
And to that Purpoſe Heav'n did frame ow Mind ; 
Fate in that Day wiſe Providence did ſhew, 5 
Fixing the Deſtiny of Rome in you. | 

Tit. My Youth rejoic'd in Love and glorious Wars, 
But my Remains of Life muſt waſte in Cares, 

Rome my new Conduct now obſeryes, 'twould be 
Both ominous to her, and mean in me, 

If in my Dawn of Power, to clear my Way 

To Happineſs, I ſhould her Laws deſtroy : 

No, I've reſoly'd on'r, Love and all ſhall go; 
Alas! it muſt, ſince Rome will havg it ſo, 

But how ſhall I poor Berenice prepare? 

Paul. You muſt reſolve to go and viſit her; 
Sooth her ſad Heart, and on her Patience win: 

Then by Degrees 

Tit, —— But how ſhall I begin? 

Oh, my Paulinus, | have oft defign'd 

To ſpeak my Thoughts, but ſtill they ſtay'd behind. 
I hop'd, as ſhe diſcern'd my troubled Breaft, | 
She might a little at the Cauſe have gueſs d: 

But nought ſuſpecting as I weeping lay, 
With her fair Hand ſhe'd wipe the Tears away, 

And in the Miſt never the Loſs perceiv'd 

Of the ſad Heart, ſhe had too much beliey'd. 

But now a firmer Conſtancy I take, 

Either my Heart ſhall vent its Grief, or break, 


1 thought to have met Antiochus, and here 4 

All I &er lov'd ſurrender'd to his Care. | f 
To morrow he conducts her to the Eaſt, | 
And now I go to ligh, and look my laſt, 


Paul, I n&er expected leſs from that Renown, 
Which all your Actions muſt with Glory crown. 
Tit, How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too! 
How much more fair and charming were ſhe now, 
If thro! eternal Dangers to be won ! | 
So J might ſtill call Berenice my own, 
In Nero's Court, where I was bred, my Mind -M | 
By that Example to all Ills inclin d; 
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The laoſe wild Paths of Plesſures I purſu'd, 
Till Berenice firſt taught me to be good. 
She tiugbt me Virtue; but, oh curſed Rome! 
The Good I dwe her, muſt her Wrong become, 
For ſo much Vittue, and Renown fo great 
For oll the Honour I did ever get. 
Her for whoſe ſake alone I Fame purſi'd, 
I muſt forego, to pleafe the Multirude ! 

Paul. You cennot with Ingratitude be charg'd, 
You have the Bounds of Paleſtine enlarg'd, 

Ev'n to Euphrates her wide Power extends; 
So many Kingdoms Berenier commands, , 

Tit, Weak Comforts, for the Griefs muſt on her dwell, 
I know fair Berenice, and krow too well 
To Greatneſs ſhe ſo little did incline, 

Her Heart ask'd never ary thing but mine, 
Let's talk no more of her, Paulinus. 

Paul. Why? 
Nie. The thought of her but ſhakes my Conſtancy : 
Yet in my Heart if Doubts already riſe, 

What will it do when 1 behold her Eyes? 
| Enter Rutilius. 

Rut. Sir, Berenice deſites admittance here — 

Tit. Paulinus— Oh! 

Paul, Can you already fear? 

So ſoon are all your Reſolutions ſhook? 
Now, Sir's the Time | [Ex. Rut. 
Enter Berenice, Phænicia, and Attendants. | 

Tit. I have no Power to look. 

Ber, Sir, ben't difpleas'd, that I thus far preſume : 
It is to pay my Gratitude I come. 

Whilft all the Court aſſembled in my View, 

Admire the Favour you on me beſtow, 

lt were unjuſt, ſhould I remain elone 

Silent as tho' I had a Senſe of none. 

Your Mourning's done, and you from Griefs are free; 
Are now your own, and yet not viſit me? 

Your Preſent of new Diadems I wait, 

Oh! give me more Content and leſs of State: 

Give me a Word, a Sigh, a Look at leaſt. 

In thoſe th' Ambition of my Soul'is plac'd. 
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Was your Diſcourſe of me when I arriv'd ? 
Was I ſo happy, may it be believ' d? 

Speak, tell me quick, is Berenice ſo bleſt? 

Or was I preſent to your Thoughts at leaſt? 

Tit, Doubt it not, Madam: By the Gods I ſwen't, 
That Berenice is always in my Heart: 
Nor Time, nor Abſence can you thence remove: 

My Heart's all yours, and you alone I love. 

Ber. Yeu vow your Love perpetual and ſincere, 
But *tis with a ſtrange Coldneſs that you ſwear. 

Why the juſt Gods to witneſs did you call? 
I don't pretend to doubt your Faith at all, 
Ja you 1 truſt, would only from you live, 
Aud what you ſay, I ever muſt believe. 
Tit. Madam! 2 

Ber. Proceed. Alas, whence this Surprize! 
You ſeem'd confus'd, to turn away your Eyes, 
Nothing but trouble in your Face I find: 
Does ſtiil a Father's Death afflict your Mind? 

Tit. Oh! did my Father, good Veſpaſian, live, 
How happy ſhould I be? . 

Ber. Al, ceaſe to grieve! 

Your Tears have reverenc'd his Mem'ry now. 
Cares are to Rome and your own Glory due. 

A Father you lament, a feeble Grief, 

Whiltt for your Abſence I find no Relief. 

But in your Preſence only take Delight, 

I, who ſhall die, if but debarr'd your Sight, 

Tit. Madam, what is it that your Griefs declare? 
What time d'you chooſe: For Pity's ſake forbear, 
Your Bounties my Ingratitude proclaim, 

Ber. You can do nothing that deſerves that Name; 
No, Sir, you never can ungratefu] prove. 

May be I'm fond, and tire you with my Love, 

Tit. No, Madam, no; my Heart (ſince I muſt ſpeak ) 
Was ne'er more full of Love, or half fo like to break! 
But e 

Ber. What? 
Tit. Alas! 
Ber. Procced. 
Tie, The Empire Rome | 
Ber, Well, 
| Tit, 
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Tit. Oh, the diſmal Secret will not come — 
Away, Paulinus, ere I'm quite undone. 
My Speech forſakes me, and my Heart's all Srone, 
i | Ex. Tit. and Paul. 
Ber. So ſoon to leave me, and in Trouble too? 
Titus, how have I this deſerv'd from you ? 
What have I done, Phonicia, tell me, ſpeak. 
Phan. Does nothing to your Memory appear 
That might provoke him? 
Ber. By all that's to me dear, 
Since the firſt Rour I {aw his Face, till now, 
Too much of Love is all the Guilt I know. 
This Silence is too rude, and racks my Breaſt, 
In tie Uncertainty I cannot reſt; 
He knows, Phœnicia, all my Moments paſt. 
Perhaps he's jealous of the Syrian King; | 
Tis thai's the Root whence all this Change muſt ſpring, 
Titus, this Victory I ſhall not boaſt. 
I wiſh the Gods would try me to the moſt, . 
With a more potent Rival tempt my Heart, 
One that would make me greater than thou art: 
Then, my dear Titus, ſhouldſt thou ſoon diſcern, 
How much for thee I all Mankind would. ſcorn, 
Let's go, Phœnicia, with one gentle word. 


He will be erty Bo and I reſtor'd. 


© My injur'd Truth by my Campoliance find, 
« And it he has a Heart he muſt be kiuo. oops: 


— 


— 


A SCENE -L 
Enter Titus, Antiochus, and Arſaces. 


Tit. A Niiochus! you- ve done your Friendſhip wrong, 
In that you've kept this Secret hid ſo long. 


What is'c that your Departure does incite, 
Which, not unjuſtly, I may call a Fliaht? 
For tho? on the Imperial Throne l'm plac'd, 


So highly ſeem with Fortune's Favour grac'd; 
As if ſhe nothing further had to grant; 
I more than ever do your Friendſhip want. 
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Your Heart and Friendſhip are my only Aim. 


But *tis a Secret hard from thence to py : 
Tiis not from you, it is from Rome 
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Ant. Sir, your great Kindneſs I ſo well did know, 
I durſt not ſlay, where I ſo much did owe. 
When firſt Fudea heard your loud Alarms, 
You made me your Companion in your Arme. 
Nay, nearer to you did with Friendſhip join, 
And lodg'd the Secrets of your Breaſt in mine. 
Yet all this Goodneſs but augments my Sin, 
For I have falſe and moſt ungrateful been. 

Tit. | can't forget, that to your Arms alone 
] owe the half of all Jever won: | 
Witneſs thoſe precious Spoils you hither brought, 
Won from the Fews, when on my fide you fought, 
To all thoſe Purchaſes I lay no claim; | 

[take ? 


Ant. My Heart! my Friendſhip! Heav'o, how you miſ- 
On my Deceit how weak a Gloſs you make! 
When firſt you thought your ſelf of me poſſeſt, 
You took a very Serpent to your Breaſt, 

Tit. Antiochus, I find where thou art ſtung: 


Tell me th' officious Slave that does me wrong. 


Some baſe Detractor has my Honour ſtain'd, 

And in your eaſy Heart a Credit gain'd; 

Abus'd, and told you Titus was unjuſt : 

But I will know the treacherous Fiend, I muft, 
Tho? you unkindly from your Friend would run, 


And own tb' Injuſtice -e yuu think I've done. 
„On Anal, if I durſt but ſpeak my Heart; 


fly, 
There's a Diſeaſe in't I muſt ſhug or die. | 
Seek then no more what's dangerous to know, 


When moſt your Friend, I ſhall appear your Foe, 


Tit, 1 either to your kleart a Stranger am, 
Or ſure Antiochus is not the lame; | 
What elſe ſhould make you not your Mind declare? 
What is't that you dare ſay, I dare not hear? 
Ant. If then, whate'er | utter, you dare hear, 
Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear. 
But arm your Heart with Temper ; Well, tis this. 
Tit, Go on. . 
Ant. I love the charming Berenice. 
Tit, Hah ! we 


Ant. 
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Ant. Yes, nor was I hateful'to her Eyes, 
Till you come on, and robb'd me of the Prize, 
When at your Army's Head you did appear, 
You ſack'd Feruſalem and conquer'd her. 

It. A braver Rival 1'd not wiſh to find, 
Than him that dares be juſt, and tell his Mind. 
So far's Reſentment from my Heart remov'd, 
That Berenice is by my Friend belov'd, 

That I, Ant iochus, the thing extol, 

For ſhe was made to be ador'd by all: 

And happy he that ſhall poſſeſs her. 
Ant. True; 

But 'tis fit none ſhould be fo bleſt ſave you: 

And Berenice for none could be deſign'd, 

But him that's the Delight of all Mankind. 

"Tis for this cauſe to Syria I repair: 

For when you're bleſt, no Envy ſhould be near. 
Tit, O my Antiochns, when thou ſhalt ſee 


Huw ſmali's the Happineſs in ſtore for me, 


Thou needft not feat thy Envy; let me have 
Thy Pity and thy Aid, *cis that I crave. 
My beſt and trueſt Friend, you muſt be ſo, 
For there's none fit for't in the World but yon: 
None but a King, my Rival, and my Friend, 
Is fit to ſpeak the Torments of my Mind. 
In my Behalf you Berenice mull ſee, 

Ant. Is that an Office, Titus, fit for me? 
Is't not enough her Cruelties | bear, 
But you muſt too ſollicit my Deſpair? 
I ſwore for ever from her to depart, - 
Alas! and dare not truſt again my Heart. 
Your Paſſion by another may be ſhown, 


I hive enough to do to rule my own. 
Tit, He that ſo well his own Misfortunes bears, 


Can beft inſtru her how to temper hers. 
Nay, my Antiochus, you muſt not ſtart ; 


I krow by mine your News will ſhake Her Heart, 


For I muſt too for eyer from her part, 
Ant, You part ? 
Tit, Yes! curſt Neceſſity! tis true. 
She that both conquer'd me and fetter'd you, 
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In whom alone I ſumm'd up all Delight, 
Muſt be for ever baniſh'd from my Sight, 
Art Tt cannot be: No Slave that wears her Chains, 
Upon fo eaſy Terms his Freedom gains. 
Tit, Lord of the World my Empire wide does flow, 
] can make Kings, and can depoſe them too: 
The ſtubborn'ft Hearts muſt to my Pow'r bow down, 
And yet I am not Maſter of my own, 
Rome, that to Kings ſo long a Foe has been, 
Will not admit my Marriage with the Queen, 
If Berenice to morrow be not gone, 
The Multitude will to her Palace run; 
And from their rude outrageous Tongues ſhe'll herr 
The News I dread to tell, and you to bear, 
Art, Now if my Heart was to Revenge ally'd, 
How wight I triumph in her falling Pride! 
To ſee her Cruelties to me repaid, _ 
Ard with them all her tortur'd Soul upbraid. 
Bur, Titus, I'm more juſt ; and rather mov'd, 
That ev'n, Sir, you dare wrong the thing I've lov'd. 
Tit. When I th' Imperial Power did firſt aſſume, 
I firmly ſwore t uphold the Rights of Rome. 
Should I to follow Love from Glory fly, 
Forſake my Throne, in ev'ry Vaſſal's Eye. 
How mean and deſpicable muſt I prove; 
An Emp'ror led about the World with Love! 
No, Prince, the fatal Story you muſt tell, 
And bid from me poor Berenice farewel. 
But if the Hopes of reigning in my Heart 
May any eaſe to her ſad Mind impart, 
Swear, Friend, by all that to my Soul is dear, 
Entire I will preſerve her ever there. 
Mourning at Court, and more exil'd than ſhe, 
My 9 but a long Bani ſnment ſhall be 
From all thoſe Joys that wait on Pomp and Powes. 
To morrow ſhe her Journey hence muſt take, | 
And ſol all, that cer I lov'd forſake. 
Ker to your Care and Conduct I commend; 
For tho' my Rival, as a King and Friend, 
The deareſt Treaſure I dare with you truſt, 
Ant. Sir, do not tempt me, leſt I prove unjuſt: 
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Her Charms that made me my own Fame forego, 
Will be too apt to make me falſe to you. 2 
Tit. No more; I know thee, have thy Honour try'd, 
Firm till in Danger found thee by my ſide. | 
„Thou knew'ſt my Love, whilſt thine was yet conceal'd, 
When all thy Hopes by my Succeſs were quell'd: 
Even at that time thou didſt no Falſhood ſhow, 
And wilt not wrong me on Advantage now. | 
| Exit Titus. 
Ant. No, I'il not ſee her, neither dare I go: 
Too ſoon from others her hird Lot ſhe'll know. 
Doſt thou not think her Fate's enough ſevere, 
Unleſs that I th' unwelcome Meſſage bear? 
I, who ber Hate enough have felt before, 
And need not ſeek new Ways to purchafe more. 
Arſe. See, ſhe approaches; now the Coward play, 
And, when you might have conqu:r'd, run away. 
Enter Berenice, and Phanicia, 
Ant, Oh Heav'n! | 
Ber. My Lord, I fee you are not gone; 
Perhaps *ris me alone that you would ſhun, 
Ant. You come not here Antiochus to find, 
The Viſit to another was de ſign'd. 
Ceſar : And *tis on him the Blame muſt light, 
It now my Preſence here offend your Sight. 
They're his Commands, are guilty of the Sin; 
It may be elſe I had at Offia been. 
Ber. His Friends are always with his Preſence grac'd, 
*Tis 1 alone that cannot be ſo bleſt. 
Ant. Too much has Prejudice upon you gain'd: 
Twas for your ſake alone I was dctain'd. 
Ber, For mine? away. | 
Ant. Tyrannick Fair, *tis true, 
He kept me here only to talk of you. 
Ber, Of me, my Lord! forbear this courtly Art, 
You're brave, and ſhould not mock an eaſy Heart. 
In my Diſtreſs what Pleaſure could you ſee? 
Alas! or what could Titus ſay of me? 
Ant. Better a thouſand times than I can tell, 
So firm a Paſſion in his Heart does dwell, 
When you are nam'd he's from himſelf transform'd, 
And ev'ry way betrays how much he's charm'd. 
Wo 3 Loe 
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ve in his Face docs like a Tyrant riſe, 

Ant Majeſty's no longer in his Eyes. 

ut tHere are things behind, I dare not ſpeak: 

For at the News your tender Heart would break. 
. Ber. How, Sir ? h | 

Art. Ere Night the Tru: hof what Ive ſaid you'll knowg, 
And then, I doubt not, juſtify me too. | 
Farewel. | „„ 

Ber. Oh Heav'n! what can this Language mean? 
You fee before your Eyes a wretebed Queen. 

Sr, of my Quiet if you have fuch Care, 
Or if my ſeit your Eyes. held ever dear, 
Diſpel this Miſt of Trouble from my Soul. 

Aut. Madam, your ſelf excuſe, 

For your own lake it is that I refuſe. 

"Twill not be long before the Doubt's remov'd. 
Ber: Ycy told me once, Antiochas, you lov'd; 

Put fure *twas only that you might betray; 

Oc elſe you more would fear to diſobey. 

Ant. I diſobey you! ask my Life, and try 

How plorioufly I for your ſake can die. 

It would by far be the more welcome Fate, 

Thin now to ſpeak, and ever gain your Hate. 

Ber. No, Sir, you never ſhall my Hatred find; 
'Tis my Deſire, and you mult be ſo kind. 

Will you? | 

Ant. Heav'n! this Conſtraint is worſe than Death, 
You drive, and will not give me time to breathe. 
Oh, Madam! put me to no further Pain, 

Ber. Mult | then ever beg, and beg in vain ? 
Fence, froward Prince, either the Truth relate, 
Forbear, or be aſſur'd for ever of my Hate. 

Ant, My Heart was always yours, and is ſo till, 
For ever muſt depend upon your Will, 

I with another way your Pow'r you'd try'd; 

Hut you're reſuly'd, and mult be ſatisfy'd : 

Yet flitter not your ſelf, I ſhall ceclaje 

Thoſe Horrors which perhaps you dare not hear, 
You cannot but believe; I know your Heart 
Look then to feel me ſtrike its tender'ſt Part. 
Titus has told me | | 
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Ber. What? fear no Surprize. | 
Ant. That he muſt part for ever from your Eyes. 
Ber, We part! Can * another Nature take? 

Or Tus ever Berenice for ſake? 

ert. Perhaps tis ſtrange that I ſhould tell you ſo: 
But you ſhall find Pl] do him Juſtice too. 

Whatever in a Heart, both kind and great, 

Love with Deſpair moſt dreadful could create, 

I aw in his: He weeps, laments, and more 

Than ever does fair Berenice adcre, 

But what avails it, that ſuch Love he ſhows ? 

A Queen ſuſpected to Rome's Empire grows, 

And Titzs cannot with her Laws diſpenſc; 

For therefore tis you mult be baniſh'4 hence. 

Ber. What do | hear, alas, Phenicia ! 
Ant. Nay, to morrow is your laſt and utmoſt Day: 

In bearing this the Courage well you'll prove 

Of that great haughty Soul, which ſcorn' my Love. 
Ber. Will Titus leave his Berenice forlorn! 

He who ſo many Oaths fo oft hath ſworn ! 

I'll not believe't; his Love and Faith's more ſtrong 

I'm ſure he's guiltleſs and you do him Wrong: 

This is a Snare to diſunite us id: 

Titus, thou lov'ſt me, doſt not wiſh me derd 

No, (traight I" fee him, and fecure all Fei. 

Let's go. 

Ant. Too well you may beho'd him here. 
Ber, Too well you wiſh ir, to perf 3.'e it. 

In this your baſe degenerate Soul you ſhow , 

When you no other Stratagem could find 

T'abuſe my Heart, you would betriy your Friel, 

Howc'er he prove, know your Sight abhor, 

And from this Minute never fee me more. 

Ant. Oh Berenice ! remorfeleſs cruel Fair! 

Born only for my Torment and Deſpair. 

Was it tor this fo faithful.y L ferv's? 

Is this the Recompence I have deſorv'd ? 

I, who for you did all Ambition wave, 

And lete u Kingdom to become your Slave! 

Curſe on my Fate! . 

Ber, It cer my Heart you priz' ], 


You neyer had this Cruelty devis'd 


36 Trrus and BERENICE. 


Never to work my Torment been thus bold, 

And ſo triumphant!y the Story told. 

Away, Phœnicia; no more [']] hear him _ | 
| [Ex. Ber, and Phoen: 

Ant, Now, my Arſaces, would my Heart but break; 

But yet I hope in part l've Freedom won, 

And what Love would not, by her Hate (Was done. 

The Pain I lately endur'd thou haſt beheld; 

I left her all enamour'd, jealous, wild: 

But now performing this ignoble part, 

Perhaps, l' ever baniſh her my Heart, 

She left me cruelly, and let her go; 

My Honour and Repoſe command it too: 

For ever to my Eyes a Stranger be, 

Till I have learnt to ſcorn as well as ſhe, Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Berenice in Diſorder. 


Ber. 1 Of my Wrong too well am ſatisfy'd: 

To ſee the perjur'd Titus twice | try'd; 
Twice tor Admittance to him begg'd in vain, 
Nor is Fhanicia yet return'd again. 
Phenicia has no Anſwer to bring back, 
Ingrateful Titzs will not hear her ſpeak: 
Bur hides himſelf, and from my Fury flies; 
Nor will have Senſe thv* Berenice dies. 

Enter Phænicia. 

Phenicia, well, my Titus haſt thou ſeen ? 
What? will he come and make me live again? 

Phen, Madam, the Emp'ror I alone did find; 
And ſaw in his the Trouble of your Mind; 

I ſaw the Tears he would have hid, run down. 

Ber, But was be not aſham'd they ſhou'd be ſhown? 
Lookt he not as he thought his Love Diſgrace? 

And was not all the Emperor in his Face ? 

Phan. Doubt it not, Madam, he will ſoon be here: 
But wherefore will you this Diſorder wear? 
Your rufl:i Dreſs let me in Order place, 

Aud thei diſhevell'd Locks that hide your Face. 


Ber. 
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Ber. Forbear Phanicia, let it all alone: 
No, he ſhall ſee the Triumph he has won; 
How vain thoſe fooliſh Ornaments muſt prove, 


If neither Faith, nor Tears, nor Means can move? 


Enter Antiochus and Arſaces. 
Oh, my unruly Sorrows! Oh, my Fears! 


Who's here? | 
Ant. Arſaces, Berenice in Tears? 
Ber. Antiochus ! Phenicia, let's away 
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To let him ſee my Torments Il not ſtay. [ Exeunt, 


Ant. Now whither's all my Reſolution gone? 
Arſaces, who could ſee't and be his own! 
I ſaid I'd never ſee her Face again: 
But come and find my Boaſtings all were vain ; 
Sceing ber Sufferinps, all her Scorn forget, 
And loſe at once my Vengeance and my Hate, 
Wretched Antiochus ! with how much Care 
And Labours my own Miſchiefs I prepare! 
How poorly all my Injuries have borne! 
Hopeleſs, undone, and to my ſelf a Scorn. 
Leave me alone unhappy as I am; 
I would not have a Witneſs of my Shame, 

Enter Titus attended, 

Tit, Twas cruel not to ſee her: O my Heart! 
And now I go to ſee her, but to part. 
Rutilins fly, and ſooth the Queen's Deſpair, 
And for our meeting Berenice prepare. 


Ant. What have you done, Sir, Berenice will die; 


I ſaw her hence with Hair diſhevell'd fly. 

'Tis only you her Fury can ſurceaſe ; 

Whene'er you're nam'd, ſhe's inſtantly at Peace, 

Her Eyes ſtill bent to your Apartment were, 

And ev'iry Moment ſeem'd to wilh you near, 
Tit. Anziochus, aſſiſt me what to do; 

I'm not prepar'a for the ſad Interview: 

I have not yet conſulted well my Heart, 

And doubt it is not ſtrong enough to part. 

Since firſt I rook Poſſeſſion of the Throne, 

What is it tor my Honour I have done? 

My Love and Folly only I've diſclos'd, 

And nothing but my Weakneſſes expoy'd.. 


The 
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The golden Days where are they to be found, 
So much expected when this Head was crown'd ? 
Whoſe Tears have I dry's up? or in what Face 
Can I the Fruits of any AQ trace? 
Know I what Years Heev'n bes for me decrecd ? 
And of theſe few how few are to ſucceed ? 
And yet how many have [I ſpent in waſte ! 
Put now to Honour Ul make greater haſte: 
Alas! 'tis but one Blow, and alt is paſt. 
Ey ter Berenice preſſing from Rut. and Paul. 

Bey, Let me alone, your Counſels all ave weak; 
See him I muſt, he's here, and | will tpcob. 
Has Titns then forſook me? is it true 
Muſt we two port dees he command it too? 

Tit. O ! ſtop the Deluge, which ſo fiercely flows: 
This is no Time Yallay each other's Woes: | 
Enough I fee] my own Amictions ſmart, 
And need not theſe dear Tears to damp. my Heart. 
Put if we neither ean cur Griefs com mand, 
Yet with ſuch Honour let em be ſuſtain d, 
As the whole World to hear it told ſhall fmart; 
For, deareſt Berenice, we muſt part. 
And now I would not a Diſpute mainta'n, 
Whether T lov'd, but whether I muſt reign, | 

Ber. Reign (Cruel) then, and ſatisfy your Pride, 
And for your Cruelties be deify d. 
I' neer diſpute it farther, I but ſtay'd 
Till Tisas, who fo many Vows had made 
Of ſuch a Love as nothing could impair, 
Skould come himſelf, and tell: how falle they were. 
Now [| believe'r, enough I've: heard you tell, 
And I am gone eternally farewel, 
Etcrnally —— Ah, Str, conſider nous 
How harſh that Word is, and how dreadful too. 
Conſider oh! the Miſeries they bear, 
That are for ever robb'd of all t bat's dear; 
From this ſad Mament never more to meet: 
Is it for Day to dawn, and Day to. ſet, ; 
In which I muſt not find my Hopes ſtill young, 
Nor yet once ſee my Dius all Day long? 
Hesv'ns! how I wildly rave - to loſe my Pains 
On him ungrat:iul that my Tears diſdains! 


Of 
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Of all thofe Days of Abfence I ſhall count 
With him, the Number will to nothing mount. 

Tit. Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need 
To count the Days that ſhall your Loſs ſucceed: 
I hope ere long that you will hear from Fame, 
How very wretched and how juſt I am. | 
My Heart bleeds now, I feel the Drops run down 
Nor can it be long dying when you're gore. | 

Ber. Ah why, Sir, muſt we part, if this be true? 
My Chims to Marriage it no more renew. 

Will Rome accept of nathing but my Dewh? 
Or why d'ye envy me the Fir [| breathe? 

It. Madam, you are too pow'rful ev'ry way: 
Shall I withſtand it? no, for ever ſtay. | 
Then I ſrom Bliſs muſt always be Jeburr'd. 

And on my Heart for ever keep a Guard: 
With Fears thro" all my Courſe of Glory move, 
Leſt ere aware | loſe my felf, and Love. 
Ev'n now my Heart is from my Boſom ftray'd, 
And all its Swellings on a ſudden laid, 

Bent thus to you by all Eove's ſofteſt Pow*'rs, 
And only this remembers, that tis yours. 

Ber. O Titus, whilſt this charming Tale you tell, 
D'ye ſee the Romans ready to rebel? 

Tit, How: they will look on the Affront, who knows, 
If once they murmur and then, fall to Blows ? 
Muſt I in Battle juftify my Cauſe? | 
Or if they ſhould! ſabmir and ſet their Laws, 

How muſt I be expos'd another Day! 

And for their Patience too how largely pay ! 

With Grievances and wild Demands ſtilſ curſt, 
Shall I dare plead the Laws that break them firſt? 

Ber, How: much you are an Emperor now [ find, 
'Tis plain in your unſteddy anxious Mind, 

You weigh your People's Rights to your own Fears, 
But never value Berenice's Fears, | 
Tit. Not value them! why are you ſo unjuſt? 
Now, by the Honour of my Father's Duſt, 
By Heav'n and all the Gods that govern there, 
If any thiog to me be half ſo dear; . 
May 1 be as a Slave) depos'd and ſerve, 8 


Or elſe forlorn in ſome wild Deſart ſtarve, 
Till Im as wretched as my | Ills deſerve, 


— — VC in 
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Ber. Laws you may change ; why will you for their ſale 
Into your Breaſt eternal Sorrows take ? . 
Rome has her Privileges; have not you 
Your Intereſts, your Rights as ſacred too? 
Say. ſpeak. 
Tit, Alas! how do you rend my Breaſt! 
I know indeed I never can have Reſt ; 
And yet the Laws of Rome I cannot change, 
Do, break my Heart, and take your full Revenge. 
Ber, How weak a Guard does now your Honour keep? 
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep? 
Tit. I grant it. I am ſenſible I do, 
I weep, alas! I figh and tremble too. 
For when to Empire firſt I did attain, 
Rome made me ſwear I would her Rights maintain, 
I did, and muſt perform what I then yow'd; 
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd : 
And *tis their Honour: yet in leaving you, 
All their auſtereſt Laws I ſhall out-do :. 
And an Example leave ſo brave and great, 
As none ſhall ever after imitate, 
Ber, To your Barbarity there's nothing hard : 


Go on, and Infamy be your Reward, 


Long fince my Fears your Falſhood had diſplay d; 
Nor would I at your Suit have longer ſtay d. 
Would I the baſe Indignities baye borne 

Of a rude People, publick Hate and Scorn? 

No, to this Breach I would have ſpurr'd you on, 


And | am pleas'd it is already done. 


No longer ſhall the Fear of me prevail; 


Alas! you muſt not think to hear me rail, 


Or Heav'n invoke its Vengeance to prepare; 
No, for if Heaven vouchſafe to hear my Pray'r, 
I beg no Memory may there remain, 5 
Of either your Injuſtice, or my Pain. [ Kyeels; 
But the ſad Berenice, before ſhe dies, | 
Is ſure to have Revenge, if you have Eyes. 
Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far, 
No further than that Heart, I have it there. 

Points to his Breaft. 
Within your ſelf ſhall riſe your dreadfull'& Foe; 
My paſt Integrities, my Torments nov, 
i Waich 


* 
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Which you, ungrateful, perjur'd Man, have bred, * 
My Blood, which in your: Palace I ſhall ſhed, 
Sufficient Terrors to your Soul ſhall give, i 
And 'tis to them that my Revenge I'll leave. Ex. fariouſly, 
Paul. Thus, Sir, at leaſt the Conqueſt you have won, 
The Queen you ſee's contented to be gone. 
- Tit. Curſe on thy Roman Rudenels that canſt ſee 
Such Tears unmov'd, and mock ſuch Milery ! 
Oh! I am loſt, and 'tis in vain to ſtrive; 
If Berenice dies, | cannot live, | 
Fly and prevent that Fate to which ſhe's gone; 
Bid her but live, tell her the World's her own, [ Ex, Ruti 
Paul. Sit, if I might adviſe, you ſhould not ſend, 
Rather command her Women to attend; 
They better can their Melancholy cheer ; 
The worſt is paſt, and now 'tis mean to fear. 
I ſaw your melting Pity when ſhe wept, 
And my rough Heart but very hardly ſcap d. 
Vet look a little fatther, and you'll find 
That ſpite of all your Fortune yet is kind. : 
What Triumphs the whole World prepares, you'll ſee, 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 
- Tit, Who for Barbarity would be adorn'd? 
I hate my ſelf, Nero fo much abhor'd, 
That bloody Tyrant, whom I bluſh to name, 
Was never half ſo cruel as I am. - 
No, l'n purſue the Queen, ſhe loves me till, 
Will pardon me when at her Feet | kneel: 
Let's go, and let proud Rome ſay what it will. 
Paul. How, Sir! 
Tit, By Heav'n I know not what I ſay: 
Exceſs of Sorrow drives my Mind aſtray. | 
Paul. O follow where you full Renown does lead, 
Your laſt Adieus Report abroad has ſpread. | 
Rome that did mourn, does now new Triumphs frame, 
The Temples fume with Offerings to your Name: 
The People wild in the Applauſe you've won, 
With Laurel Wreathes to crown your Statues run. 
Tit, By that their ſalvage Natures they betray : 
For ſo wild Beaſts roar o'er their murder'd Prey. 
Who would have Senſe the Sweets of Pow'r to prize Þ+ 
Since moſt in danger when we higheſt riſe: | 


7 
| i 
% 
[ 
i] 5 
TH 24 
8 37 
ii IKE + 
| % 1 
1 
. 
4 
. 
* 
11 
bl 
1 1 
1 'F; #4 
: 2 
5 
+: 1 
IQ 
: 
, i 
' 
4 
' | 
To 
: 
" 
(+ "F 
11 Ws 
151 
1 
LA 
: - K 
1 
1 . 
, ”e 
A530 
i 
as 
* tu 4 
ih > U 
—_ 
2 
18 7 
11 
x 
IN 
* 
Ws 
18 = 
<< 
_ $A 
\ £ , 
1 
j : 
1 
= 
15 * 
1 
* 
220] 
a 
1 { 
> 7 
.4KS 
2 
3 
1 
33 
2 
' q 
* 
. 
= 
* 
* 
1 
14.88 
1 
Si 
_—— 
__"—_— 
bl : 
_— 
4 
— 
SY 
: *. 
1 Fx 
+ 
. 1 | 
Ka 
1 


: r 
RT” . 2 
2 "a <> ang 


42 Tirus and BEAEN IC Z. 


For who by Greatneſs Cer did happy grow ? 
None but the heavy Slave is truly ſo, 
Who travels all his Life in one dull Road, 
And, drudgisg on, in quiet loves his Load; 


Knows what's his own, and ſo exempt from Strife, 
And cheriſhes his homely cruel Wife; 
Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing higher; 
Has all, becauſe he cannot much deſire. 
Had I been born ſo low, I had been beſt; 
Of what [ love, without Controul, poſſeſt; 
Never had Honour or Ambition known, i 
Nor ever to be great had been undone, [Shouts within. 
Paul. The Tribunes, Sir, and Senate with their State, 
I'th* Name of all the Empire for you wait; 
They're follow'd too by an impatient Throng, 
Who ſeem to murmur you delay fo long. 
Tit. Toil me no more, diſperſe that clamorous Rout; 
Tell 'em they ſhall no more have Cauſe to doubt: 
The Queen's Departure they'll to morrow ſee, 
And me as wretched as they'd have me be. 
Take this, Pawknas, bear it to the Queen; 


Seeking no farther than the Needs of Life, 8 


[Writes en à Tablet, 
For ſhould we meet, I muſt relapſe again; | 
I've bid her here eternally adieu: 97 
Stay while ſhe reads it, and her Troubles view, 8 
And bring me faithful Word, as thou art true. 


Hold! Oh my Heart! yet go, it muſt be done, 
For what's Neceſſity we cannot ſhun. 


Would I had never known what *tis to live, 
Or a new Being to my ſelf could give; 


Some monſtrous and unheard of Shape now find, 

As ſalvage and as barbarous as my Mind. 

Antiochys ! | 

Enter Antiochus, Attendants, and A faces. 
Ant. My laft Adieu to pay | | 

J come, and dare in Rams no longer ſtay. 

My Griefs and my Afflictions grow ſo high, 

It not by Abſence ſheken'd | ruſt die. 

Tit, What Reaſon have the Happy to repine? 

Now Berenice for ever will be thine, 


With 
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With all her Charms receive ber to thy Breaſt, 
And be of all 1 ever loy'd poffeſt. : 
Ant. It is beneath you, Sir, to mock my Paia: 
I ever kneel to Berenice again! | 
No, ſhould I ſtay to ſee you when you part, 
The' I am ſure the Sight would break my Heart, 
Yet ſhe, as ſtill my Pray'rs haye been deny'd, | 
Tho? I but begg'd one Bleſſing ere I dy'd, 7 
Even then with Scorn would throw me from her fide. } 
_ Tir. Oh Heav'n! ſhe's enr'ring, from her Charms let's fly. 
Meer, and prevent her LEx. Titus. 
| Enter Dore nice, ec. | 
Ber, How he haſtes away! > 
Ingrateful! Deareſt perjur'd Titus, ſtay.  [Kncels. 
Afflictions catch him, great as thoſe I bear. 
My Lord, at laſt I have receiv'd my Doom : 
"Tis feal'd: But ere I part from you and Rome, 
I ask, and I your Pardon would receive, 
Can you the Wrongs which I have dane forgive? 
Ant. I never any Injuries did find: 
No, Berenices has always been too kind. 
With one ſoft Word, how fuddenly Fm loſt, 
And have no Senſe of my Diſgraces paſt ! 
But muſt | then for ever loſe you fo} 
I am no Raman, nor was e'er your Foe, 
No, rather here continue and be great, 
Whilſt 1 lie over hepelefs at your Peet. 
Ber. Should I ftay here, and my Wrongs tamely bear 
For him that ſhuns, and flies me ev'ry ed 
I have a nobler Mind, and you ſhall fee. 
I can diſdain and feorn as much as ho: 
For tho' wis true, I never can be yours; 
Both Rome and him my Heg! v this Hour abjures. 
Ant. To baniſh him your Heart whilſt you prepare, 
What will you do with all the Love that's there > 
There's no one Mortal ein deſesve it all, 
And lure a little to my ſhare might all- 
Ber. Oh of that killing Subyeet talk no more; 
I would have loy'd you, it 1 could beſoro. 
Love for another ſtruck mo with bis Dare, 
And 'tis not ia my Powen t farce my Heart. 


And. 
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Ant. When firſt my Paſſion was diſdain'd for him, 
You kept me yet alive wich your Eſteem. | p, 
But now at laſt his Breach of Faith you ſee, | 5 
And bear it nobly too: How can you be | 
T' your ſelf ſo juſt, and yet ſo hard to me? 

Ber. What cruel Storms and fierce Aſſaults you make, 
To batter down a Heart you cannot take, 

Till you have broke it. Will you not give oer? 
No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 

Ant. O ſtay, fince of the Vict'ry you're ſecure; 

Pity the Pains and Anguith I endure, 
In Wounds, which you and none but you can cure. . 

[I [ Kneelss 
-Look back, whilſt at your Feet my ſelf I caſt, | 
And think the Sigh that's coming is my laſt. 
My Heart its ſad eternal Farewel takes; 

Be but fo kind to ſee me when it breaks. 

Ber. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, The Emperor's return'd, 
Conduct me hence, let me no more be ſcorn'd. 

| Enter Titus. | 

Tit. Now am I loſt! reſolve on what I will, 
Spite of my ſelf-I wander this way till, 
Why would you, Berenice, my Preſence ſhun? 

Ber. No! l' hear nothing, Fve reſolv'd on flight, 
And will be gone, Why come you in my Sight? 
Why come you thus t'exaſperate my Deſpair? 
Are you not yet content? I know you are. 

It. If ever yet my Heart was dear to yours, 
By all our plighted Vows, thoſe ſofteſt Hours, 

In which for ever to be true I ſwore, - 
I beg that you'd afford me yet one more, 
Ber. I till to morrow had your Leave to ſtay: 
But my Reſolves are to be gone to day: 
And 1 depart. 
Tit, No Journey muſt you take. if 
Would you poor Iitus in his Griefs forſake? 
No! Stay — | 
Ber. I ſtay! Ungrateful as you are; . 
For what ! a People's rude Affronts to bear; 
That which the Sound of my Misfortunes rend 
The Clouds, and Shouts to Heav'n in Volleys ſend? 
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Does not their' cruel Joy yet reach your Ears, 
Whilſt I alone torment my ſelf in Tears? 

By what Offence or Crime are they thus mov'd! 
Alas! what have 1 done, but too much lov'd ? 

Tit. D'you mind the Voice of an cutrageous Throng ? 
I ever thought your Conſtancy more ſtrong : 5 
Never beliey'd your Heart ſo weak could be, 

Whoſe powerful Charms had captivated me. 

Ber. All that 1 fee Diſtraction does create: 
Theſe rich Apartments, and this pompous State, 
Theſe Places where J ipent my happieſt Hours, 
And plighted all my Vows, falſe Man, te yours; 
All, as moſt vile Impoſtors, I deteft. 
How ſtrangely, Titus, might we have been bleſt ! 

Tit, This Art to torture Souls where did you learn? 
Or was it in your Nature with you born ? 
Oh Berenice! how you deſtroy me! 3 

RV 15 A | [ Attendants bring a Chair. 

Ber, No, | by vj og 
Return, and to your famous Senate go. 
That for your Cruelties applaud you ſo. 
Have you not Honour to your full Delight? 
Have you not promis d to forget me quite? 
What more in Expiation can yeu do? 

Have you not ever ſworn to hate me too? 
It. Can you do any thing to make me ha e? 
Or can lever Berenice forget? 

This hard Suſpicion was unjuſtly urg'd 

Gainſt a poor Heart, too much before ſurcharg'd. 
Oh, Madam! know me better, and recal 
The Wrong, ſince firſt | at your Feet did fall: 
Count all the ſingle Days and Minutes paſt, 
Wherein my Vows and my Oeſires I preſt, 

And at this time your greateſt Conqueſt know: 
For you were never ſo belov'd as now; 
Nor ever —— 0 

Ber. Still your Love you'd have me own, j 
Yet you your {elf command me to be gone. 
Is my Deſpair ſo churming to your View? 
 D'you thiuk the Tears I ſhed are all too few? 
Of ſuch a Heart a vain Return you make; 
No, never call thoſe dear Ideas back; 
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But ſuffer me in this Belief to reſt, | 

That ſecretly long ſince exiP'd your Breaſt : | 

J only fron a fnthleſs Wretch depart, 4 

And one that never lays the Loſs to Heart. 

If you had lovd me, this had n&er been ſent: 

Here you've commanded me to Baniſhment, : 
| ſOpems the Tablets, 

What wond'rous Love you bear me this doth ſhow : 


Read, read, Unpratefal, read, and let me go. 

264 ef [Gives him the Tablets, 
Tit, You ſhall not go, I hve not given Conſent, 

Nor will I ever to your Baniſhmeot : 

Your cruel Reſolution 1 deſery, 

To be reveng'd of me you feek to die. 

And then of al] I love, except the Pain, 

Nought but the fid Remembrance will remain. 

Antiochus ! be thou a Witneſs here 

OT [Ber. ſinks down in a Chair, 

Of all my Miſery and my Deſpair. | 798 
Ant. Deſpair's a Theme I only underſtand: 

You, if you will, your Wiſhes may command. 

Such Beauty ready for Poſſeſſion ſee, 


And leave that ugly H, Deſpair, to me. 
Tit. Behold thoſe Eyes, how dull and dark they grow * 


Madam, when at your Feet I fall thus low, [ Kneels, 
Vouchſafe my ſad Afflictions to believe, 
Alas! 'tis all the Eaſe 'm like to have. 
When firſt the dreadful} Minute II beheld, 
That by my Duty and the Law: compell'd, 
I found it forc'd that you muſt hence depart, 
Tho? nothing &er can baniſh you my Heart: 
*T was then my Soul had firft a Senſe of Fears, 
Foreſceing your Repronches and your Teare, 
I then expected, Madarny all the Weight 
Of Woes that can en worſe Mirfortupes light, 
But whatſoever Fears oppreſs'd my Heart, 
I find I but foreſaw the leffer Part. 
I thought my Virtue not ſo apt to bow; 
And am aſham'd 'tis thus entengled now. 

Ber. Let me alone; aud vex ny Soul no more; 
You of your Virtue talkt enough befor: 


veg⸗ 
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Urge it not ſti]! to aggravate my Shame. 
When crown'd with Conqueſt from the Wars you came; 
I know you brought me but to fill your State; 
For elſe the Triumph had not been complete. 

Tir. Since you have then reſoly'd it ſhall be ſo; 
And judge by this if you're beloy'd or no. 
No longer Torments on my Soul ſhall prey, 
Since you to Freedom ſee ſo brave a _ Y 
A Way by more than one great Roman ſhown, 
Who when their Miſeries had preſt em down, 
Propt from within, ſhook off with Life the Weight: 

| [Offers to flab himſelf. 

And thus fell nobly grapling with their Fate. 

Ber. O ſtay! to wrong me more what Way d'ye take? 
Would Titus die for Berenices ſake? 
I ſee the Blow you cruelly prepare 
To wound that Breaſt, where I, you ſay, have ſhare. 
To hurt what's mine would be unjuſtly done; 
No, rather ſtrike this Heart that's all your owvrr. 

Tit. Beſt of thy Sex! and deareſt! now I ſee 
How poor is Empire when compar'd to thee? 
Hence, ye perplexing Ces that clog a Brain, 


Whilſt ſtuck with Ecſtaſy, I here fall down. Kneels, 


Thus at your Feet à happy Proftrate laid. Kneels, 
I'm much more bleſt than if the World I ſway'd. 
Ber. Now the bleſt Berenice enough has ſeen: 
thought your Love had quite extinguiſh'd been: 
But 'twas my Error; for you till are true, 
Ycur Heart is troubled, and your Tears I view, 
Ev'n my worſt Suffzrings much o'er-paid I ſee, 
Nor ſhall th'unbappy World be curſt for me. 
Nothing, ſince firſt twas yours, my Love would ſhake, 
So abſolute a Conqueſt did you make: | 
But now 1'll bring it to the utmoſt Teſt, 
And with one Funeral Act crown all the reſt. 
Tit, Hah! tell me, Berenice, what will you do? 
Ber, Far from your Sight and Romy for cver go: 
I have reſolv'd on'r, and it ſhall be ſo, 
Tit, Antiochur! I'm born to be undone; 
When I the greateſt Conqueſt thought t' haye won, 
Ev'n in in my nobleſt Race I am outrun, 


But 
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But thou wert always gen'rous, always kind : „ 
our enlarg'd Kingdom ſhall to her's be join d. 8 
And now how much you are my faithful Friend, 
In being ſo to her, you'll beſt expreſs. 6: | 
„„ 5 [ Falling on his Neck, 
Never forſake her in her {ad Diftreſs. | | 
Wheree'er ſhe goes, for ever with her be; 
And ſometimes in my Abſence ſigh for me. 
Ant. Arſaces! on thy Boſom let me lie, 
Whilſt I but take one laſt dear IH ok, and die. 
Ber, No, live, and by a generous Strife out-de 
Us both, and of your ſelf be conqu'5or too. 
Fare wel. 8 | | 
Let us all three a rare Example prove, 
Of a moſt tender tho' unhappy Love. 
Thus, Sir, your Peace and Empire I reſtore; 
Farewel, and reign, I'll never ſee you more, ¶ Ex. Ber. 
Ant. Oh Heay'n ! 
Tit, She's gone, and all I valu'd loſt: 
Now, Friend, let Rome of her great Emp'ror . boaſt. 
Since they themſelves firſt taught me Cruelty, 
I'll try how much a Tyrant I can be. 
Henceforth all Thoughts of Pity I'll diſown, 
And with my Arms the Uviverſe or- run. 
Robb'd of my Love, thro' Ruins purchaſe Fame, 
And make the World as wretched as I am, 
[ Exennt omnes. 
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CHEATS of Capin. 


— 


ACT-E SCENE I. 


Enter Octavian and Shift. 


AA. 


HIS is unhappy News; I did not ex- 
pect my Father in two Months, and yet 
you ſay he is return'd already. 
Shift, *Tis but too true, 1 
N Oel, That he arriv'd this Morning ? | 
. * Shift, This very Morning, 1 
_ And that he is come With a Reſolutfon to marry | | 
me 4 
_ Yes, Sir, to merry you, | 
OA, 1 am ruin'd and undone ; Prithee adviſe me, 


f n 
Ef \ "4 _— 


Shift, Adviſe you? | ly if 
Ot, Yes, adviſe me, Thou art as furly, as if thou 14 
really couldit do me no Good, Speak : Has Necelliry 4 
taught thee no Wit? Hiſt thou no Shift? all 
Shift, Lord, Sir, I am at preſent very buſy in contriv- 1 


ing fume Trick to ſave my (elf; I am firſt prudent, aud | if 
then good-natur'd, | | 


- \' 
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Oct. How will my Father rage and ſtorm, when he un- 
derftands what Things have happen'd in his Abſence ? 1 
dread his Anger and Reproaches. | 
_ Shift, Reproaches! Wou'd 1 could be quit of him ſo 
eaſily ; methinks I feel him already on my Shoulders. 
Oct. Diſinheriting is the leaſt I can expect. 
Shift. You ſhould have thought of this before, and not 
have fall'n in love with I know not whom, one that you 
met by chance in the Dover. Coach: She is indeed a good 
ſmug Laſs, but God knows what ſhe is beſides; perhaps 
ſome — | 
OZ. Villain. | x 
Shift. I have done, Sir, I have done. 


O#, 1 have no Friend that can appeaſe my Father's 


1 now I ſhall be betray'd to Want and Mi- 
ery. | 

Shift, For my part 1 know but one Remedy in our 
Misfortunes, 

Oct. Pr'ythee, what is it? 

Shift, You know that Rogue and Arch- Cheat, Scapin. 

Ot, Well; what of bim? 

Shift, There is not a more ſubtle Fellow breathing, ſo 
cunn 0 he can cheat one newly cheatedz 'tis ſuch a 
wheedling Roger, I'd undertake in two Hours he (hall 
make your Father forgive you all; nay, allow you Money 
for your neceſſary Debauches: I ſaw him in three Days 
make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymiſt and Pro» 
jector. 
? od. He is the fitteſt Perſon in the World for my Buſi- 
ſineſs; the impudent Varlet can do any thing with the 

eeviſn old Man. Pr'ythee go look him out, we'll ſet 

im a-work immediately, | 

Shift. See where he comes — Monſieur Scapin. 

Enter Scapin. 

Scap. Worthy Sir! 

Shift. J have been giving my Maſter a brief Account of 
thy moſt noble Qualities: I told him thou wert as valiant 
as a ridden Cuckold, ſincere, as Whores, honeſt as Pimps 


in Want, 


Scap. 


| Cunning, and may be uſeful. 


The CHEATS H SCAPIN. 5 


Scap. Alas, Sir, I but copy you: *Tis you are brave; 
you ſcorn the Gibbets, Halters, and Poiſons which threaten 
you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies. | 

Oct. Oh Scapin! I am utterly ruin'd without thy Aſ- 
ſiſtance, | ; 

Scap. Why, what's the matter, good Mr, Octavian: 

Oct. My Father is this Day arriv'd at Dover with old 
Mr. Gripe, with a Reſolution to marry me. 

Scap, Very well. | 

OF. Thou knoweft I am already marry'd: How will 
my Father reſent my Diſobedience? I am for ever loſt, 
unleſs thou canſt find ſome means to reconcile me to 
him. 

Scap. Does your Father know of your Marriage? 

Oct. I am afraid he is by this time acquainted with it, 

Seay. No matter, no matter, all ſhall be well; I am 
publick-ſpirited : I love to help diſtreſſed young Gentle- 
men; and thank Heay'n I have had good Succeſs enough. 

Oct. Beſides, my preſent Want muſt be conſider'd; I 
am in Rebellion without any Money. 

Scap, I have Tricks and Shifts too to get that; I can 
cheat upon Occaſion ; but Cheating is now grown an ill 
Trade; yet Heay'n be thank'd, there were never more 
Cullies and Fools z but the greateſt Rooks and Cheats al- 
low'd by publick Authority ruin ſuch little Under-traders 
as I am, 

04, Well, get thee ſtraight about thy Buſineſs: Canſt 
thou make no uſe of my Rogue here? 

Scap. Yes, I ſhall want his Aſſiſtance; the Knaye hag 

Shift. Ay, Sir; but like other wiſe Men, I am not over- 
valiant ; Pray leave me out of this Buſineſs: My Fears 


will betray you; you ſhall execute, I' fit at home and 


adviſe, 

Scap. I land not in need of thy Courage, but thy Im- 
pudence, and thou haſt enough of that: Come, come, 
thou ſhalt along: What Man, ſtand out for a Beating ? 
that's the worſt can happen, 

Shift, Well, well, 

C 2 Enter 
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Exter Clara. 
Oct. Here comes my deareſt Clara. 
Clar. Ah me, Octavian! I hear fad News: They ſay, 
your Father is return'd. | 
Oc. Alas! 'tis true, and I am the moſt unfortunate 
Perſon in the World; but 'tis not my own Miſery that 1 
conſider, but yours: How can you bear thoſe Wants to 
which we muſt be both reduc'd ? | 

Cla, Love ſhall teach me, that can make all things eaſy 
to us; which is a Sign it is the chiefeſt Good: But I have 
other Cares, Will you be ever conſtant ? Shall not your 
Father's Severity conſtrain you to be falſe ? 

Ot. Never, my deareſt, never. | 
Cla. They that love much may be allow'd ſome Fears, 
Scap. Come, come; we haye now no time to hear you 

ſpeak fine tender things to one another: Pray do you pre- 

pare to encounter with your Father. 

Cla. I tremble at the Thoughts of it. 

Scap. You muſt appear relebog at firſt ; Tell him you 
can live without troubling him; threaten him to turn Sol- 
dier; or, what will frighten him worſe, ſay, you'll turn 
Poet. Come, 1']| warrant you, we bring him to Com- 
polition, | 

Oct. What would I give 'twere over? 

Scap. Let us practiſe a little what you are to do, Sup- 
pole me your Father, very grave, and very angry, 

Oct. Well, | 

Scap. Do you look very careleſly, like a ſmall Courtier 
upon his Country Acquaintance; a little more ſurlily : — 
Very well: — Now I come full of my Fatherly 
Authority —— | 
Octavian, thou makeſt me weep to ſee thee; but alas 
they are rot Tears of Joy, but Tears of Sorrow, Did 
ever ſo good a Father beget fo leud a Son? Nay, but for 
that I think thy Mother virtubus, I ſhould pronounce 
thou art not mine; Newgatze-Bird, Rogue, Villain, what 
a Trick haſt thou playd me in my Abſence? Marry'd ? 
Yes: But to whom ? Nay, that thou knoweſt not, 1'II 
warrant you ſome Waiting-Woman corrupted in a civil 

| Family, 
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Family, and reduc'd to one of the Play-bouſes, remov'd 
from thence by ſame Keeping Coxcomb, or —— 

Cla. Hold, Scapm, hold —— 

Scap, No Offence, Lady, I ſpeak but another's Words, 
Thou abomina'le Raſcal, thou ſhile not have a Groat, 
not a Groat, B. ſides, [ will break all thy Bones ten times 
over; pet the out of my Houle Why, Sir, you 
ret ly rot a Word, but ſtand as biſhfully as a Girl that is 
examin'd by a baudy judge about a Rap?, 

OX. Look, yonder comes my Father. 

Scap. Stay, Shift, and get you two gone: let me alone 


to manage the old Fellow. [HKx, Oct. and Cars. 


Enter Thriſty. 

Thrif. Was there ever ſuch a raſh Action:? 

Scap. He has been inform'd of the Bufinels, and is now 
ſo full of it that he vents it to himlelf, | 
F 0H I would fain hear what they can ſay for theme 

clves, | 
| Srap, We are not unprovided. 14 a Diſtanco. 
Thrif. Will they be ſo impudeat to deny the Thing 2, 

Scap, We never intend it. 

Thrif. Or will they endeavour to excuſe it? 

| Scap. That perhaps we may do, 
- Thrif, But all hall be in vaifl, 
| Scap, We'll rry that. 

Thrif. I know how to lay that Rogue my Son faſt, 

Scap, That we muſt prevent, 

Thrif, And for the Tatterdemallion Shift, II] threſh him 
to Death; I will be three Years a cudgelling him, 

Shift. | wonder'd he had forgot me ſo long. 

Th, Oh, ho! Yonder the Raſcal is, that brave Go- 
vernor! he tutor'd my Son finely, 

Scap. Sir, | am overjoy'd at your ſafe Return, 

Thrif. Good-morrow, Scapin Indeed you have fol- 
low'd my Inſtructions very exactly, my Son has behav'd 
himſelf very prudently in my Abſence; has he not Raſ- 
cal, has he not? | [To Shift, 

Scap. | hope you are very well. 


Thrif. Very well — thou ſay'ſt not a Word Valet, 
thou iay'ſt not a Word. 


C 3 Scap}. 


% 
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Scap. Had you a good Voyage, Mr. Thrifty ? 7 
Thrif. Lord, Sir! a very good Voyage; pray give a 

Man a little Leave to vent his Choler, 

Scap. Would you be in Choler, Sir ? 

Thrif. Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler, 

Scap. Pray with whom? 

Thrif. With that confounded Rogue there, 

Scap. Upon what Reaſon ? 

Thrif. Upon what Reaſon! Haſt thou not heard what 
hath happen'd in my Abſence ? 

Scap. I heard a little idle Story. 

Thrif. A little idle Story, quoth-a! why Man, my Son's 
undore, my Son's undone, | | 

Scap, Come, come, Things have not been well carry'd ; 
but I would adviſe you to make no more of it. 

Thrif. I'm not of your Opinion, I'll make the whole 

Town ring of it; 

Scap. Lord, Sir, I have ftorm'd about this Buſineſs as 
much as you-ean do for your Heart, but what are we 
both the better? I told him, indeed, Mr. Octavian, you 


do not do well to wrong ſo good a Father: I preached 


him three or four times aſleep, but all would not do; 
till at laſt, when J had well examin'd the Buſineſs, I 
found you had not ſo much Wrong done you as you 
imagine. | 8 8 

Thrif. How, not Wrong done me, to have my Son 
marry'd without my Conſent to a heggar 
Scap. Alas, he was ordain'd to it. 

Thrif. That's fine indeed; we ſhall ſteal, cheat, murder, 
and ſo be hang'd, then ſay we were ordain'd to it. 

Scap. Truly, I did not think you fo ſubtle a Philoſopher ; 
I mean, he was fatally engag'd in this Affair. 

Thrif. Why did he engage himſelt? 

Scap. Very true indecd, very true; but fy upon you 
now, would you have him as wiſe as your ſelf? Young 
Men will have their Follies, witneſs my Charge Leander ; 


who has gone and thrown away himſelf at a ſtranger 


rate than your Son. I would fain know if you were” not 
once young your ſelf; yes I warrant you, and had your 


Frailties. a 
| Thrif. 
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Fhrif. Yes, but they never coſt me any thing; a Man 
may be as frail and as wicked as he pleaſe, if it coſt him 
nothing. | 2 

Scap. Alas, he was ſo in love with the young Wench, 
that if he hid not had her, he muſt have certainly hang'd 
himſelf. 

Shift. Muſt ! why he had already done it, but that I 

came very ſeaſonably and cut the Rope. 

Thrif. Didſt thou cut the Rope, Dog? Ill murder 
thee tor that; thou ſhouldſt have let him hang. 

Scap. Beſides, her Kindred ſurpriz'd him with her, 
and forc'd him to rnarry her. | | 

Trif. Then ſhould he have preſently gone, and pro- 
tefted againſt the Violence at a Notary's. | 

Scap. O Lord, Sir, he ſcorn'd that. 
Thrif. Then might I eaſily have diſannul'd the Mar- 
r.2;e 

Scap. Diſannul the Marriage? 

Thrif. Yes. 

Scap. You ſhall not break the Marriage. 

Thrif. Shall not I break it? 

Scap. No, | | 

Thrif. What, ſhall not I claim the Privilege of a Father, 
and have Satisfaction for the Violence done to my Son? 

Scap. 'Tis a thing he will never conſent to. 

Thrif, He will not conſent to! | 

Ssap. No: Would you have him confeſs he was hec- 

tor'd into any thing? that is to declare himſelf a Cowzrd : 

Oh fy, Sir, one that has the Honour of being your Son» 

can never do ſuch a thing. 

Thrif. Piſh, talk not to me of Honour; he ſhall do it, 
or be difiaherited. | 

Scap. Who ſhall diſinherit him? 

Thrif. That will J, Sir, : 

Scap. You diſinherit him! very good; 

Thrif. How very goo\ ? 

Scap. You ſhall not diſinher it him. 

Irif. Shall not I diſinherit him? 

Scap. No. 

Thrif. No 
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Scap. No. 

Thrif. Sir, you are very merry; I ſhall not diſinherit 
my Son ? 

Scap. No, I tell you. 

Irif. Prey who ſhall hinder me? 

Scap. Alas, Sir, your own ſelf, Sir; your own (If, 

Thrif. I my felt? 

Scap, Yes, Sir, for you can never have the Heart to 
do it. | 

Tkrif. You ſhall find I can, Sir, 

Scap. Come, you deceive your ſelf; Fatherly Affection 
* muſt ſhow it ſelf, it muſt, it muſt: do not I know you 
were ever tender- hearted? 

Thrif. V'are miſtaken, Sir; y'are miſtaken: —— Piſh, 
why do I ſpend my time in Ticrle-tattle with this idle 
Fellow ? — Hang-dog, go find out my Rake- Hel! 
[To Shift. ] whilſt I go to my Brother Grite and inform 
him of my Misfortune. - 

Scap. In the mean time, if I can do you any Service 

Thrif. O! I thank you, Sir, I thank you — [ Ex, Thrift, 

Shift. 1 muſt confeſs, thou art a brave Fellow, and our 
Affairs begin to be in a better Poſture — but the Money, 
the Money =— we are abominable poor, and my Maſter 
has the lean vigilant Duns, that torment him more than 
an old Mother does a poor Gallant, when ſhe ſollicits a 
Maintcnance for her diſcarded Daughter. 

Scap. Your Money ſhall be my next Care — let me ſee, 
J want a Fellow to ——— canſt thou not counterfeit a 
roarirg Bully of Al/atia? Stalk — look big — very 
well, Follow me, I have Ways to diſguiſe thy Voice ard 
Countenance. 2 

Shift. Pray take a little Care, and lay your Plot ſo that 
T may not act the Bully always; I would not be beaten 
like a Bully. | 

Scap. We'll ſhare the Danger, we'll ſhare the Danger. 

LExennt, 


ACT 
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ACT WW ECENE-L 


Enter Thrifty and Gripe, 


Gripe, 82 what you tell me concerning your Son, 
bath ſtrangely fruſtrated our Deſigns, 

 Thrif. Sir, trouble not your ſe}f about my Son; I have 

undertaken to remove all Obſtacles, which is the Buſineſs 

I am ſo vigorouſly in purſuit of. 

Gripe, In troth, Sir, I'll tell you what I ſay to you: 
The Education of Children, aſter the getting of 'em, ought 
to be the neareſt Concern of a Father. And had you tu- 
tor'd your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent on 
you, he never could ſo {lightly have forteited his. | 

Thrif. Sir, to return you a Sentence for vour Sentence:. 
Thoſe that are ſo quick to cenſure and condemn the Con- 
_ of others, ought firſt to take care that all be well at 

ome, | 

Gripe. Why, Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing 
concerning my Son ? 

Thrif. It may be 1 have; and it may be worſe than of 
my own. 

Gripe, What is't I pray? my Son? 

Thrif. Ev'a your own Scafin told it me, and you may 
hear it from him or ſome body elſe : For my part, I am 
your Friend, and would not willingly be the MeiTenger of 
ill News to one that I think ſo to me. Your Sei vant: I 
muſt haſten to my Council, and advife what's to be deue 
in this Caſe. Good bu'y till I fee you again. 

| [Exit Thrifty. 

Grite. Worſe than his Son! for my part I cannot ima- 
gine how; for a Son to marry impudently without the 
Conſent of his Father, is as great an Offence as can be 
imagind, I take it: But yonder he comes, 

Enter Leander. | 

Leand, Oh my dear Father, how joyful am I to ſee you 
ſafely return d! Welcome, as the Bleſſing which I am nov 
craving, will be. = 
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Gripe. Not ſo faſt, Friend a'mine; ſoft and fair goes 
far, Sir. Vou are my Son, as I take it. | 
Tieand. What d'ye mean, Sir? „ 

Gripe. Stand ſtill, and let me look ye in the Face. 

Land. How muft I ſtand, Sir? 7 

Gripe. Look upon me with both Eyes. 

Leand. Well, Sir, I do. | | 

Gripe. What's the meaning of this Report? 

Leand. Report, Sir? | 

Gripe. Yes, Report, Sir, I ſpeak Engliſh, as I take it: 
What is't that you have done in my Abſence ? 

Leand. What is't, Sir, which ycu would have had me 
done? | 5 

Gripe. I do not ask you, what I would have had you 
done; but what have you done? | 

Leand. Who I, Sir? why, I have done nothing at all, 
not I, Sir. | | 

Gripe Nothing at all? 

Leand No, Sir. | 

Gripe. You have no Impudence to ſpeak on. 

Leand. Sir, I have the Confidence that becomes a Man, 
and my Innocence. 

Gripe. Very well, but Scapin, d'ye mark me, young 
Man, Scapin has told me ſome Tales of your Behaviour, 

Leand. Sca pin!“ | | 

Gripe. Oh, have I cavght you? That Name makes ye 
Huſh, does it? *Tis well you have ſome Grace left. 

Leand, Has he ſaid any thing concerning me? 

Grite. That ſhall be examin'd anon: In the mean while 
get you home, d'ye hear, and ftay till my Return; but 
look to't, if thou haſt done any thing to difhonour me, 
never think to come within my Doors, or ſee my Face 
more; but expect to be as miferable as thy Folly and 
Poverty can make thee. [Exit Gripe. 

Leand, Very fine; F am in à hopeful Condition: This 
Raſcal has betrzy'd my Marriage, and undone me: Now 
there is no Way left but to turn Outlaw, and live by Ra- 
pine; and to ſet my Hand in, the firft thing ſhall be to 
cut the Throat of that perfidious Pick-thank Dog that has 
rain'd me. „ 

Enter 
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Enter Octavian and. Scapin. 
od. Dear Scapin, how inficitely am þ obliged to thee 


for thy Care! 
Leand. Yonder he comes: I'm overjoy'd to ſee you, 


good Mr. Dog! 
Scap. Sir, your moſt humble Servant, you bonour me 


too far. 
Leand, You act an ill Fool's Part; but I ſhall teach you. 
Scap. Sir? 


Ott. Hold, Leander. 
Leand. No, Odavian, I'll make him confeſs the Trea- 


chery he has committed; yes, Varlet, Dog, I know the 
Trick you have play'd me: you thought perhaps no body 
would have told me. But il make you confeſs it, or I'll 
run my Sword into your Guts. 

Scap. Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the Heart to do ſuch 
a thing? have I done you any Injury, Sir? | 

Leand, Yes, Riſcal, that you have, and I'll make you 
own it too, ot 1']] ſwringe it out of your already tann'd 
thick Hide. Bears kim, 

Scap. The Devil's in't. Lord, Sir, what d'ze mean? 
Nay, good Mr. Leander, pray, Mr. Leander; Squire Le- 
ander — As I hope to be fav'd 

Oct. Pr'ythee be quiet; for ſhame; enough. [Interpoſeth.” | 

Scap. Well, Sir, I confeſs indeed that —— 

Leand. What! ſpeak, Rogue. 

Scap. About two Mon hs ago you may remember, a 
Maid ſervant dy'd in the Houle, 
Leand. What of all that? 

Scap, Nay, Sir, = I confeſs you muſt not be angry. 


e. Well, go 
Scap. Twas ſaid ſhe dy'd for loye of me, Sir: But let 


that paſs. 
Leand. Death, you trifling Buffoon. 
Scap. About a Week after her Death, I dreſt up my ſelf 


like her Ghoſt, and went into Madam Lucia, your Miſ- 

treſs's Chamber, where ſhe lay half in, half out of Bed, 

with her Woman by her, reading an ungodly Play-Book; . 
Leand. And was it your Impudence did that? 
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Scap. They both believe it was a Ghoſt to this Hour. 
But it was my ſelf play'd the Goblin, to frighten her from 
the ſcurvy Cuſtom of lying awake at thoſe unſeaſonable 
Hou's, hearing filthy Plays, when ſhe had never ſaid her 
Prayers, | | | 

Leand. I ſhall remember you for all in Time and Place: 
But come to the Point, and tell me what thou haſt ſaid 
to my Father. | 

Scap. To your Father? I have not ſo much as ſeen him 
fince his Return, and if you'd ask him, he'll tell you ſo 
himſelf. 7 

Leand, Ves, he told me himſelf, and told me all that 
thou hiſt ſaid to him. | 

Scap. With your good Leave, Sir, then he ly'd; I be 
your Pardon, I mean he was miſtaken. 

Enter Sly. 

Sly. Oh, Sir, I bring you the moſt unhappy News. 

Leand. What's the Matter? 

Sly. Your Miſtreſs, Sir, is yonder arreſted in an Action 
of 200 l. They ſay 'tis a Debt ſhe left unpaid at London, 
in the naſte of her Eſcape hither to Dover; and if you 
don't raiſe Money within theſe two Hours to diſcharge her, 
ſhe'l be hurry'd to Priſon, 

Leand. Within theſe two Hours ? 

Sly. Yes, Sir, within theſe two Hours. 

Leand, Ah my poor Scapm, I want thy Aſſiſtance, 

: [Scapin walks about ſurlily. 
Scap, Ah my poor Scafin! Now I'm your poor Scapin, 
now ye've need of me. 

Leand. No more: I pardon thee all that thou haſt 
done, and worſe if thou art guilty of it, 

Scap. No, no, never pardon me; run your Sword in 
my Guts, you'll do better to murder me, 

Leand. For Heav'n's ſake, think no more upon that, 
but ſtudy now to aſſiſt me. 

03, You mult do ſomething for him. 

Scap. Yes to have my Bones broken for my Pains, 

Leand, Would you leave me, Scapin, in this ſeyere 
Extremity ? | | : 

Scap. To put ſuch an Afront upon me as you did, 

. | | Lieand. 
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Leand. I wrong'd thee, I confeſs. vo 
Scap. To uſe me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raſcal 
to threaten to run your Sword in my Guts. 
Leand. | cry thy Mercy with all my Heart; and if thou. 
wilt have me throw my {elf at thy Feet, I'll do'c. 
Oct. Faith, Scapin, you muſt, you cannot but yield. 
Scap. Well then: But d'you mark me, Sir, another time 
better Words and gentler Blows, 
Leand. Will you promiſe to mind my Buſineſs? 
Scap. As I ſee convenient, Care ſhall be taken. 
Leand, But the Time you know is ſhort. 
Scap. Pray, Sir, don't be ſo troubleſome: How much. 
Money is't you want? | 
Leand. Two hundred Pounds. 
Scap. And you? 
Oct. As much, | 
Scap. [To Leander.] No more to be ſaid; it ſhall be dons: 
For you the Contrivance is laid already; and for your Fa- 
ther, tho' he be covetous to the laſt degree, yer, thanks BI 
be to Heay'o, he's but a ſhallow Perſun, his Parts are not 1 
extraordinary: Do not take it Il, Sir, for you have no Re- 381 
ſemblance of him, but that y*are very like him, Be gone; | 
I ſee Octavian's Father coming, Ill begin with him, 3 
[Exeunt Oct, and Leand. . | | 
| Enter Thrifty, 
Here he comes, mumbliag and chewing the Cud, to 
prove himſelf a clean Beaſt, | 
Thrif. Oh, audacious Boy, to commit ſo inſolent a 
Crime, and plunge himſelf in ſuch a Milchief! 
Scap. Sir, your humble Servant. 
Thrif. How do you, Scapin? 
Scap. What, you are ruminating on your Son's raſh: | 
Actions? 1 
Thrif. Have I not Reaſon to be troubled? | 
Scap. The Life of Mn is full of Troubles, that's the 
Truth on't: But your Philoſopher is always prepai'd, I 
remember an excellent Proverb of the Ancients, very fic 
for your Caſe, | | 
Thrif. What's that ? 
Scap. Pray, miad it, *twill do ye a World of Good. 


A — 7 a . 
” 2 — * Y 6 A 
* 


3 — 


— — 


. * - ps a 
m e 8 2 
—_— 
— 
rer Rr * 
,_ 2 


62 The Curarsof SCarpin.. 

Thrif. What is't, I ask you? 

Scapi Why, when the Maſter of a Family ſhall be ab- 
ſent any conſiderable Time from his Home or Manſion, 
he ought rationally, gravely, wiſely, and philoſophical- 
45 to revolve within his Mind all the concurrent Circum- 
ſtances, that may, during the Interval, conſpire to the Con- 
junction of thoſe Misfortunes and troubleſom Accidents 
that may intervene upon the ſaid Abſence, and the Inter- 
ruption of his Oeconomical Inſpection into the Remiſ- 
neſs, Negligences, Frailties, and huge and perillous Er- 
rors, which his Subſtitutes, Servants, or Truſtees, may 

be capable of, or liable and obnoxious unte; which may 
ariſe from the Imperfection and Corruptneſs of ingenera- 
ted Natures, or the Taint and Contagion of corrupted E- 
ducation, whereby the Fountain- head of Man's Diſpoſition 
becomes muddy, and all the Streams of bis Manners and 
Converſation run conſequently defil'd and impure: Theſe 
things premis'd, and fore-conſider'd, arm the ſaid prudent 
philoſophical Pater. Familias, to find his Houſe laid 
waſte, his Wife murder'd, his Davghters deflower'd, his 
Sons hang'd: 
Cum multis aliis qua nunc perſcribere longum eft, 
and to thank H-av'r *t1+ no werſe too. D'ye mark, Sir? 

Thrif. S'death! Is all this a Proverb? | 

Scap. Ay, and the beſt Proverb, and the wiſeſt in the 
World. Good Sir, get it by Heart: *Twi.ldo ye the great» 
eſt Good imaginable; and don't trouble your ſelf; Ill res 
peat it to you till you have gotten it by Heart, 

Thrif. No, I thank yon, Sir, I'll have none on't. 

Scap. Pray do, you'll lik it b-trer gex time; hear it 
once more, If — hen the M.ſter fa — 

Thrif. Holi. h H, I have better Thoughts of my own; 
I'm going tony Lawyer; Il] null the Marriage. 

Scap. Going ro LW! Are ye mad to venture your ſelf 
among Lawyers? Do you not fee every Day how the 
Spunges ſuck poor Clients, and with a Company of fool- 
iſh non ſenſical Terms. and knaviſh Tricks, undo the Na- 
tion? No, you ſhall t-ke another Way, 

Thrif. You have Reaſon, if there were any other Way. 

Scap, Come, | have found one, The Truth is, I have 

Q 
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great Compaſſion for your Grief; I cannot, when I ſee 


tender Fathers afflicted for their Sons Miſcarriages, bat 
have Bowels for em; I have much ado to refrain Weep-- 


ing 177 


Truly my Caſe is ſad, very ſad; 
Scap. 80 it is? Tears will burſt out; I have a great Re- 
ſpe& tor your Perſon, [ Cornterfeirs woeping.,. 
F. Thank you with all my Heart; in troth we ſhould 
have à Fellow-feeling. | 
Scap. Ay, ſo we fhould;. I aſſure you there is not a 
2 in the World whom I reſpect more than the noble 
r. Thrifty. | 
Thrif. . art honeſt, Scapm. Ha done, ha done. 
Seap. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. | 
Thrif. But what is your Way? 
Scap. Why, in brief, I have been with the Brother of 
her whom your wicked Son has married. 
Thrif. What is he? 

Scap. A moſt outrageous roxing Fellow, with a down 
hanging Look, contracted Brow, with a {welld red Face 
flam 'd with Brandy; one that frowns, puffs, and looks 
big ar all Mankind, roars out Oaths, and beilows out 
Curſes encugh in a Day to fervea Gariſon a Week; bred 
up in Blood and Rapine, uſed to Slaughter from his Youth 
upwards; one that makes no more Conſcience of killing - 
a Man, than cracking of a Louſe; he has killed Sixteen, 
Four for taking the Wall of bim, Five for looking too 
big upon him, Two he ſhot piſſing againſt the Wall : In 

ſhort, he is the moſt dreadtul of al the Race of Bullies, 

Thrif. Heav'n! how do I tremble at the Deſcription? 
But what's this to my Buſineſs ? | | 

Scap. Why, be (as moſt Bullies are) is in want, and 1 
have brought him, by threatning him with all the Courſes 
of Law, al the Aſſiſtance of your Friends, and your great 
Purſe, (in which I ventured my Lite ten Times, for ſo of- 
ten he crew and runat me) yet, | Hy, at laſt I have made 
| him hearken to a Compoſition, and to null the Marriage 
for a Sum of Money, 

Thrif. Thanks, dear Scapin; but what Sum? 
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: Seap. Faith he was damnably unreaſonable at firſt, and 
gad I told him ſo very roundly. 

Thrif. A Pox on him, what did he ask? 

Scap. Ask? Hang him, why he ask'd good. 

Thrif. *Ouns and Heart, 500 l. Five hundred Devils take 
him —— and fry and frigaſſee the Dog; does he take me 
for a Mad-man ? 

Scap, Why, ſo I ſaid? and after much Argument, I 
brought him to this: Damme, ſays he, I am going to 
the Army, and I muſt have two good Horſes for my ſelf, 
for fear one ſhould die; and thoſe will coſt at leaſt three- 
ſcore Guineas. 

Thrif. Hang him Rogue! why ſhould he have two 
Horſes ? But I care not if I give threeſcore Guineas to be 
rid of this Affair. 

Seap. Then, ſays he, my Piſtols, Saddle, Hoſe Cloth, 
and all, will coſt rwenty more. | 

Thrif. Why, that's tour ſcore, 

Scap Well reckon'd: Faith this Arithmetick is a fine 
Art. Then I muſt have one for my Boy will coſt twenty 
more, | 
Thrif. Oh the Devil! confounded Dog! let him go and 
be damn'd, I'll give him nothing. | 

Scap. Sir, | 

Thrif, Not a Sous, damn'd Raſcal, let him turn Foat- 
Soldier and be hanp'd. 

Scap. He has a Man beſides; would you have him go 
a-toot ? 

Thrif, Ay, and his Maſter too, I'll have nothing to do 
with him. | 

Scap, Well, you are reſolv'd to ſpend twice as much at 
Dodors- Commons, you are; you will ſtand out for ſuch a 
Sum as this, do. | 

Thrif Oh camn'd unconſcionable Raſcal! well, if it 
muſt be fo, let him have the other twenty. 

Scap. Twenty! why it comes to forty, 

Thrif, No, Vil have nothing to do in it. Oh, a cove- 
tous Rogue! I wonder ke is not aſham'd to be fo cove- 
tous. ' 


Scap⸗ 
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Scap. Why, this is nothing to the Charge at Docfors- 
Commons; and tho? her Brother has no Money, ſhe has an 
Uncle able to defend her. 

Thrif. O eternal Rogue! well I muſt do't, the Devil's in 
him, I think! 

Scap. Then, ſays he, I muſt carry into France Money 
to buy a Mule, to carry — 

Thrif. Let him to the Devil with his Mule, Vil appeal to 
the joqpes. | 

Scap. Nay, good Sir, think a little. 

Thrif. No, I'll do nothing. 

Scap. Sir, Sir, but one little Mule? 

Thrif. No, not ſo much as an Aſs! 

Scap. Conſider, | | 

Thrif. | wil! not conſider, III go to Law, 

Scap. I am ſure if you go to Law, you do not confider 
the Appeals, Degrees of Juriſdition, the intricate Pro- 
ccedings, the Knaveries, the Craving of ſo many ravenous 
Animals that will prey upon you, viilanous Harpies! Pro- 
mot ers, Tipſtaves, and the like; none of which but will 
puffaway the cleareſt Right in the World for a Bribe. 
On the other fide, the Proctor ſhall fide with your Ad- 
verſary, and ſell your Cauſe for ready Money: Your Ad- 
vocate ſhall be gain'd the ſame Way, and ſhall not be 
found when your Cauſe is to be heard. Law is a Tor- 
ment of all Torments, | 
Ni That's true: Why, what does the damn'd Rogue 
w— r ckon for his Mule? 

Scap. Why, for Horſes, Furniture, Mule, and to pay 


ſome Scores that are due to his Landlady, he demands, 


and will have, two hundred Pounds, 

Thrif. Come, come, let's go to Law, | 

[ Thrif. walks wp and down in 4 great Heat. 

Seap. Do but reflect upon —— 

Thrif, I'll go to Law. 

Scap. Do not plunge your (elf, 

Thrif. To Law, I tell you, | 

Scap. Why, there's for Procuration, Preſentation, Coun- 
cils, Productions, Proctors, Attendance and Scribling vaſt 
Volumes of Interrogatories, Depoſitions, and Articles, 


Con- 
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Conſultations 2 d Pl-adings of Doctors, for th. Regiſter, 
Subſtiture, Judgmen's, Signings Expeition- 


Fees, beſides the vaſt Preſents to them and their Wives. 


Hang't, the Fellow is out of Employment, give him the 
Money, give him it I ſay. 

Torif. What, two hundred Pounds! 

Scap. Ay, ay, why you'll gain 150 J. by it, 1 have 
ſumm'd it vp; I ſay, give it him, I'taith do. 

Tirif, What, two hundred Pounds! 

Scap. Ay; beliies, you ne'er think how they'll rail at 
you in pleading, tell ail your Fornications, Baſtardings 
and Commutings in their Courts, 

Thrif. I dety 'em; let em tell of my Whoring, cis the 
Faſhion, 

Scap. Peace; here's the Brother, 

Thrif. O Heaven! what ſhall | do:! 

Euter Shift di/gnifed like a Bully. 


Shift, Damme, where's this confounded Dog, this Fa- 


ther of Octavian? Null the Marriage! By all the Honour 
of my Anceſtors I'll chine the Villain. 
Thrif. Oh, oh! [ Hides himſelf behind Scapin, 
ery He cares not, Sir, he'll not give the 2000. | 
ft, By Heay'n he ſhall be Worms-meat within theſo 
two Hours, | Z 
Seap. Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not. 
Thrif. You lye, I have not Courage, I do fear him- 
mortally, | | 
Shift, He! he! he! Ounds he! would all his Family 
were in him, I'd cut off Root and Branch: Diſhonour my 
Siſter! This in his Guts : What Fellow's that? ha! 
Scap, Not he, Sir. 
Shift. Nor none of his Friends? 
Thrif, No, Sir: * him, I aim his mortal Enemy: 
Shift. Art thou the Enemy of that Raſcal ? 
Thrift, Oh! ay, hang him — Oh damn'd. Bully! ¶ Aſide. 
Shift, Give me thy Hand, old Boy, the next Sun ſhall 
not ſee the impudent Raſcal alive. 
Ss ap. He'll muſter up all his Relations againſt you. 
Thrif, Do not provoke him, Scatin. 956 
iſe. 
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Shift. Would they were all here: Ha! hah! hah! 

[ He foyns every Way with his Sword. 
Here I had one thro! the Lungs, there another into the 
Heart : Hah! there another into the Guts: Ab, Rogues! 
there I was with you: Hah! —— bah! 

Scap. Hold, Sir, we are none of your Enemies. 

Shift. No, but I will find the Villains out while my 
Blood is up; I will deftroy the whole Family. Ha, ha, 

— hah! [ Exit Shifr, 

Thrif. Here, Scapin, I have 200 Guineas about me, take 
'em. No more to be ſaid. Let me never fee his Face 
again; take 'em, I ſay: This is the Devil. 

Scap, Will you not give em him your ſelf? 

Thrif. No, no! I will never fee him more: I ſhall not 
recover this theſe three Months, See the Buſineſs done. 
I truſt in thee, honeſt Scapin: I muſt repoſe ſomewhere : 

I am mightily out of Order ——— A Plague on all Bullies 
I fay. CExip Thrifty, 

Scap. So there's one diſpatch'd; I muſt now find out 
Gripe: He's herez how Heav'n brings 'em into my Nets 
one after another! 


Enter Gripe. 

Scap, Oh Heav'n! unlook'd for Misfortune; poor Mr, 
Gripe, what wile thou do? [Walks about diſiraftedly.. 

Gripe, What's that he ſays of me? 

Scap. Is there no Body can tell me News of Mr, Gripe? 

Gripe. Who's there? Scapin! | : 

Scap. How I run up and down to find him to no pur- 
poſe! Oh! Sir, is there no Way to hear of Mr. Grife? 
Oripe. Art thou blind? I have been juſt under thy Noſe 
this Hour, 

Scap. Sip —— —— 

Gripe. What's the Matter? 

Scap. Oh! Sir your Son — 
Gripe. Ha, my Son — 

Scap. Is fallen into the ſtrangeſt Misfortune in the 
World. 5 

Gripe. What iv't? | 

Scap. I met him a. while ago, diſorder'd for 2 
you had ſaid to him, wherein you very idly made uſe of 

my 
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my Name. And ſecking to divert his Melancholy, we 
went to walk upon the Pier: Amongſt other things, he 
took particular Notice of a new Caper in her tull Trim: 
The Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the handſomeſt 
Coll:tion J ever met with. 

Gripe. Well, and where's the Diſaſter of all this? 

Scap. While we were ea! ing, he put to Sea; and when 
we were a good Diſtance from the Shore, he diſcovered 
himſelf to be an Engliſh Renegade that was entertain:d in 
the Dutch Service, and ſent me cf in his Long-boat to 


tell you, Thar if you don't forthwith fend him two hun- 


dred Pounds, he'll carry away your Son Priſoner: Nay, 
for oupht 1 know, he may carry him a Siave to A.. 
giert. 

Gripe, How, in the Devil's Name? 200l, 

Scap, Yes, Sir; and more than th.t, he has allow'd me 
but an Hour's Time; you muſt adviſe quickly what 
Courſe to take to ſive an only Son, 

Gripe. What a Devil had be to do a Shipboard? —— 
Run quickly, Scapin, and tell the Villain, I Il ſend my 
Lord Chiet-Juſtice's Warrant after him, 

Scap. O la. ! his Warrant in the open Sea: d'ye think 
Pirates are Fools? bo 

Gripe, I'th' Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had he a 
Shipboard ? | 

Scap. There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men 
to Miſchief, Sir, 

Gripe. Scapin, thou muſt now act the Part of a faith- 
ful Scrvant, 

Scap. As how, Sir? | 

Gripe. Thou muſt go bid the Pirate ſend me my Son, 
and ſtay as a Pledge in his Room, till I can raiſe the Money. 

Scap. Alas, Sir, think you the Captain has ſo little Wit 
as to accept of ſuch a poor raſcally Fellow as I am, in- 
ſtead of your Son? 

Gripe. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard? 

Scap. D'ye remember, Sir, that you have but two Hours 
Time? 

Gripe. Thou ſay'ft he demands —— 

Scap. 2000, 

Gripe, 
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Gripe. 2001, Has the Feilow no Conſcience? 

Scap. O law! the Conſcience of a Pirate! why, very 
few lawf.] Captains have any. 

Gripe. as he not Reaſon neither? Does he know what 
the Sum 200 l. is? | 

Scap. Yes, Sir, Tarpawline are a fort of People that un- 
der ſtand Money, tho? they have no great Acquaintance 
with Senſe, But for Heav'n's ſ:ke diſpatch. 

Gripe. Here take the Key of my Compting- Houſe. 

Scap. Sc. 

Grite. And open it. 

Scap. Very good | 

Grips, In the Left hand Window lies the Key of my 
Garret ; go take all the Clothes that are in the great Cheſt, 
and ſell em to the Brokers to redeem my Son, | 

Scap. Sir, y'are nad; I ſhan't get fifty Shillings for all 
that's there, and you know how IT am ſtraitned for 
Time. 3 

Gripe. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard? 


Scap. Let Shipboar4 alone, and confiJer, Sir, your Son. 


But Heav'n is my Witneſs, I he' done for him as much 
as was poſſible, and it he be not redeem'd, he may thank 
his Father's Kindneſs. 

Gripe, Well, Sir, Ill po ſee if I cin raiſe the Money. 
Was it not nineſcore Pounds you ſpoke of? 

Scap. No, 200 l. 

Gripe, What, 200 l. Dutch. ha? 

Scap. No, Sir, I mean Engliſh Money, 2001. Sterling. 

Gripe. I'ch' Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had he a Ship- 
board ? Confounded Shipboard ! 

Scap. This Shipboard ſticks in his Sromach. 

Gripe. Hold, Scapin. I remember I receiv'd the very 
Sum juſt now in Gold, but did not think I ſhould have 
parted with it fo ſoon, 

[ He preſents Scapin bis Purſe, but will not let it go; and 


in bis Tranſportments pulls his Arm to and fro, whilſt 


Scapin reaches at it. 
Scap. Ay. Sir. 
Gripe. But tell the Captain, he is a Son of a Wl ore. 
Scap. Yes, Sir. 
ä Gripe. 
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my (elf on your Father for the Trick he has ſery'd me. 
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Gripe. A Dogbolt. 

Scap. I ſhall, Sir. 

Gripe. A Thief, a Robber, and that he forces me to pay 
him 200 l. contrary to all Law or Equity. 
| Scap. Nay, let me alone with him. 

Gripe, That I will never forgive him, dead or alive. 

Scap. Very good, 5 

Gribe. And that if ever I light on him, I'll murder him 
privately, and feed Dogs with him. 

| [ He puts up his Purſe, and is going away. 
Scap. Right, Sir, | 

Gripe, Now make haſte, and go and redeem my Son, 

Scap. Ay, but d'ye hear, Sir? Where's the Money? 

Gripe, Did I not give it thee? 

Scap. Indeed, Sir, you made me believe you would, but 
you forgot, and put it up in your Pocket again. | 

Gripe, Ha —— — my Griefs and Fears for my Son make 
me do I know not what. | 

Scap. Ay, Sir, I ſee it does indeed. 

Gripe, What a Devil did he doa Shipboard ? 

Damn'd Pirate, damn'd Renegade, all the Devils in Hell 
purfue thee. _ i | Exit. 

Scap. How eaſily a Miſer ſwallows a Load, and how 
difficultly he diſgorges a Grain? But l' not leave him ſo; 
he's like to pay in other Coin, for telling Tales of me 
to his Son, | 

| Enter Octavian and Leander. | 

Scap. Well, Sir, I haveſucceeded in your Buſineſs, there's 
2001. which I have ſqueez'd out of your Father, | 

| [To Octavian. 

Oct. Triumphant Scapin. 

Scap. But for you I can do nothing — [ Io Leander. 

Leand, Then may I go hang my ſelf. Friends both, 
Adieu. 

Scap. D'ye hear, d'ye bear, the Devil has no ſuch Ne- 
ceſſity for you yet, that you need ride Poſt, With much 
ado I've got your Buſineſs done too, 

Leand. Is't poſſible? | 

Scap. But on condition that you permit me to revenge 


Leand, 


. 
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Leand. With all my Heart, at thy.own Diſcretion, good 
honeſt Scapin. 
Scap. Hold your Hand, there's 2ool. 1 
Leand. My Thanks are too many to pay now: Farewel, 
dear Son of Mercury, and be proſperous. 
Scap. Gramercy, Pupil, Hence we gather, 
Give Son the Money, hang up Father, 


ACT Ill. SCENE. I. 
Enter Lucia and Clara. 


Lucia. AS ever ſuch a Trick play'd, for us to run 
away from our Governeſſes, where our 
careful Fathers had plac'd us, to follow a Couple of young 
Gentlemen, only becauſe they ſaid they lov'd us? I think 
*twas a very noble Enterprize! I am afraid the good For- 
tune we ſhall get by it, will very hardly recompenſe the 
Reputation we have loſt by it. 
Cla. Our preateſt Satisfaction is. that they are Men of 


Faſhion and Credit, and for my part I long ago refoly'd 


not to marry any other, nor ſuch a one neither, till I had 
a perfect Confirmation of his Love; and *twas an aAſſu- 
rance of Octavian's that brought me hither, | 

Luc. J muſt conteſs, I had no leſs a Senſe of the Faith 
and Honour of Leander. 

Cla. But ſeems it not wonderful, that the Cireumſtan- 
ces of our Fortune ſhould be fo nearly ally'd, and aur- 
ſelves ſo much Strangers? Beſides, if I miſtake not, I fee 
ſomething in Leander, fo much refembling a Brother of 
mine of the ſame Name, that did not the time - ſince I 
ſaw 1 make me fearful, I ſhould be often apt to call 
him ſo. 

Luc. I have a Brother too, whoſe Name's Octavian, 
bred in Italy, and juſt as my Father took his Voyage, re- 
turn'd home; not knowing where to find me, I believe 
is the Reaſon J have not ſeen him yet. But if I deccive 
not myſelf, there is fomething in your Octavian that ex- 
tremely refreſhes my Memory of him. 


Cla. 
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Cla. I wiſh we might be ſo bappy as we are inclin'd 
to hope; but there's a ſtrange blind fide in our Natures, 
which always makes us apt to believe, wha: we molt 
earneſtly deſire, | 

Luc. The worſt at laſt, is bur to be forſaken by our 
Fathers: And for my part, I had rather loſe an old Father 
than a young Lover, when I may with Reputation keep 
him, and ſecure my ſelf againſt the Impoſition of fatherly 
Authority. 

Cla. How unſufferable it is to be ſacrific'd to the Arms 
of a nauſeous Block head, that has no other Senſe than to 
eat and drink when 'tis provided for him, riſe in the 
Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with much ado 
be perſuaded to keep himſelt clean! 

Luc, A thing of mere Fleſh and Blood, and that of the 
worſt ſort too, with a ſquinting meager hang-dog Coun- 
tenance, that looks as if he always wanted Phyſick for 
the Worms, 

Cla. Yet ſuch their filly Parents are generally moſt in- 
dulgent to, like Apes never ſo well pleas'd, as when th'are 
fondling with their ugly Iflue, > 

Luc, Twenty to one, but to ſome ſuch charming 
Creatures our careful Fathers had defign'd us, | 

Cla. Parents think they do their Daughters the greateſt 
Kindneſs in the World, when they get them Fools for 
their Husbands; and yet are very apt to take it ill if they 
make the right uſe of them, 

Luc. I'd no more be bound to ſpend my Days in Mar- 
riage to a Fool, becauſe I might rule him, than I would 
always ride an Aſs, becauſe the Creature was gentle. 

Cla. See, here's Scapin, as full of Deſigns and Affairs, 
as a callow Stateſman at a Treaty of Peace. 
Enter Scapin. | 


- 


« Scap. Ladies! 


Cla. Oh, Monſieur Scapin! What's the Reaſon you have 


been ſuch a Stranger of late? 
Scap. Faith, Ladies, Buſineſs, Bufineſs has taken up my 


time; and truly I love an active Lite, love my Buſineſs 


extremely. | 
Luc, Methinks tho', this ſhould be a difficult place for a 


Man of your Excellencies to find Employment in. Scap. 
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Scab. Why faith, Madam, I'm never ſhy to my Friends: 
My Buſineſs is, in ſhort, like that of all other Men of 
Buſineſs, diligently contriving how to play the Knave and 
cheat to get an honeſt livelihood, | 


cla. Certainly Men of Wit and Parts need never be 


driven to indire& Courſes, 
Scap. Oh, Madam! Wit and Honeſty, like Oyl-and 


Vinegar, with much ado mingle together, give a Reliſh 


to a good Fortune, and paſs well enough for Sauce, bur 
are very thin Fare of themſelves, No, give me your Knave, 
our thorow-pac'd Knayey hang his Wit, ſo he be but 

ogue enough, ; 

Luc. You're grown very much out of humour with 
kn Scapin; | hope yours has done you no prejudice of 

ate, | | 

Scap. No, Madam, your Men of Wit are good for no- 
thing, dull, lazy, reſtiye Snails; tis your undertaking, im- 
pudent, puſhing Fool that commands his Fortune, 

Cla, You are very plain and open in this Proceeding, 
whatever you are in others, 

Scap, Dame Fortune, like moſt others of the Female Sex, 
(I ſpeak all this with reſpe& to your Ladyſhi ) is gene- 
rally moſt indulgent to the nimble mettled Blockheads 
Men of Wit are not for her turn, even too thoughtful 
when they ſhould be active: Why, who believes any Man 
of Wit to have ſo much as Courage? No, Ladies, if y'ave 
any Friends that hope to raiſe themſelyes, adviſe them to 
be as much Fools as they can, and they'll ne'er want Pa- 
trons: And for Honeſty, if your Ladyſhip think fit to re- 
tire a little further, you ſhall ſee me perform upon a Gen- 
tleman that's coming this way. 

Cla. Pr'ythee, Lucia, let us retreat a little, and take this 


opportunity of ſome Divertiſement; which has been very 


ſcarce here hitherto. 

5 Enter Shift with a Sack, 

Scap. Oh Shift! | 

Shift. Speak not too loud, my Maſter's coming. 

Scap. I am glad on't, I ſhall teach him to betray the Se- 
crets of his Friend, If any Man puts a Trick upon me 
without return, may I Joſe this Noſe with the Pox, with- 
out the pleaſure of getting it. 

D Shift. 


Shift, I wonder at thy Valour, thou art continually ven- 
turing that Body of thine, to the Indignity of Bruiſes and 
indecent Baſtinadoes, | 

Scap. Difficulties in Adventures make them pleaſant 
when accompliſh'd. 

| Shift, But your Adventures, how comical ſoever inthe 
Beginning, are ſure to be tragical in the End. 

Scap. 'Tis no matter, I hate your puſillanimays Spirit: 
Revenge and Leachery are never ſo pleaſant as when you 
venture hard for them; begone: Here comes my Man. 

Enter Gri * 
Oh, Sir, Sir, ſhift for your ſelf, quickly Sir, quickly Sir, 
for Heav'n's ſake. 

Gripe, What's the matter, Man? | 

Scap, Heav'n! is this a time to ask Queſtions? Will you 
be murder'd inſtantly? I am afraid you'll be kill'd within 
theſe two Minutes, | 

Gripe. Mercy on me! kill'd for what? 
| Scap. They are every where looking out for yon. 

Gripe, Who? Who? 

Scap. The Brother of her whom your Son has marry'd; 
he's a Captain of a Privateer, who has all ſorts of Rogues, 
Engliſh, Scotch, Welſh, Iriſh, French, under his Command, 
and all lying in wait now, or ſearching for you to kill you, 
becauſe you would null the Marriage: They run up and 
down, crying, where is the Rogue Gripe? Where is the 
Dog? where is the Slave Gripe? they watch for you ſo 
narrowly, that there's no getting home to your Houſe. 

_ Oh, Scapin! What malt! do? what will become 
of me? | | 

Scrap. Nay, Heav'n knows; but if ycu come within 
their Reach, they'll De Mit you, they'll tear you in pieces; 
hark. 

Gripe. Oh Lord! 

Scap, Hum, 'tis none of them. 5 

Gripe, Canſt thou find no way for my Eſcape, dear 
Scapin? | | | 

Scap. I think I have found one, | 

Gripe. Good Scapin, ſhew thy ſelf a Man now, 

Scap, I ſhall venture being moſt im moderat y eaten. 
orte; 
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Grips, Near Sca pin, do; I will reward thee bounteouſly x 
I'll give thee this Suit when | have worn it eight or nine 
Months longer, 

Scap, Liſten! who are theſe? | | 

Gripe, God forgive me, Lord have mercy upon us. 

Scap. No, there's no body; look, if you'll ſave your 
Life go into this Sack preſently, 

Gripe, Oh! who's there? 

Scap. No body: Get into the Sack, and ſtir not, whit- 
ever happens; I] carry you as a Bundle of Goods thro? 
all your Enemies to the Major's Houſe of the Caſtle, 

Gripe, An admirable Invention, Oh Lord! quick, 

h [Gets into the Sack, 

Scap, Yes, tis an excellent Invention, it you knew all; 
keep it your Head, Oh, here's a Rogue coming to look 

or you. 
; Scapin counter feits a Welſhman. 


ou, 
4 In his own Voice, 

How ſhovld I know? what would you have with him 
— Lie cloſe. [ 4ſide to Gripe, 

Have with him, look you! hur has no creat pus neſs, but 
hur would have Satisfactions and Reparations, look you for Cre- 
dits and Honours, by St. Tavy he ſhall not put the Injuries and 
Affronts uon my Captains, look you now, Sir. 

He affront the Captain, he medales with no Man. 

You bye, Sir, look you», and bur will give you Beatings and 
Chaſtiſements for your Contra«idtions, when hur Welſe Plood's 
up, look you, and her will cudgel your Packs and your Nortles 
for it; take you that, pray you now, 

N [Beats the Sack. 

Hold, hold, will you murder me? I know not where 
he is, not 1, 

Hur will teach ſawcy Fachs how they profook her Welſe Ploods 
and her Chollers: and for the old Rogue, hur will have his 
Guts and his Plood, leok you, Sir, or hur will never wear Leek 
upon St. Tavy's Day more, look you. 

Oh! He has maywl'd me, a damn'd Welſh Raſcal, 


D 2 Grife.. 


Do you hear, I pray you, where is Leander's Father, look 
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Gripe You? The Blows fell upon my Shoulders. Oh! 
Ob! | h 

Scap. Twas only the end of the Stick fell on you, the 
main ſubſtantia] part of the Cudgel lighted on me. 

Gripe, Why did you not ſtand further off? 

Scap. Peace Here's another Rogue, 


In a Lancaſhire Diale#. 

Yaw Fellee, with Sack there, done jau knaw whear th'awd 
Raſcatt Griap is? 

Net ]; but he re is no Raſcal. 

Yaw leen, yaw Douge, yaw knaw weel eenuh whear he i, 
an jau den teel, ond that he is a foo Raſcatt as any is in aw 
the Tawn; I's tell a that byr Lady. 

Not I, Sir, I know neither, Sir, not I. ; 

By th Meſs, an ay tack thee in hont, ays raddle the Bones 
on thee, ay's keeble thee to ſome Tune, 

Me, Sir? F don't underſtand you. 

- Why, Tha'wart his Man, thaw Hobble, 1'll faite th Naſe 
” thee, 

Hold, hold, Sir, what would you have with him! 

Why, I nun knock him dawne with my Kibbo, the firſt 
bawt to the grawnt, and then I mum beat bim aw to pap, by 
ti Meſs, and after Ay mun cut off the Lug and Naes on em, 
and Ay wot, he'll be a pretty ſwatley Fellee, bawt Lugs and 
Naes. 

Why, truly, Sir, 1 know not where he is, but he went 
down that Lane, 

This Lone, ſayn ye? Ays find him, byr Lady, an he bi a- 
bove grawnt. 

So, he's gone, a damn'd Lancaſhire Raſcal, 

Gripe. Oh good Scapin! go on quickly. 

Scap, Hold, here's another. [Gripe pops in his Head. 

In an Iriſh Tone. 

Doeſt thou hear, Sackman? 1 pridee fare is that damn'd 
Dog, Gripe? 

Why, what's that to you? What know I? 

Fats dat to me, Foy? by my Soul, Foy, 1 will lay 4 
great Blow upon thy Pate, and de Devil take me, but t 

i 
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will make thee know fare he is indeed, or 1'll beat upon a1 thou 
doſt know, by my Salvation indeed. 

I'll not be beaten. 

Now the Devil take me, I ſwear by bim that made me, 
of thou daſt not tell Ly is Gripe, but I will beat thy Father's 
Child very — indee 

W hat "—_ you * me do? I can't tell where he is. 
But what would you have with him? 

Fat would I have wid him? By my ſoul, if I de foe him, 
I will make murther upon him for my Captain's ſake. 

Murder him? He'll not be murder d. 

If 1 do lay my Eyes upon him, gad 1 will put my Sword in- 
is Bowels, - Devil take me indeed. Fat haſt dow in 
i 4285 Foy ; by my Salvation I will look into it. 

But you ſhall not. What have you to do with it? 

By my Soul, Joy, 1 will put my Rapier into it. 

Gripe. Oh! © 

Scap. Fat, it wy grunt, by my Salvation ds Devil cake 
me I will fee it indeed, 

You ſhall not ſee my Sack; I will defend it with wp 
Life. 

Den I vill make beat upon thy Body; take that, To, and. 
that, and that, upon my Soul, and ſo I do take my leave, 

Foy. [Beats him in the Sack. 

A Plague on him, he's gone; he bas almoſt killd me. 

Gripe. Oh! I can bold no longer; ths Blows all fell on 
my Shoulders! 

Scap, You can't tell me; they fell on mine: Oh wy 
Shoulders! 

Gripe. Yours? Oh my Shoulders! 

Scap. Peace, th'are coming. 

In a hoarſe Seaman's Poire. 

Where is the Dog ? I'll lay him on fore and aft, ſwinge him 
with a Cat 0'nine-tail, Keel-haul, and then hang him at the 
Main. Tard. 

In broken French-Engliſh, | 
If dere be no more Men in England, I vill kille hin, 1 vill 


Put my Rapire in bis Body, I vill give him two tres puſht in 
de Gutte. 94 
D 3 __ 
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Here Scapin ads a number of em together. 

We mun go this way —— 0' the Right Hand, no to th Left 
Hand lie cloſe — ſearch ev/fy where 
by my Salvation I will kill the damn'd Dog — — and we do 
catch en, we'll tear en in pieces, and I do heer he went thick 
Way ——— zo, ſtraight forward. Hold, here is his Man, 
where's your Maſter ——— —— Damn me, where? in Hell? 


ſpeak —— — Hold, not ſo furiouſly . and you don't 


tell us where he is, we'll murder thee 
Do what you will, Gentlemen, I know not. 
Lay him on thick, thwack him ſoundly. 
i Hold, hold, do what you will, I ne'er betray my Ma- 
er. FEES 
Knock en down, beat en 20undly, to en, at en at en at — 
[4s he is going to ſtrike, Gripe peeps out, and 
Scapin takes to his Heels, 

Gripe. Oh, Dog, Traitor, Villain! Is this your Plot? 
Would you have murdered me, Rogue? Unheard of Im- 
pudence. | | 

Enter Thrifty. 
Oh, Brother Thrifty! You come to fee me loaden with 
diſgrace; the Villain Scapin has, as I am ſenſible now, 
cheated me of 200 l. This beating brings all into my 


Memory. 


Thrif. The impudent Varlet bas gull'd me of the ſame 
Sum. 

Gripe. Nor was he content to take my Money, but hath 
abus'd me at that barbarous rate that I am aſham'd to tel] 
it; but he ſhall pay for ic ſeverely. | | 

Thrif. But this is not all, Brother; one Misfortune is 
the Forerunner of another: Juſt now I receiv'd Letters 
from Londen, that both our Daughters have run away from 
their Governefles, with two wild debauch'd young Fellows, 
that they fell in love with. : 

Enter Lucia and Clara. 

Luc, Was ever ſo malicious Impudence feen — hah — 
Surely, if I miſtake not, that ſhould be my Father. 

Cla. And the other mine, whom Scapin has us d thus. 

Luc. Bleſs us! Return'd, and we not know of it? 

Ca. What will they ſay to find us here? | 
| Luc. 
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Luc. My deareſt Father, welcome to England. 
Thrif. My Daughter Luce? | 

Luc. The ſame, Sir, 

Gripe. My Clara here too? a 

Cla. Yes, Sir, and happy to ſee your ſafe Arrival. 


to us? 


Gripe. Hey day! N 

Thrif. Oh, Son! I have a Wife for you. | 

Oct. Good Father, all your Propoſitions are vain; 1 
muſt needs be free, and tell you, I am engaged. 

Thrif. Look you now; is not this very fine? Now I 
have a mind to be merry, and to be Friends with you, 
ons not let me now, will you? I tell you, Mr. Gripe's 

zoghter here | 

OZ. I'll never marry Mr. Gries Daughter, Sir, as long 
as I live: No, yonder's ſhe that I muſt love, and can 
never entertain the Thoughts of any other. 

Cla. Ves, Octavian, I have at laſt met with my Fa- 
ther, and all our Fears and Troubles are at an End. 

Thrif. Law ye now, you would be wiſer than the Fa- 
ther that begot you, would you? Did not I always fay 

ou ſhould marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter > But you do not 
now your Siſter Luce. 

Oct. Unlook'd for Bleſſing ! why ſhe's my Friend Le- 
ander's Wife! | 

Thrif. How, Leander's Wife! 

Gripe, What, my Son Leander 7 

Oct. Yes, Sir, your Son Leander. 

Gripe. Indeed! Well, Brother Thrifty, tis true the Boy 
Was always a good-natur'd Boy. Well, now I am fo over- 

joy 'd, that I could laugh till I ſhook wy Shoulders, but that 

J dare not, they are ſo ſore, But look here he comes. 

Enter Leander, | 

Leand. Sir, I beg your pardon, I find my Marriage is 
diſcover'd; nor would I indeed have longer conceal'dit ; 
this is my Wife, I muſt own her, 

Gripe. Brother Thrifty, did you ever ſee the like, did 
you ever ſee the like? ha! | 
= Thrif.. 


Enter Octay ian. 


Thrif. What ſtrange Deſtiny has directed this Happineſs 
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Thrif. Own her, quoth-a ! why kiſs her, kiſs her, Man 
odsbodikins, when I was a yoong Fellow, and was firſt 
marry'd, I did nothing elſe for three Months. O my 
Conſcience I got my Boy Oi there, the firſt Night, be- 
fore the Curtains were quite drawn! _. 8 

Gripe, Well, tis bis Father's nown Child, Juſt fo, Bro- 
ther, was it with me upon my Wedding-day, I could not 
look upon my Dear without bluſhing ; but when we were 
a Bed, Lord ha' mercy _ us — but l'll no more. 

Leand. Is then my Father reconcil'd to me? | 

Gripe. ReconciPd to thee! why I love thee at my Heart, 
Man, at my Heart; why tis my Brother Thrifty's Daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Lucy, whom I always defign'd for thy Wife; and 
that's thy Siſter Clara marry'd to Mr. Ota there. 

Leand. Octavian, are we then Brothers? there is no- 
thing that T could have rather wiſh'd after the compleat- 
ing of my Happineſs with my charming Lucia. 

if. Come, Sir, hang up yeur Compliments in the 
Hall at home, they are old and out of Faſhion. Shift, go 
to the Inn, and beſpeak a Supper may coſt more Money 
than I have ready to pay for't, for I am reſolv'd to run in 
Debt to Night. | 

Shift. J ſhall obey your Commands, Sir. = 

Thrif. Then d'you hear, ſend out and muſter up all the 
Fidlers (blind or not blind, drunk or ſober) in the Town ; 
let not ſo much as the Roaſter of Tunes, with his crack'd 
Cymbal in a Caſe, eſcape ye. 

Gripe. Well, what would I give now for the Fellow 
that firgs the Song at my Lord Mayor's Feaſt: I my ſelf 
would make an Epithalamium by way of Sonnet, and he 
fhould ſet a Tune to it; twas the prettieſt he had laſt 
Time. 

Enter Sly. 5 

Sly. Oh, Gentlemen, here is the ſtrangeſt Accident fal- 
len out. 

Thrif. What's the matter? 

Sly. Poor Scapin. | es 
_ Gripe. Ha! Rogue, let him be hang'd, I'll hang him 
my ſelf. „ | RES 


Shs 
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Sly. Oh, Sir, that Trouble you may ſpare; for paſſing 
by a Place where they were building, a great Stone fell 
3 bis Head, and broke his Scull ſo, you may ſee his 

rains. 

Thrif. Where is he? 

Sly. Yonder he comes. 


Enter Scapin between two, his Head wrapt up in Linn as 


as if he had been wounded. 
Scap, Oh me! Oh me! Gentlemen, you ſee me, you 
ſee me in a ſid Condition, cut off like a Flower in the 


Prime of my Years: But yet I could not die without the 


Pardon of thoſe I have wrong'd; yes, Gentlemen, I be- 
ſeech you to forgive me all the Injuries that I have done; 
but more eſpecially, I beg of you Mr. Thrifty, and my, 
good Maſter Mr, Graipe. | | 
 Thrif. For my part, I pardon thee freely; go, and die 
in Peace, 
Scap. But *tis you, Sir, I have moſt offended, by the 
inhumant Baſtinadoes which | 
Gripe. Pc*ythee ſpeak no more of that, I forgive thee too. 
Scap. Twas a moſt wicked Inſolence in me, that 1 
ſhould with vile Crab-tree cudgel 
Gripe. Piſh, no more, I ſay I am fſatisiy'd, 
Scap. And now ſo near my Death, *tis an unexpreſſible 
Grief that I ſhould dare to life my Hand againſt —— 
Gripe. Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, I tell thee I have 
forgot all 
Scap. Alas! how good a Man you are! But, Sir, d'you 


pardon me freely, and from the Bottom of your Heart, 


thoſe mercileſs Drubs that —— 
Gripe. Pry'thee ſpeak no more of it; I forgive theo 
freely, here's my Hand upon'c, N 
Scap. Oh! Sir, how much your Goodneſs revives me! 
DPulls off his Cap. 
Gripe, How's that! Friend, take notice, I pardon thee, 
but 'tis upon Condition that you are ſure to die. 
Scap. Oh me! I begin to faint again. 
- Thrif. Come, fy Brother, never let Revenge employ 
your Thoughts now ; forgive him, forgive him without 
any Condition. 


Gripe, 
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Gripe. A dewce on't, Brother, 2s | bope to be fav'd, 
he beat me baſely and ſcurvily, never ſtir he did: But 
lince you will have it ſo, I do forgive him. 
 Thrif. Now, then let's to Supper, and in our Mirth 
drown and forget all Troubles. 

Scap. Ay, and let them carry me to the lower End of 
the Table; | 

Where in my Chair of State I'll fit at Eaſe, 

And cat and drink, that I may die in Peace. [A Dance. 

¶Exeunt mne. 


EPILOGUE, 


Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee, when ſhe 


was out of Humour. 


H OW little do you gueſs what I'm to ſay! 

I'm not to alt bow ors like Farce or Play: 

For you muſt know, 1've other Buſineſs now; 

Tt is to tell ye, Sparks, how we like yon. 

How happy were we, when in humble Guiſe 

You came with honeſt Hearts and harmleſs Eyes; 

State, without Noiſe and Tumult in the Pit: 

Oh what a precious Fewel then was Mit! 

Tho now 'tis grown ſo common, les me die, 

Gentlemen ſcorn to keep it Company. 

Indulgent Nature has too bounteous been, 

Your too much Plenty is become your Sin. 

Time was ye were as meet as now you're proud, 

Did not in curſt Cabals of Criticks croud, 

Nor thought it witty to be very loud; 

But came to ſee the Follies you would ſhun ; 

Tho' now ſo fondly Antick here you're grown; 

T' invert the Stage's Purpoſe, and its Rules; 

Make us Spectators, whilſt you play the Fool. 

Equally witty, as ſome valiant are, 

The ſad Defects of both are expos'd here. 

For here you'll cenſure, who diſdain to wri'e, 

As ſome make Quarrols hire that [corn to fight. 
The rugged Soldier that from War returns, 

And fill with th Heat of former Action burns; 

Let him but hither come to ſes a Play, 

Proceeds an arrant Courtier in à Day: 

Shall ſteal from #h' Pit, and fly up to the Box, 

There hold impertinent Chat with taudry Maux: 


o 
— — REN yu Ws rn pas — — 
1 —_— 
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Till ere aware the Bluſi'rer falls in lore; 


And Hero grows as harmleſs as a Dove. 

With us the kind Remembrance yet remains, 
hen we were entertain d behind our Scenes. 
Tho nom, alas, we muſt your Abſence” mourn, 
mer om but Brat will ſerve your turn. 

Duality ! that uſes poaching Arts, 
py — "tis as ) comes maik'd to prey on . 5 
The preper Uſe of Vizor: once was made, 
When only worn by ſuch as own'd the Trade: 
Tho now 2 mingle with em ſo together, 
That you can hardly know the one from t'other. 
But tis no matter; on, purſue your Game, 
Till wearied you return at laſt, and tame: 
Know then 'twill be our Turn to be ſevere; 
For when you've left your Sting behind you there, 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHERLED 


Earl of Dor/ez and Middleſex, 


Gentleman of His Majeſty's Bed- 
. Chamber, 


My LO RD, 


OUR Lordſhip has fo often and ſo 
highly obliged me, that I cannot but 
7% Eo condemn my ſelf for giving you a 
SEW. Trouble ſo impertinent as this is: Con- 
ſidering how remiſs I have been in my Reſpects 
to your Lordſhip, in that I have not waited on 
you ſo frequently as the Duty I owe your Lord- 
ſhip, and my own Inclinations required; but the 
Circumſtances of my Condition, whole daily Buſineſs 
mult be daily Bread, have not, nor will allow me 
that Happineſs. Be pleaſed then, my Lord, to accept 
this humble Dedication as an Inſtance of his Grati- 
tude, who in a high meaſure owes his Well-being 
to you. I cannot doubt but your Lordſhip will pro- 
tect it, for nothing ever flew to you for Succour un- 


ſucceſsfully: I am ſure I have Reaſon to acknow- 
2 3 ledg e 


a 
1 
* 


The Epiſile Dedicatory. 
ledge it. As for the unlucky Cenſures ſome have 
paſt on me for this Play, I hope your Lordſhip 
Will believe I hardly deſerve 'em. For to my 
beſt remembrance, when firſt I was accuſed of 
the thing by ſome People of the World, who had 
perhaps as little Reaſon to think I could be guilty 
of it, as to believe themſelves deſerved it, I made 
ir my Bufineſs to Clear my felf to your Lordſhip, 
whole good Opinion is dearer to me than any thing 
which my worſt Enemies can wropg me of elſe; 
1 hope 1 convinc'd your Lordfhip of my Innocence 
in the matter, which I would not have endeavour'd 
had it not been juſt, For, I thank my Stars, I 
know my ſelf better than (forall the Threats ſome 
have been pleaſed to beſtow upon me) to tell a 
Lye to ſave my Throat. Forgive, me, my Lord, 


this Trouble, continue me in your Lordſhip's Fa- 


vour and good Opinion, and accept of the Prayers 
and Well-withes of 


Texr moſt Humble, and 


moſt Olliged Servant, 


Tno, OTway, 


X. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. S MIT H. 


H O IW hard a Tazk hath that poor Drudge of Stage, 
That ſinives to pleaſe in this fantaftick Age ? 

Je & 6 Thigh | 

That he's Rol that thinks go da't by Hr; 

Therefore our Author bid me ly fay, 

You muſt not laek fer any in h 
I'th' next Place, Ladies, thene's no Bandy in't. 

No, not ſo much as ong well, meaning Hint; 

Nay more, ma written every Word he ſays, 

On ſtricteſt Vigils, and on Faſting Days, 
When he his Fleſh to Penance did injoin,. 8 


Nay took ſuch Care c werk i) gþaſig an Ius, 

He diſciplm'd himſelf at ev'ry Line. 

Then, Gentlemen, n0 Libel he intends, 

Tho“ ſome have flrove to wrong. him with his Friends; 
And Poets haus ſe very fort of theſe, 
They'd need take care whoſe Favour 'tis they loſe, 
Who'd be a Port? Parents all beware, 
Cheriſh and educate your Sous with Care: 

Breed em to wholſory Law, er give m Trades, 
Let em not follow th* Muſes, they are Fades : 
How many very hopeful riſing Cits 

Have we of late known ſpail'd by turning Wits? 
Poets by Criticks are worſe troate here, 

Than on the Bankſide Butchers do a Bear. 

Faith, Sirs, be hind, ſmce now his Time ii come, 
When he muſt ſtand or fall as you ſhall doom: 
Give him Bear-Garden Law, that's fair Play for't, 
Au be anten for one, 10 make you Sport. 


A 4 Dra- 


Dramatis Perſone. 


M E N. 

God vile, Mr. Betterton. | 
Trum an, Mr. Smith. | 
Valentine, © Mr. Harris. 
Sir Noble Clumſey, Mr. Underhill. 
Malagene, Mr. Leigb. 
Caper, Mr. Fevon. 
waunter, Mr. Bowman. = 

WOMEN. | 
Mrs. Googuile, Mrs. Barrey. 
Victoria, Mrs. Giòôbs. HET 
Camilla, © Mrs. Price. , 
Lady Squeamiſb, Mrs. Gin. 
Lettice, Mrs. Seymour. 
Bridget, Mrs, ——— 
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Friendſhip in Faſhion. 


 ACTEL SCENE I 


_ 


—_C 


SCENE, The Mall. | 
Truman reading a Billet, and Servant. 


TRUMAN. 
8 N a Vizor ſay you? 


the Word to the Coachman, drew up the 
@& Ras Tin Lettice, and away ſhe hurry'd. 

Apen. The meaning of a Billet of this 
Nature without a Name is a Riddle to me. [Reads. 


You know me and ſee me often, I wiſh I way never ſee 

u more, except you know better where to place your Love, 
or 1 were abler to govern mine: As jon are a Gentleman, 
burn this ſo ſoon as it comes to your Hands. Adieu. 


Well; this can be no other than ſome ſtanch Virtue of 


Thirty five, that is juſt now fallen under the Temptation; 


or what is as bad, one of thoſe cautious Dealers that ne- 


yer venture but in Maſquerade, where they are ſure to 
be 


A 5 


Serv. Yes, Sir, and as ſoon as ſhe had 
deliver'd it, without any thing more, gave 


| 
{ 
| 
| 
\ 


— 
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be wondrous kind, tho' they diſcover no more to the 

Lover than he has juſt Occaſion to make uſe of. 
Eater Goodvile and Valentine. 

Val. Truman. Good-morrow ; juſt out of your Lodg- 

mps? but that I know thee better, I ſhould ſwear thou 

hadſt reſoly'd to ſpend this Day in Humiliation and Re- 

pentance for the Sins of the laſt. 

Good, I beg your Pardon: Some Lady has taken up your 
Time. Thou cenſt no more riſe in the Morning without a 
Wench, than thou canſt go to Bed at Night without a 
Bottle. Than, wilt thou never leave Whoring ? 

Trum. Peace, Matrimony, Peace— ſpeak more reve- 
rently of your dearly beloved Whoring. Valentine, be 13 
the meer Spirit of Hypocriſy —— had hardly been mar- 
ry d ten Daye, but he left his Wife to go home from the 
Play alone in her Coach, whilſt de debauch'd me with two 


 Vizors in a Hackney to Supper. 


Val. Truly Goodvile, that was very Civil, and may come 
to ſomething — . But, Gentlemen, it begins to grow 
late. Where ſhall we dine? | ' 

Num. Where you will, I am indifferent. 

Good. And I. 

Val. J had appointed to meet at Chatolins, bu. 

Trum. With whom? | 

Val. Why, your Couſin Malagene Goodvile. _ 

Good. Valentine, thou art too much with that Fellow. 
*Tis true indeed, he is fome Relation to me, but tis ſuch 
a lying Varlet, there is no enduring of him. 

Val. But Rogues and Fools zre ſo very plenty, dis hard 
always to eſcape 'em. TS. 

Trum. Beſides, he dares be no more a Friend than a 
Foe, he never ſpoke well of any Man behind his Back, nor 
ill before his Face: He is a general Diſperier of nauſeous 
Scandal, tho' it be of his own Mother or Sifter, pr'gthee 
let's avoid him, if we can to day. | 

Good. Twill be almoſt impoſſible, for he is as impu- 
dent as he is troubleſome : as there is no Company ſo 
ill but ke'}] keep, ſo there's none ſo good but he'll pre- 
tend to. If he has ever ſeen you once, he'll be ſure of 
you ; And if he knows where you are, he's no more i” 

c 
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be kept out of your Room, than you can keep him out 
of your Debt, , 

Val. He came where I was laſt Night, roaring drunk: 
ſwore Damn him, he hed been with my Lord ſuch-a-one, 
and bad ſwallow'd three Quarts of Champaigne for his 
Share; ſaid he had much ado te get away, but came then 
paricularly to drink a Bottle with me: I was forc'd to 
3 him 1 would meet him to Day, to get rid of 


Good. Faith Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my Houſe ; 
I have fnubb'd him of late, and he'll hardly venture that 
way fo ſoon = At Night l' promife you good Com- 
yʒ my Wife (for I allow her for my own fake what 

reedor ſhe pleaſes) has ſent for the Fiddles to come. 

Trum. Goodvile, if there be any ſuch thing as Kaſe in 
Matrimony, thou haſt it: But methinks, there's as it were 
2 Mark upon marry'd Men, that mekes them as diſtin- 

guiſhable from one of us, as your Few: are from the reſt 
of Mankind. 

Good, Oh there are Pleaſures you dream not of; he is 

only confin'd by it that will be ſo: A Man may make his 
Condition as eaſy as he pleaſes —— Mine is ſuch a fond 
wanton Ape, I never come home, but ſhe entertains me 
with freſh Kindneſs; and Fact, when [ have been hunt- 
ing for Game with you, aad miſk'd of an Opporcunity, 
ſhe ſtops a Gap well enough. 
Tam. There's no Condition ſo wretched but has its 
Reſcrve: Your Spaniel turn'd out of Doors, goes content» 
edly to his Kennel: Your Beggar, when he can pet no 
better Lodging, knows his old warm Buſh; and your 
marry*d Whore-maſter that miſſes of his Wench, goes 
honeſtly home, and there's Madam Wife, — But Goodvile 
who are to be the Company at Night? 

Good, In the firſt Place my Couſin Victoria your Idol, 
Jack Truman; then Mr, Valentine, there will be the 
charming Camilla, and another that never fails upon ſuch 
an Occaſion, the ummitable Lady Squeamiſh, | 

Trum. That indeed is a worthy Perſon, a great Critick 
forſootch; one that cenſures Plays, and takes it very ill 
ſhe has none dedicated to her yet; a conſtant * 


— 


quet, very affected, and ſomething old. 
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of all Maſquerades and Publick Meetings, a perfect Co- 


Val. Diſcourſes readily of all the Love-Intrigues of the 
Court and Town, a ſtrange Admirer of Accompliſhents 
and Good: breeding, as ſhe calls it; a reftleſs Dancer, one 
that by her Good-will would never be out of Motion, 

Dum. How Valentine! you were once a great Admirer 
there, have a care how you ſpeak too larſhly of your 
Miſtreſs, tho' the Buſineſs be over. You ſtand well with 
the Ladies yet, and are held a Man of Principles. 

Good. That indeed is a fine Creature, Four old ha- 
raſs'd Stager has always ſome ſuch teſty Whoremaſter- | 
or another, whom ſhe makes the beſt of her Deſpair- \ 
withal; and after being forſaken by halt the Town be- \ 
fides, comforts her ſelf in her Man ot Principles, But 
now I think on't, we delay too long. I' go before and 
prepare: Gentlemen, you'll be ſure to follow? 

Trum, Sir, we'll not fail to wait on you. 

[Exit Goodvile, 

Boy! is the Coach ready ? Valentine! | have had the- 
oddeſt Adventure this M: raing — ba — Malagene! 

Enter Malagene. 

How came he hither ? | | 

Mal. Jack Truman. Monſieur Valentine, bon jour 
Was not that Geodvile I met coming in — ha? 

Val. Yes, he parted hence but now. 


— 


Mal, Faith, I'll tell you what, Gentlemen, Goadvile's a: 
very. honeſt Fellow as can be, but he and I are fallen out 
of late, tho' Faith 'twas nothing of my ſecking, . 
Toy No,.1'll be ſworn for thee, thou 1uy'Rt thy (elf 
ter, | | bs 

Val. Pray, what was the Matter, Malagene? 

Mal. Why, I was adviſing bim to look atter things bet- 
ter at home: The Fellow has marry'd a young Wite, and 
there he lets her make Balls and pive Entertainments, I 
was very free with him, and told him of it to the Pur- 
poſe: For Faith I ſhould be ſorry to ſee any lll come on't, 
very lorry, CEE 5 

Trum. But hark ye Malagene, Goodvile's a ſort of ſur- 
ly. Companion, and pt to bave ſo good an Opinion of 

himſelf, 


| —— 6 


fot all ſhe's my Kinſwoman. | 
Num. The Raſcal, if he had an Opportunity, would 


of my Buſineſs laſt Night? 
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himſelf, that he is able to manage Affairs without your 
Advice: He might bave been very ſevere with you upon 
this Occaſion. : i | 4; 
Mal. Severe with me! I thank you for that with all 


my Heart; that had been the way to have made a fine 


iece of Work on't indeed; hark ye, (under the Roſe). 
e's ſweetly fitted with my Couſin tho”; | | 
Val. Pray, Sir, ſpeak with more Reſpect: We are his 
Friends, and not prepar'd to reliſh any of your Satire at 

eſent. 8 

Mal. O Lord, Sir, I beg your Pardon; you are a new 
Acquaintance there, I remember, and may defign an Ia- 
tereſt. Faith Ned; if thou doſt, Il never be thy — 


pimp for bis Siſter, tho? but for the bare Pleaſure of tek 


ling it himſelf, 


Mal. Now when he comes home, ſhe will be banging 
about his Neck, with, O Lord, Dear! where have you 


been this Morning ? I can't abide you ſhould go abroad, 


ſo ſoon, that I can't: You are never well but when yo 
are with that wicked leud Truman, and his debauch'd 
Companion young Valentins: but that I know you are 
a good Dear, I ſhould be apt to be jealous of you, that, 
1 ſhould, ha, ha. | 
,_ Sir, you are very bold. with our Characters, me- 
thinks. | 

Mal, I, ſhaw ! your Servant; Sure, we that know one 
another may be tree: You may ſay as much of me, if 
you pleaſe. But no matter for that, did you hear nothing 
ba. 

Trum. Not a Word | aſſure you, Sir. Pray how was 
it ? Pr'ythee let him alone a little, Valentine. 

Mal. Why, coming out of Chatolins-laft Night (where 
it had coſt me a Guinea Club, with a Right Honourable 
or two ot this Kingdom, which ſhall be nemeleſ+) juſt as 


I was getting into a Coach, who ſhould come by bur a 


bluſtering Fellow with a Woman in his Hand, and ſwore, 
Dam him, the Coach was for him ; we had ſome Words, 
and he drew; with that I put by his Paſs, clos'd with 

| him, . 


we are going into Company that are not very 
Friends of yours, aud will be very unevſy if you be there, 


two or three good Cuts over the Face, feir'd upon Da- 


moxel, carry d her away with me to my Chamber, ma- 
nag d her all Night, and juſt now ſeut her off. Faith a- 


mongſt Friends ſhe wss3 Perſon of Quality, I'li tell you that. 


Trum. What, a Perſon of Quality at that Time o'th' 
Night, and on Foot too? 

Mal. Ay, and one that you both know very well, but 
take no notice on't, 25 „ 

Val. Oh, Sir, you may be ſure we ſhall be very cau- 
tious of ſpreading any Secrets of yours of this Nature — 
Lying Rakehell; the higheſt heeverarriv'd at was a Baud, 
and the too bani ſu d him at laſt, becauſe he boaſted of 
ker Favours. : | ; 
Mal. Nay, not that I care very much neither; you may 
tell it if you will; for I think it was no more than any 
one wou'd have done upon the ſame Occaſion — ha 

Tram, Doubtleſs, Sir, you weremuchin the right. But, 
Valentine, we ſtay top long; tis time we were going. 
Aal. What, to Dinner? I'll make a third Man 
where ſhall it be? 
Trum. Sir, I am ſorry, we muſt beg your Excuſe this 
Time, for we are both engag d. | 

Mal, Whoo! pr'ythee, that's all one, I am ſure I know 
the Company; I'll go along at a venture, 

Val. No, but Aalagene, to make ſhore of the Bufineſs, 
ood 


Mal. What's that to the purpoſe? — I care as little 
ſor them as they do for me; tho' on my Word, _ 
of honeſt Fellows, you keep the oddeſt Company 
times that ever I knew. I 

Trum. But, Sir, we are reſole'd toreform it, and in order 


| thereunto defire you would leave us to our ſelves to day. 


Mal. No — but I'll tell you, ge along with me; I 
have diſcover d a Treaſure of pale Wine— Ui] affure yon 
tis the lame the King drinks of — What ſey you, Fack? 
] am but for one Bottle ar two; for Faith I have reſolv d 
to live ſober for a Week. 

Trum. Prythee Tormenter, leave us; do not I _ 

the 
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the Wine thou dripk'ft is as baſe as the Company thou 
keep't? To be plain wich you, we will not go with you, 
nor muſt you go with us. 

Mal. Why, if one ſhould ask the Queſtion now, whi- 
ther are you going ? ha! | 

Val. How comes it, Malagene, you are not with your 
two Friends, Caper and Saunter ? —— you may beſureof 
them; they'll eat and drink, and go all over the World 
with you. | i 

Mat. How canſt thou think that I would keep fach 
losthſome Company? a Brace of filly, taking, dancing, 
ſinging Raſcals: 'Tis true, I contrated an Acquaintance 
with em, I know not how; and now and then when [ 
am out of Humour, love to hugh at and abuſe 'em for 
an Hour or two — but come what will ont, I am reſolv d 
to go along with you today, | 

Trum. Upon my Word, Sir, you can't 
ſhould you make ſo many Difficulties with your Friends? 

Mal. Whoo ! prithee leave fooling — You would 
ſhake me of now, would you? But I know better things. 
— The Sham won't paſs upon me, Sir, it won't, look you. 
Trum. Death, we muſt uſe him ill, or there is no get+ 
ting rid of him. Not paſs, Sir! 

Mal. No, Sir. : 

Trum. Pray, Sir, leave us. 

Mal, I ſhan't dot, Sir. 

Trum. But you muſt, Sir. 

Mal. May be not, _ 

Tram, Iam going this Way. alking off 

Mal. So wk as. £ * | gf 

Trum. But, Sir, I muſt ſtay here a little longer, 

Mal. With all my Heart; tis the fame thing, 1 am not 
in haſte, 5 

Val. Have a care, Malagene, how you provoke Ty. 
mn you l run the hazard of a fourvy Beating, my 
Friend, if you do. . | 

Mal. Beating; I am ſorry, Sir, you know no better: 
Pox, I am uſed to ſerve him fo, Man; tet him alone, you 
ſhall ſee how Ill tenze him. Hark you, Jack. 

Trum. Sir, youare an impudenttroubleſome Coxcomb. 

Mal. No matter for that, I ſhan't leave you. 
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Trum. Sir, I ſhall pull you by the Noſe then. 
Mal. Tis all one to me, do your worſt. 

Trum. Take that then, Sir —— Now d'ye hear 
| N [Tweaks him by the Noſe. 
Go about your Buſineſe. | | 
Mal. Nay, faith, Zack, now you drive the Jeſt too far; 
What a Pox I know you are not in earneſt; prithee let's go. 
Trum. Death, Sir, you lye; not in earneſt:! . 
let this convince you [ Kicks him. 

How like you the Jeſt now, Sir? 

Mal. Hark you Truman, we ſhan't dine together then, 
ſhall we? Fi 

Val. Faith to tell you the Truth of the Matter, Tru- 
man had a 3 laſt Night, and we are juſt now going 
to make an End ont: Tis that makes him ſo ſurly. Ne- 
vertheleſs, now I think on't better, if you'll go, you ſhall; 
perhaps we may have Occaſion for a third Man, 

Mal. No, no, if that be the Buſineſs I'll ſay no more; 
uh — I hate to preſs into any Man's Company againſt his 
nelination. Truman, upon my Reputation you are very 

uncivil now, that you are, But hark you, I ran to the 

Groom-Porter's laſt Night, and loſt my Money — Prithee 

lend me two Guiness till next Time I ſee thee, Child, 

Trum. With all my Heart, Sir, I was ſure *cwould 
come to this at laſt; 'tis here, you may command what 
you pleaſe from your Servant, Malagene, good morrow, 

Enter Caper and Saunter, 

Mal. Dear Fack Truman, your humble, — [ Ex; Truman. 

Val. Won't you go along with us then, Malagene ? 

Mal, No, here are two filly Fellows coming; Il go 
and divert my ſelf a liitle with them at preſent. | 

Val. Why, thoſe are the very People you-rail'd at fo 
but now: You will not leave us for them, at a Time 
when you may be ſo ſerviceable... | 

Mal. Harig't, you'll have no Occaſion for me, Man; 
fay no more on't, but take my Advice; be ſure you ſtand 

faſt, don't give Ground, d'ye hear, puſh briskly, and I'll 

warrant you do your Bulineſs, 355 | 

Pal Sir, I thank you for your Counſe), and am ſorry 


we can't have your Company; but you are engag d. f 
. | Ma . 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 17 
Mal. Are you fore tho? it will come to fighting? I 
have no mind to leave your Company, methinks. 

' Val, Nay, nothing ſo certain as that we ſhall fight; I 
== you would go, for I fanſy there will be three in the 
Field. 2 7654 
Mal. A Pox on't, now I remember, I promis'd to meet 
theſe People here, and can't avoid them now; I'd go 
with you elſe with all my Heart, Faith and Troth, but 
if you'd have me ſend a Guard, I'll do't. 

Val. No, Sir, — there's no danger — Nothing but the 
Rogue's Cowardiſe could have rid us of him. [Ex. Val. 

Mal. How now Bullies, whither ſo faſt this Morning ? 
I ons Juſt now with Fack Truman and Ned Valentine: 
They would fain have had me to Dinner with them, but 

] was not in 3 Humour of drinking, and to ſpeak the 
Truth on't, you are better Company ten to one, They 
ingroſs ſtill all the Diſcourfe to themſelves: And a Man 
can never be free with them neither, f 
| Caper, Oh Lord, Malagene! we met the delicat'ſt Crea- 
ture but now as we came round; I am a Raſcal, if I don't 
think her one of the fineſt Women inthe World, | ſhan't 
get her out of my Mind this Month. | 
San. 'T was Vittoria, my Lady Fairfield's Daughter, 

that came to Town laſt Summer when Goodvile was mar- 
ry'd. He in Love with her, poor Sou]! | hall 
beg his Pardon there, as I take it [ Sings, 

Mal, That's Truman's blowing: She's always lingring 
after him here, and at the Play-houſe: She heats her ſe 
here every Morning againſt the general Courſe at Night, 
where ſhe comes as conſtantly as my Lady Squeam iſh her ſelf. 

Saun. | vow that's a fine Perſon; don't you think ſhe 
has abundance ot Wit, Malagene? She and 1 did ſo rally 
Caper t'other Day, | 

Caper. Ay, it may be ſo. 

Saun. But did you never hear her fing ? She made me 
fit with her till Two a Clock t'other Morning to teach 
ber an Italian Song. e 
J have, and I vow ſbe ſings it wonderfully. 

Mal. Dam her, ſhe's the moſt affe amorous [ilt, 
and loves young Fellows more than an old Kite does 

| CY young 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Night, 


18 Fricudſbip in Faſbion. 
young Chickens: There is not a Caxcombh of eighteen in 
Town can eſcape her, we ſhall have her draw ona of you 
into Matrimony within this Fortnight, 

Caper. Malagene, thou art the moſt Satirical Thief 
breathing: 1'd give any thing thou didſt but love dancing. 
that I might have thee on my ſide ſometimes. 

Sewn. Well eus, | hope to ſee thee ſo in Love ane 
Day, 88 to leave off drinking, as I have dong, and ſet up 
for a Shape and a Face: Or, what is all one, write amo- 
rous Sonnets, and fight Duels with all that do but look 
like Rivals. I wauyld not be in Love for all the World, 
I vow and ſweer, h 
[Walks up and down with an affeied Motion. 
Capey, Nor I, | | 
1 Phillis, if you would ue love 

The Shepherd, &c, | [ug, 

But d'ye hear, Aalagene, they ſay Goodvile gives u ball 
to Night, ist true? | | 

Mal. Ves, | intend to be there, if I do not go to Court. 

Caper, I am glad of it with ell my Heart -— Saunter 
— There's my Lady, to be ſure ſhe'll not fail. 

Saun. But will you go, Malegene? Gooduile and you 
are at a Diſtance. . | 

Mal. Whao! pox, that's nothing, 1'll go for all that: 
But faith, I ſhould meet my Lord at Court to Night. 
Beſides, I have not been in the Drawing-Room theſe three 
Days: the Company will wonder what's become of me. 

Enter Lady Squeamith, 
She here! nay then 

Caper, Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

[Congoe: aſfoctedly. 

L. Squeam. Mr. Caper, your moſt devoted. 
dear Mr, Sawnter! a thouſand Thanks to you for my Sang. 

Saum. Your Ladyſhip does your Servant too much Ho- 
— . | [ Sings, As Chloe 120 = 

. Squeam, 1 v are 8 Stranger indeed, 
have not ſeen you the — he — dye live? 

Caper. | ſhould have waited on your Ladyſbip, but wes 
ſo tired at the Maſquerade at my Lord Flutter's t'other 

0 [Dances and capers. 


Sann. 
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Saum. Madam, Madam, Mr, Goedvite gives a Ball to 
Night: Will your Ladyſhip be there? M 233 

. Squsam. Yes, I heard of it this Morning; Victoria 
ſent me Word, | 

Caper, Oh, Madam, d'ye hear the News} Goodvile 
mekes a Ball to Nighy: I hope I ſhall have the Honour 
ef your Ladyſhip's Company. 

A Squeam, Oh, by all means: Mr. Caper, pray don't 
you fail us, | 


Oh Lord, Mr, Malagem, I beg your Pardon, you = . 


Honour I did not fee you, I was ſo engag d in 
lities of theſe Gentlemen, 

Mal, Your Wit and Beauty, Madam, muſt command the 
Honour and Admiration of all the World, But when did 
your Ladyſhip ſee Mr, Valente? 

L. $queam, Oh, nome him not, Mr, Malagene, he's the 


unworthieft baſeſt Fellow beſides, he has no Prin- 


ciples nor Breeding: I wonder you Gen'lemen will keep 
him Company, IA {wear he's enough to bring an Odium 
on the whole Sex, | 

Aal. The Truth on't is, Madam, I do drink with him 
now and then, becauſe the Fellow has ſome Wit, bur it 
is when better Company is out of the Way: and faith he's 
always very Civil to me as can be: I can rule him. 


L. Squeam, Oh Lord, tis impoſſible. Wit! why, he was 


abroad but two Years, and all that time too in an Academy; 
he kno ws nothing of the Jntrigues of the French Court, and 
has the worſt Mien in tbe World: Ne bas a ſort of an 
Mr natur'd Way of talking indeed, and they ſay makes bold 
with me ſometimes, but II] aſſure ycu l ſcorn him, 


Mal, Truly he has made very bold with you, or he is 


foully bely'd: Ha, ha, hs. 
L. Squeam, They ſay, he's grown a great Admirer of 
Madam Camilla of late, who paſſes for a Wit forſooth. 
Tis true, ſhe's well enough, but I ſuppoſe is not the firſt 

that bas been troubled with his impertinent Addreſſes. 
Mal. Indeed he would not let me alone, til} I brought 
him acquainted there: He owes that Happineſs to me, 
But methinks your Ladyſhip ſpeaks with ſometbing of 
Heat By Heay'n ſhe's jealous, [A/ede. 
L. Squean. 


— 


y— — 


— —— w—œ —L—— äͤàũäĩe-̃ . 
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L. $queam. No, I aſſure you, 8 r, I am not concern'd 
at it in the leaſt, Fac 
But did you ever hear em diſcourſe any thing of me? 

Mal, Never any III, Madam, only @ little idle Raillery 
now and then: but Truman ond he are wont to be ſarne- 
thing laviſh when they have been drunk in my Company 
w——_ — will work, 

L. Sgqusam, Nay, I know he has ayes diſhonourably 
of me behind my Back, becauſe he fail'd in his filthy De- 
figns, Madam Camilla may deſerve better of him, I doubt 
not: But if I am not reveng'd on his Falſhood, | 4/i4e, | 
— —— Mr. Ce per. 5 g 

Caper, C 
* * 5 Madam. 

L. Squeam. Where do you £0 to day? 

- Caper. Will your Ladyſhip be at the new Play? | 
IL. Squeam, No, I ſaw it the firſt Day, and don't like it- 
Mal. Madam, it has no ill Character about the Town. 
L. Squam, O Lord, Sir, the Town 1s no Judge, Tis 

2 Tragedy, and I'll aſſure you there's nothing ia it that's 

moving. ' 1. | 

I love a Tragedy that moves mightily, 

Saun. Does your Ladyſhip know who writ it? 

L. Squeam. Yes, the Poet came and read it to meat my- 
Lodging ;; he is but a young Man, and I ſuppoſe he has 
not been a Writer long; beſides, he bas had little or no Con- 
verſation with the Court, which has been the Reaſon be has 
committed a great many Indecorums in the Conduct of it. 

Saun. I did not like it neither for my part; there was 
never a Song in it ha! 

| Caper. No, nor ſo much as a Dance. | 

Mal. Oh, tis impoſſible it ſhould take, if there were 
neither Song nor Dance in it. | | 
L. Squeam. And then their Comedies now-a-days are 
the fithieſt Things, full of bawdy and nauſeous Doings, 
which they miſtake for Raillery and Intrigue: Be ſides, 
they have no Wit in 'em neither; for all their Gentlemen 
and Men of Wit, as they ſtyle em, are either ſilly con- 
ceited impudent Coxcombs, or elſe rude ill manner ly 
drunken Fellows —— fough ——1 am aſham'd ny ary) 

ou 
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ſhould pretend to write a Comedy, that does not know 
the nicer Rules of the Court, and all the Intrigues and 
Gallantries that paſs I vow, 

Mal. Who would improve In thoſe Things, muſt con- 
ſult with your Ladyſhip, _, 
I., Squeam, | (wear, Mr, Malagene, you are an obliging 
Perſon: 1 wonder the World ſhould be ſo malicious to 
ive yau ſo undeſerving a Charscter as ny do: I always 
h und you extremely generous, and a Perſon of Worth, 
Mal. In troth, Madam, your Ladyſhip and my ſelf are 
the Subjects of abundance of Envy; for I love to be ma- 
licious now and then, and, faith, am the very Scourge of 
the Court; they all ſtand in awe of me, for | muſt (peak 


what I know, tho' ſometimes | am uſed a little ſcurvily 


for it? but faith I can't help it, 'tis my Way, 

L. Squsam. Ha, ha, ha, really I love Scandal extremely 
too ſometimes, ſo it be decently manag'd —— But as [ 
was ſaying, there is not a Perſon in the World underſtands 
the Intrigues of the Court. better than myſelf; I am the 

eneral Confident of the Drawing Room, and know the 
— of all the People of Quality in Town, 

Caper, Dear Madam, how ſtands the Affair between 
my Lord Suppie and Madam Lofty ? : 

L. Squeam, Worſe than ever; *tis very provoking to 
ſee how ſhe uſes the poor Creature: But the Truth is, ſhe 
can never be at reſt for him; he's more troubleſome than 
an old Husband, continually whiſpering his Softneſs and 
making his Vows, till at laſt ſhe is forc'd to fly to me for 
| Shelter, and then we do ſo laugh — which the good- na- 
tur'd Creature takes ſo patiently — I ſwear, I pity him. 

Saun. But my Lady Colt they ſay, is kinder to the 
Sparkiſh Mr, Pruneit. | | | 
L.. Squeam. O Lord, Mr, Saunter, that you ſhould un- 
derſtand no better; to my knowledge it is all falſe; I 
know all that Intrigue from the beginning to the ending, 
it has been off this Month ——— beſides, he keeps a Player 
again ——— Oh, Mr. Saunter! whatever you do, ne- 
yer concern yourſelf with thoſe Players, 

Saun. Madam, I have left the Folly long fince; when 
firſt I came to 2 I muſt confeſs I had a Gallantry 


there: 


—_ — no 


ſer ſomething where we are going to Nig 
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there: But ſince I have been acquainted with your Lady- 
ſhip's Wit and Beauty, I have learned to lay out m 
Heart to better Advantage — I think that was finely ſaid. 
I. Squeanm, I iwear, Mr. Saunter, you have the molt 
court-like Way of 3 your ſelf·— 
Saun. Oh Lord M [ Bows and cringes. 
L. Sqguearm, Mr. Malagens, theſe are both my intimate 
Acquaintance, and I'll ſwear I am proud of em. Here js 
Mr, Saunter fings the French manner better than ever I 
beard any Exglih Gentleman in my Life; Beſides, he pro- 
nounces his Engliſh in ſinging with a French kind of 2 
Tone or Accent, that gives it a ſtrange Beauty Sweet 
Sir, do 2 the * of 1 new Song. 
Sans. me die; your Ladyſhip obliges me beyond 
Expreſſion —— — thou 5 —— 
- [Smgs 4 Song in @ French Tone. 
Mal. What a Devil was this? I underftand not a Word 
ont. : | 
L. Siem. Did you ever hear any thing ſo fine? 
Mal. Never, Madam, never: l'Il ſwear your Ladyſhip 
is a great Judge. 
L. Squeam. But how plain and diſtinctly too every 
Word was pronounc'd ? 
Mal, Oh, to Admiration, to Admiration. 
8 3 [ Makes Mouths afide. 
L. Squeam. Well, Mr. Saunter, you arc a-charming 
Creature O ſad, Mr. Caper, I long till Night comes : 
Ill dance with no Body but you to Night, for I ſwcar I 
believe I ſhall be out of Humour. | 
Mal. That's more than ever ſhe was in her Life, fo 
long as ſhe had a Fool or a Fiddle in her Company. 
L. Squeam. Tho' really I love dancing immoderately — 
But now you talk of Intrigues, Iam miſtaken if you don't 


= --- 
Mal. What, Goodvile is to commence Cuckold, is it 
not ſo? 


L. Squeam. Oh, fy, Mr. Malagene, fy: I vow you'll 
make me hate you, if you talk io ſirangely — bur let 


me die, I can't but laugh — ha, ha, ha Well, Gen- 


tlemen, 
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flemen, you ſhall dine with me to dy What fay 
you, Mr. Malageno, will you pot | 


Mal, Your Lady ip my be ſute of the, I bote to broak 


good Cs 1 | * 7A 
3 Aud now et wy be very ſevere, and 
tolk malicivuſly of ute Town. Mr, Caper, your Hand: 
Oh, dear Mr. Saum, how Teil 1 divide my felf — TR 
ſovenr, 1 win Nrantzel at o Mr. Malagrre, you 
muſt be My, Miſtreſs 1 think at prefent, 
Anl. With all my Heart, Madam — Sweet Mr. Fun- 
_— — — you ute u charming Creatate, 
ang fiſhip is wv exty * Voice. 
Let 2 and I vow I — tother Song ker 
Dinner, for 1 am very humourſdme and very whimſical 
I think: ha, ha, ha. EM. 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
SCENE, e Ordinary; 
Euter Mrs. Goodyile and Lottice, 


Mrs, Good. D D you deliver the Billet? .. 

| Let. Tes, Madam, faichfully. - 
Mrs. Gov. — 7— 

in. Gan your Lady ſnip think 1 would be puilty of the 

beaſt Neglect in a Concera vf ſuch moment ? 

Mrs. Good. And are you ſure he dines here to day? 

- Te. Madum, they are now et Dinner below: Mr. Va- 

Amine d there too. Oh, Ii ſwear he's à fine Man, the 

moſt courteous Perſon. 

Mrs. Good, What, decauſe he hunts and kiſſes you when 

he's drunk? No, Letibe, Tumun, Truman, Oh that Trumas ! 

T. I wonder your Ladyſhip fhonld be ſo taben with 

him: Were I to chuſe, I ſhould chin ny Maſter | rhe 

Mrs. Good. And you may take him if you will; he is 

as much a Husband as one would wiſh: I bave not ſeen 

him this Fortnight ; he never comes home till Four in the 

Morning, and dn he fnenks to bis ſepatate Bed, _ 
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he lies till Afternoon, then riſes and out again upon his 
Parole; Fleſh and Blood can't endure it. 

Let. But he always viſits your Ladyſhip firſt. 

Mrs. Good, That's his Policy, as great Debtors are al - 
ways very reſpectful and acknowledging where they ne- 
ver mean to pay. Tis true, he gives me what Freedom 
I can deſire, but God knows that's all. 

Let. And where's the Pleaſure of going abroad and get- 
ting a Stomach, to return and ſtarve at home? 
Mrs. Good, I laugh tho? to think what an eaſy Fool he 
believes me; he thinks me the moſt contented, innocent, 
barmoleſs Turtle breathing, the very Pattern of Patience. 

Let. A Jewel of a Wife. f 
' Mrs, Good, And as blind with Love, as his own good 
Opinion ot himſelf has made him, 

Let. And can you find in your Heart to wrong ſo good 
a natur'd, complete, well-meaning, barmteſs Husband, that 
has ſo good an Opinion of you. 

Mrs. Good. Har wrong him! what ny 22 Lettice? 


I wrong my Husband! ſuch another Word forteits my 
good Opinion of thee for ever. 

Let, What meant the Billet to Mr. Truman then this 
"Morning? 


Mrs. Good, To make bim my Friend perhaps, and diſ- 
cover if I can, who it is that wrongs me in my Husband's 
Affection; for I am ſurel have a Rival. And I am apt to 
believe Victoria deſerves no better than ordinary of me, 
e the Truth were kao wn. 

Let. Why, ſhe is his near Kinſwoman, and lives here 
in the Houſe with you; beſides, he would never diſho- 
nour his own Family ſorely. 

Mrs. Good. You — a Fool, Lattice, the Nearneſs of 
Blood is the leaſt Thing conſidered. Beſides, as I have 
heard, tis almoſt the only Way Relations care to de kind 
to one another now- a- days. 

Let. Yes, Madam, you never meet but you are a kind 
and fond of him, as if you had all the Joys of Love about 
you. Lord! how can you diſſemble with him ſo? Be- 
fides, Mr, Truman, Madam, you know is his Friend. 

Mrs. Good, Oh, if 1 would ever conſent to ky | 
* us 
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Husband (which Heav'n forbid, Lettice !) it ſhould be, to 
chuſe, with his Friend. For ſuch a one has a double Ob- 


ligation to Secrecy, as well for his own Honour as mine. 


But I'll ſwear, Lettice, you are an idle Girl for talking ſo 
much of this, that you are: Tis enough to put ill Thoughts 
into one's Head, which | am the moſt averſe to of all 
things in the World, | : 

Let, But, Madam, Thoughts are free; and it is as hard 
not to think a little idly ſometimes, as it is to be always 
in good Humour, But it would make any one lavgh, to 
think Mr. Truman ſhould be in love with Madam Victoria, 
if all be real which your Ladyſhip ſuſpects, | 

Mrs. Good. Ay, and with a deſign of Marriage too: But 
a ranging Gallant thinks he fathoms all, and coynts it as 
much beneath his Experience to doubt his Security in 2 
Wife, as Succeſs in a Miſtreſs, | 


+ Let. Beſides, after a little time, he is ſo very induſtri- 


ous in cuckolding others, that he never dreams how 
ſwimmingly his own Affairs are manag'd at home. 
Enter Victoria. 

Mrs, Good. But huſh — ſhe's here. 

Viet. A happy Day to you, Madam. 

Mrs. Good, Dear Couſin, your bumble Servant: Haye 
you heard who are below ? | | 

Viet. Yes, young Truman, and his inſepar:ble Compa- 


nion Valentine, 


Mrs, Good, Well, what will you do, Couſin? Truman 
comes refolv'd on Conqueſt; for with the Advantages he 
has in your Heart already, tis impoſſible you ſhould be 
able to hold out againſt I | 5 

Vid, Yes, powerful Champaign, as they call ir, may do 
much; a Spark can no more refrain running into Love 
after a Bottle, than a drunken Country Vicar can avoid 
diſputing of Religion when his Patron's Ale grows ſtronger 
than his Reaſon, | 

Mrs, Good, Come, come, diſſemble your Inclinations 
as artfully as you pleaſe, I am ſure they are not ſo indif- 


| ferent but they may be eaſily diſcerned. 


Vid. Truly, Madam, you may be miſtaken in your 


guels, 
'B Mrs 


| 
| 
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Mrs. Good. How |! I doubt it is ſome other Man then 
Has cauſed this Alteration in you — Lord, Lettice, is ſhe 
not extremely alter*d? 

Viet. Alter d, Madam, what do you mean? 

Mrs. Good. Nay, Lettice, fetch a Glaſs, and let her ſce 
herſelf: Lord, you are paler than you uſe to be. 

Let. Ay, and then that Blueneſs under the Eyes. 

Mrs. Good, Beſides, you are not ſo lively as I have known 

ou: Pardon me, Couſin, - 

Let. Well if there be a fault, Marriage will cure all. 
Pict. I'll aſſure you, I have none that I know of ſtands 
in need of ſo deſperate a Remedy. Marriage! Fault! 

What can = this tend to? | 
Enter Page. 
Mrs. Good. Well, what now? 
Page. Madam Camilla is coming to wait upon your 


Lady ſhip. 


Mrs. Geced. Ha, Camilla! Tell her I'll attend her: Won't 


vou go with me, Victoria? 


Vie, Vil but ſtep into my Chamber, and follow you 
inſtantly. [ Ex, Mrs. Good. and Page. 
Whither can all this drive? Surely ſhe has diſcovered ſome- 
thing of Goodvile's Love and mine: If ſhe has, I am ruin'd. 

Enter Goodvile. 

Good. Victoria! your Couſin is not here, is ſhe? What, 
in Clouds? I ſtole this Minute from my Friends on purpoſe 
to ſee thee, and muſt not I have a Look? not a Word? 

Vi. Oh, I am ruin'd and loſt for ever, I fear your 
Wife has had ſome knowledge of our Loves: And if itbe 
ſo, what will then become of me? 

Good. Prithee no more: My Wife! ſhe has too good an 
Opinion of her ſelf, to have an ill one of me; and would 
as ſoon believe her Glaſs could flatter her, as I be falſe to 
her: My Wife! ha, ha. 

Vick, Yes, I am {ure it muſt be ſo; it can be no other- 
wile: But you are fatisfy'd, and now have nothing more 
to do, but to leave me to be miſerable, 

Good. Leave thee! By Heav'n I'd ſooner renounce my 
Family, and own my ſelf the Baſtard of a Raſcal: Come, 
quiet thy Doubts; Truman is here; and take my Love for 
thy Security, he ſnall be thine to Night, | Vie, 
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vic. 1 have no great Reaſon to expect it indeed, that you 
would hazard your Intereſt in ſo good a Friend for the 
Reparation of my Honour, that fo little concerns you, 
and which you have already made your beſt of. 

Good, No more of that, Love's my Province; and thine 
is too dear to me to be neglected, Tis true, I have made 
him my Friend, and J hope he will deſerve it, by doing 
thee that Juſtice which I am incapable of. 7 

ri. You can promiſe eaſily. | 

Good. Ay, and as reſolutely perform: When I have 
heated him with Wine, prepare to receive him, 

Enter Mrs, Goodvile. 
Ha, ſhe here! 

Mrs. Good. So, ſo, Mr. Good vile, are you there indeed? 
I thought I ſhould catch you. 

Good. Faith, my Dear, I have been ſpeaking a good 
Word for Fack Truman; my Couſin Victoria's too cruel. 

Mrs. Good, Oh fy, Victoria! Can you be ſo hard- heart- 
ed to deny any thing, when Mr. Goodwile is an Advocate? 

Vit. I muſt confeſs it with ſome difficulty; but ſhould 
I too eaſily comply upon Mr. Goodvile's Interceſſion, who 
knows but your Ladyſhip might be jealous? For he that 
can prevail tor another, may preſume there's hopes for 
himſelf, | | 

Mrs. Good. Ay, but Couſin, I know you are my Friend. 
and would not, tho? but in regard of that, do me ſuck 
Injury: Beſides, Mr. Goodvile knows I dare truft him. 
Don't you, Love? | | | 

Good. Truſt me! yes, for if you don't, 'tis all one ---- 
Credulous Innocence! [ Afide. 
Alas, my Dear, were I as falſe as thou art good, thy ge- 
nerous Confidence would ſhame me into Honeſty. 

Erter Camilla running and ſqueaking; Truman and Va- 

lentine after her. | 

Cam, For Heaven's ſake, Madam, ſave me! 
Mr. Goodvile, tis ſafer travelling thro' the Deſarts of Arabia, 
then ent'ring your Houſe: Had 1 not ran hard for it, I 
had been devour'd, that's certain. 

Val. Oh, Madam, are you herded? It will be to little 
purpoſe; I am ſtanch, and never change my Game. 


B 2 Cam, 
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Cam. But when you have loſt it, if freſh ſtart up, you 
can be as fully ſatisfied, who hunt more for the love of 
the Sport, than for the ſake of the Prey. | 

Val. But Madam, ſhould you chance to be taken, look 
to't; for I ſhall touze and worry you moſt unmercifully, 
till ! have reveng'd my felt ſeverely, for the pains you coſt 
me- catching. | 

Cam, Therefore am reſolved to keep out of your reach; 
Lord ! what would become of ſuch a poor little Creature as 
I am, inthe Paws of ſo ravenous an Animal? 

Trum. But are you too, Lady, ſo wild as Mrs. Camilla? 

Vie. Oh, Sir, to the full! But I hope you are not ſo 
unmerciful as Mr, Valentine. | 

Trum. No, Madam, quite on the contrary, as ſoft and 


pliant as your Pillow; you may mould me to your own 


eaſe and pleaſure, which way you will, | 
Vie. Tis ſtrange two of ſuch different Tempers ſhould 
ſo wellagree; Methinks you look like two as roaring, ran- 
ting, tory rory Sparks as one would wiſh to meer withal, 
Val. Yes, Madam, at the Playhouſe in a Vizor, when 
you come dreſt and prepar'd for the Encounter; there in- 
deed we can be as unanimouſly modiſh and impertinent as 
the perteſt Coxcombs of 'em all, till like them too, we 
Joſe our Hearts, and never know what becomes of *em. 
Cam. But the comfort is, you are ſure to find em a- 
in in the next Bottle: 
Mrs, Good. Then drink *em down to the Ladies Healths, 
and they are as well at eaſe as ever they were. 
Trum. Why, you would not be ſo unconſcionable as to 
have us two ſuch whining crop- ſick Lovers, as ſigh away 


their Hours, and write limentable Ditties to be ſung about 


the Town by Fools and Bullies, in Taverns, 

Good, Till ſome Smithfield Dogprel taking the bint, 
ſwells the Sonnet to a Ballad, and Chloris dwindles into a 
Kirchen- Wench, 0 

Vict. *Tis preſum'd then you are of that familiar Tribe 
thet never make Love but by contraries, and rally our 
Faults when you pretend to admire our Per fections. 

Cam. As it the only way to raiſe a good Opinion of 
Your ſelyes, were to let us know how ill a one you have 
of ue, 5 Trum. 


n 
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Trum. Faith, Madam, *cis a hard World; and when 
Beauty is held at fo dear a rate, tis the beſt way to beat 
down the Market as much as we can. | 

Val. But you ſhall find, Ladies, we'll bid like Chapmen 
for all that, | 

Vick. You had beſt have a care tho? leſt you over-reach 
your ſelves, and repent of your Purchaſe when tis too 
late. | | 
Cam. Be ſides, I hate a Dutch Bargain that's made in 
heat of Wine; for the Love it raiſcs 1s generally like the 
Courage it gives, very extraordinary, but very ſhort-liv'd. 

Good. How, Madam! have a care what you ſay; Wine 
is the Prince of Love, and all Ladies that ſpeak againſt it 
forfeit their Charter. I muſt not have my Favourite tra- 
duc'd, 
Boy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its good effects 
and then acknowledge it your Friend. We'll drink — 4 

Cam. Till your Brains are 2float, and all the reſt fink. 

Val, I find then, Ladies, you have the like Opinion of 
our Heads, as you haye of our Hearts, | 

Cam, Really, Sir, you are much in the right. 

Trum. But if your Ladyſhip ſhould bein the wrong 
Tho' Love, like Wine, bea good Refreſher, yet *cis much 
more dangerous to be too buſy withal. And tho'now and 


then I may over-heat my Head with drinking; yet con- 


found me, I think I ſhall have a care never to break my 
Heart with loving. 

Mrs, Good. Bur, Sir, if all Men were of your cruel Tem- 
per, what would become of thoſe tender-hearted Creatures 
that cannot forbear ſaluting ye with a Billet in a Morning, 
tho' it comes without a Name, and makes you as unſa- 
tisfy'd as they poor Creatures are themſelves? 

Trum. Hah, this concerns me! Blockhead, dull leaden 
Sot that I was, not to be ſenſible it muſt be ſhe, and 
none but ſhe, could ſend mine this Morning. Well poor 
25 Truman, look to thy felt, Snares are laid for thee; — 

ut the Virtuous muſt ſuffer Temptation: And Heav'n 
knows all Fleſh is frail. 1 
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| Enter Boy with Wine. 

Gaad. Now Boy, fill the Glaſſes. But before we pro- 
ceed, one thing is to be conſider d: My Dear you and T 
are to be no Man and Wife for this Day, but be as indiffe- 
rent, and take as little notice one of another, as we may 
chance to do ſeven Years hence: But at Night 

Vat. A very fair Propoſal. 

Mrs. Good. Apreed, Sir, if you will have it ſo. 

Good. The Wing — now each Man to his Poſt. 

[They ſiparate, Good. 10 Cam. Val. z Via. Trum. te 
Mrs. Goodvile. 


The Word. uAlule Glaſſes. 


Trum. Love and Wine. 
Good, Pals 
Enter Lettice. 


Now that nothing may be wanting, Teitice you muſt ſing 
the Song I brought heme t'other Morning; for Muſick 1s 
as great an Encouragement to drinking, as fighting. 
Lernice ſings, 
How bleſs'd he appears, 
That revels and loves out his happy Years; 
That fiercely ſpurs on till he finiſh his Race, 
And knowing Life's ſhort, chuſes living apace ! 
To Cares we were born, twere a Folly to doubt it; 
Then love and rejoice, there's no living without it. 
IT. 
Each day we grow older; 
But as Fate approaches, the Brave ſtill are bolder ; 
| The Foys of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 
But yet there are Pleaſures that never decay: 
n hen Beauty grows dull, and our Paſſions grow cold, 
Wine ſtill keeps its Charms, and we drink when w'are old. 


Good. So, now ſhew me an Enemy to divine har moni- 
ous Drinking! | 


[They drink, 


Boy. Sir, my Lady Squeamiſh is below, juſt alighted out 


of her Coach. 8 
Good. Nay then drinking will have the major Vote a- 


gainſt it: She is the moſt exect Obſerver of Decorums and 
Decency alive, But ſhe is not alone, I hope. 


Boy. 
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Boy No Sir, there is Mr, Malagene with her, and three 
more Gentlemen; one they call Sir Noble Clumſey, a full 
portly Gentleman. 

Trum. That's a hope ful Animal, an elder Brother, of a 
fair Eſtate, and her Kinſman, newly come up to Town, 
whom her Lady ſnip has undertaken to poliſh and make a- 
fine Gentleman. | 

Val. Tis ſuch a fulſom overgrown Rogue! yet hopes 
to be a fine Spark, and a very courtly Youth; he has been 


this half Year endeavouring at a Shape, which he loves 


eat ing and drinking too well ever to attain to. The other, 
I' warrant you, are the nimble Mr, Caper, and his polite 
Companion Mr, Saunter. 4 

Good, She's never without a Kennel of Fools at her 
heels; and we may know as well when ſhe is near by the 
noiſe her Coxcombs make, as we know when 2 certain 
Spark of this Town is at hand by the new-fangled gingle 
of his Coach. She comes and wo be to the Wretch 
whom ſhe firſt lights upon. J 

Enter L. Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Clumſey, Malag. Ca- 

r, and Saunter. 

L. Squeam, Dear Madam Goodvile. ten thouſand Happi- 
neſles wait on you! Fair Madam Victoria, ſweet charming 
Camilla, which way ſhall I expreſs my Service to you? — 
Coulin your honour, your honour to the Ladies. | 

Clum. Ladies, as low as Knee can bend, or Head can 
bow, I ſa'ute you all: And, Gallants, I am your moſt 
humble, moſt obliged, and moſt devoted Servant. 
That I learn'd at the end of an Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Good. Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier, 

Clum, Yes, Sir, I can compliment upon an Occaſion; my 
Lady knows | am a pretty apt Scholar. 

.. Squeam. Gallants, you muſt pardon my Couſin here, 
he is but as it were a Novice yet, and has had little Conver- 


ſation but what I have had the honour to inſtruct him in. 


Mal. But let me tell you, he is a Man of Parts, and one 
that I reſpe& and honour: Pray Gentlemen know my 
Friend. 

Val. Hark you Malagene, how durſt you venture hither,. 
knowing that Goodvile and Truman care ſo little for your: 
Company ? B 4 Mal. 
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Mal. O Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Sir; I gueſs'd 


this was the Duel you were going about: I ſhould not 
have left you elſe, faith, Ned, 1 ſhould not. 


Gocd, But Madam, can the worthy Knight your Kinſ- 


man drink? What think you, Sir Noble, of the Ladies Healrhs ? 
Clum. InaGlaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe. 

L. Squeam. Oh ſweet Mr. Goodvile, don't tempt him to 
drink, don't! I'll ſwear, I am ſo afraid he ſhould ſpoil him- 
ſelf with drinking. Lord, how I ſhould loath a Fellow 
with a red Noſe! | 

Mal. See, Truman, the two Coxcombs are already 
boarding our Miſtreſſes. | | 

Trum, Oh, *wwerepity to interrupt em: a Woman loves 


to play and fondle with a Coxcomb ſometimes as natural- 


ly, as witha Lap Dog; and I could no more be jealous of 
one than of the other. | | 

Val. I am not of your Opinion; they are too apt to 
love any thing that but makes em ſport: And the Famili- 
arity of Fools proceeds oftentimes from a Privil-ge we 
are nct aware of, For my part, I ſhall make bold to di- 
vert, — Mr. Saunter, a word: Have you any Pretences 
with that Lady? hah! | 

Saun. Some ſmall Encouragement I have had, Sir ; but 


* 


I never make my boaſt of thoſe Favours, never. 


Vil. No, Sir, twere not your beſt courſe. 

Saun. Oh Lord, you are pleaſed to be merry: Sure he 
takes me for a Fool; but no matter for that. — Sings, — 
Hould Phillis be mine, and for, &c. 

Enter Boy. 

Bey. Madam, the Fiddles are below; hall I call'*emup? 

Mrs. Good, No, let 'em ſtay a little, we'll dance below. 

Caper, Hah, the Fiddles! Boy, where aue you? [ Cap, capers, 

Boy, Here, Sir. 

Caper. Have you brought my Dancing ſhoes? 
Boy. No, Sir, you gave me no order: But your Fiddle 
is below under the Seat of the Coach. 

Caper, Raſcal, Dog, Fool; when did you ever know 
me go abroad without my Dancing-ſhoes? Sirrah, run 
home and fetch 'em quickly, or I'll cut off both your Ears, 
and have em faſten'd to the Heels of thoſe I have _ 

un. 


i 
0 
% 


i; 
23 
8 


= 
X 
4 
> 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 33 
Trum. It is an unpardonable fault, Sir, that your Boy 


ſhould forget your Dancing-ſhoes, _ 

Caper, Ay, hang bim, Blockhead, he has no ſenſe; I 
muſt get rid of him as ſoon as I can: I would no more 
dance ina pair of Shoes that we commonly wear, than I 


would ride a Race in a pair of Gambado's. 


L. Squeam. Mr. Valentine | hope is a better bred Gen“ 
tleman, than to leave his Miſtreſs for Wine, I hear, Sir? 
there is a Love between you and Madam Camilla? Thou 
Monſter of Perjury, [To Val. 

Val, Faith, Madam, you are much in the right; there 
is abundance of Love on my fide, but I can find very little 
on hers: If your Lady ſhip would but ſtand my Friend 
upon this occafion —— I think this is civil, 

L. Squeam. I'll ſwear Sir, you are a moſt obliging Per- 
ſon — Ladies and Gall:nts, poor Mr. Valentine here is fal- 
len in love, and has deſired me to be his Advocate: Who 


could withſtand that Eye, that Lip, that Shape and Mien, 


beſiqes a thouſand Graces in every thing he does? Oh 
lovely Camilla! guard, guard your Heart; but i (wear, if 
it were my own caſe. I doubt I ſhould not— ha, ha, ha! 

Val, Madam? what means all this? £ | 

Good, Poor Ned Valentine! 

Tram. *Tis but what 1 told him he muſt look for: but 
Nay, there is more yet coming. 

I. Squeam. Nay, this is not half what thou art to ex- 
pect; I' haunt thee worſe than thy ill Genius, take all 
opportunities to expoſe thy Folly and Falſhood every where, 
till I have made thee as ridiculous to our whole Sex, as thou 
art odious to me, Es 

Val. But has your Ladyſhip no Mercy? Will nothing but 
my Ruin appeaſe you? Why ſhould you chuſe by your 
Malice to expole your decay of Years, and lay open your 
poor Lover's Follies to all, becauſe you could improve em 
to your own uſe no longer? [ Approaches, 

L. Squeam. Come not near me, Traitor — Lord, Ma- 
dam Camilla, how can you be ſo cruel? See, ſee, how 
wildly he looks: For Heav'n's ſake have a care of him; I 
fear he is diſtemper'd inhis Mind: What pity 'tis ſo hopetul 
2 Gentleman ſhould run mad for Love, — ha, ha, ha! 
Bs — 


* 


the bottom. 
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Mrs. Good, Dear Madam, how can you uſe Mr, Valen- 
tine ſo? Tis enough to put him out of humour, and ſpoil 
him for being — Company all the Day after it. 

L. Squeam. Oh Lord, Madam, tis the greateſt Pleaſure 
to me in the World: Let me die, but I love to rally a 
baſhful young Lover, and put him out of Count'nance, at 
my Heart. i 

Saunt. Ila, ha, ha! and I'll ſwear the Devil and all's in 
her Wit, when ſhe ſets on't, Poor Ned Valentine! Lord, 
how lillily he looks! 

N Ay, and would fain be angry, if he knew but how. 
Val. Hark you Coxcomb, I can be angry, very angry, o'ye 
mark me? 

Clam. No, but Sir, don't be in a Paſſion: my Lady: > 
will have her humour: but ſhe's a very good Woman at 


Val, Very likely, Sir. 

Mrs, Good, Now, Madam, if your Ladyſhip thinks fit, 
well withdraw and leave the Gentlemen to themſelyes a 
little; only Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter muſt do us the ho- 
nour of their Company. 

Saunt, Say you ſo, Madam? I'faith and you ſhall have it. 
Come Caper, we are the Men for the Ladies, I ſee that. 
— Hey Boys! 

L. Squeam, Oh dear! and ſweet Mr. Saunter ſhall ob- 
lige us with a Song, 

Saunt. O Madam, ten thouſand, ten thouſand if you 


| Pleate! l' {wear 1 believel could ſing all Day and all Night, 


and neyer be weary, [Sings. 
When Phyllis watcht her harmleſs Sheep, 
Not one poor Lamb, &c. | 
| [Ex. Saunter, Caper, and Ladies. 
Good. A happy riddance this! Now Gentlemen, for 
ene Fottle to entertain our noble Friend and new Acquain- 
tance, Sir Noble Clumſey. | 
Clum. Really Galants, I muſt beg your Pardon, I dare 
not drink, for | have but a very weak Brain, Sir, and my 
Head won't bear it, | | 
Trum. Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk could never be 
maintain'd with thin regular Diet and {mall Beer. 


15 
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Clum, I muſt confeſe, Sir, I am ſomething plump; 
but alittle fat is comely; [ would not be too lean. 

Mal. No, by no means, my Dear, thou haſt an heroick 
Face, which well becomes the noble Port and Fulneſs of 
thy Body. | | 

Val, Goodvile, we have a Suit to you: Here is Afalagene 
has been ſome time in a Cloud; for this once receive him 
into good Grace and Favour again. 

Mal. Faith Goodvile do, for without any more Words, I 
love thee with oll my Heart —— Faith and troth ——- 
give me thy Hand, | | 

Good. But, Sir, Mould I allow you my Countenance, 
as be very drunk, very rude, and very unmanner- 

„I fear, : | 

el. Drunk, Sir, I ſcorn your Words, I'd have you 
know I han't been drunk this Week; no, I am the Son of 
a Whore if I won't be very ſober, This noble Knight ſhall 
be ſecurity for my good Behaviour, Wilt thou not, Knight? 

Clum, Sir, you area Perſon altogether a Stranger to me; 
and I have ſworn never to be bound for any Man. | 

Trum. But, Sir Noble, you are oblig'd in Honour to ſerve 
a G-ntleman and your Friend, 

Clum, Say you fo, Sir? oblig'd in Honour? I am fatil- 
fy'd. Sir, this Gent:emin is my Friend and Acquaintance, 
and whatſoever he ſays Il ſtand to. 

Mal. Hark thee Son of Mars, thou art a Knight already, 
I' marry thee to a Lady of my Acquaintance, and have 
thee made a Lord, | 

Good, Boy, the Wine, give Sir Noble his Glaſs =—: 
Gentlemen, Sir Noöle's Lady's Health. | 

Clum. Od's my Life, I'll drink that tho'I die for't. Gal- 
lants, I have a Lady in this Head of mine, and that you 
ſhall find anon. By my Troth, I think this be a Glaſs of 
good Wine. | 

Val. Say you ſo? Take the other Glaſs then, Sir Noble. 

Clum, 'Fore George, and fo I will. Pox on't, let it 
be a Brimmer: Gentlemen, God fave the King, 

Mal. Well faid my lovely Man of Might: His Wor- 
ſhip grows good Company. | | 
Trum. Sir Noble, you are a great Acquaintance with Mr.. 
Caper and Mr. Saunter; they are Men of pretty Parts. 

Clum, 
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Clum, Oh Sir, the fineſt Perſons — the moſt oblig- 
ing well-bred complaiſant modiſh Gentlemen: They are te- 
8 with all the Ladies in Town, and are Men of fine 

. 

Trum This Rogue is one of thoſe earthly Mongrels that 
kn ws the value of nothing but a good Eſtate, and loves 
a Fellow with a prey deal of Land and a Title, tho' his 
Grandfather were « Blackſmith, | 

Clum, flow ſay you, Sir, a good Eſtate ? od's heart, give 
me the other Glaſs, | have two thouſand Pounds a Year, 

Mal. Say'ſt thou ſo? Boy, bring more Wine? Wine in 
abundance, Sirrah d'ye hear ? Frank Goodvile, thou ſee'ſt 
am free, for Faith! 4 Ceremony, and would fain make 
the Knight merry. 15 

Good. Malagene, it ſhall be your Task; drink him up 
luſtily, and when that's done, we'll bring him to my La- 
dy his Couſin, it may make ſome ſport. 

Val. A very good Propoſal. 

Mal. Say no more; thy Word's a Law, and it ſhall be 
* Come, bear up my luſty Limb of Honour, and hang 

Obrie y. 

Clum. Ay, ſo ſay I. hang Sobriety drink, whore, 
rant, roar, ſwear, make a noiſe, and all that: But be ho- 
neſt, do'ſt hear, be honeſt, 


Tum. 1 would very fain be ſo if I could: But the 


damn'd Billet this Morning won't out of my head, Well, 
Madam Goodvile, if any miſchief comes on'r, tis your own 
fault, not mine, I did not ſtrike firſt, and there's an end 
on't. | | [Muſick within. 
Enter Lettice. 

Let. Sir, the Fiddles are ready, and the Ladies defire 
your Company. Mr. Truman, my Lady wants you. 

Trum. Say'ſt thou ſo? I thank thee for thy News with 
all my I-arr, The Devil 1 ſce will get the better on't, 


| and there is no re ſiſting. 


Let. Sir Noble, my Lady Squeamiſh ſent me to tell you, 
ſhe wants your Company to dance. | 

Clum. Tell her, I am buſy about a grand Affair of the 
Nation, and cannot come, Dance? I look like a 


Dancer 


I ora aro HS 


here's a Health to al 
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Dancer indeed! but theſe Women will be always putting 
us on more than we ean do — 1 * me more Wine; 

Good. Malagene, remember, and uſe Expedition. 

N Ex. Good. Trum. Val, Lettice. 
Olum. Sirrah, do you know me? I am a Knight; And 

I the Whores in Chriſtendom. 

Aral, Not forgetting all the Ladies within, Now we 
are alone I may talk, [ Drinks. 

Cinm, 80, there's for you, do you ſee? [ Breaks a Glaſs, 
Sirrah, don't you look ſcurvily z I have Money in my Pocket; 
you muſt know that. — Bring us more Wine, — Mala- 
gene, thou art a pretty Fellow; doſt thou love me? Give 


me thy Hand: I will ſalute thy under Lip. Staggers, 


Mal. Ha, what's the meaning of this? I doubt | ſhall: 
almoſt be drunk as ſoon. as the Knight. Sir Nedle, canſt 
thou whore ? 

Clum. How, whore! what a Queſtion's there? Thou 
ſhalt be my Pimp, aud 'I prefer thee, | 

Mal. What a Raſcal this Knight is? I have known as 
worthy a Perſon as himſelf a Pimp, and one that thought 
it no Blemiſh to his Honour neither. [ Aſids. 

Enter Lady Squeamiſh at the Door. 
Clum, Ha, my Lady Couſin! — Faith, Madam, you 
ſee I am at it, : 
Mal. The Devil's in it, I think; we cou'd no ſooner 
talk of Whores, but ſhe muſt come in, with a-pox to her. 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
L. Squeam. Ob, odious; inſufferable! who would have 
thought, Couſin, you would have ſervd meſo — fough, 
how he ſtinks of Wine, I can ſmell him hither, — How 
have you the Patience ro hear the Noiſe of Fiddles, and 
ſpend your time in naſty drinking? 
. Clum, Hum! 'tis a good Creature: Lovely Lady, thou: 
ſhalt rake thy Glaſs. | 
L. Squeam. Uh gud! murder! I had rather you had 
offer'd me a Toad. - : rey 

Clum. Then Malagene, here's a Health to my Lady 
Couſin's Pelion upon Ofſa, [Drinks and breaks the Glaſs. 

L. N Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, what's that? 


Mal. 
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Mal, A certain Place, Madam, in Greece, much talkt 
l the Antients; the noble Gentleman is well resd. 
, Squeam, Nay, he is an ingenious Perſon I'll aſſureyou. 
Clum. Now Lady bright, I am wholly thy Slave: Give 
me thy Hand, Vil go ſtraight and begin my Grandmo- 
ther's kiſſing Dance; but firſt deign me the private Ho- 


nour of thy Lip. 
L. Squeam. Nay, fy, Sir Noble! how I hate you now; 


for ſhame be not ſo rude: I ſwear you are quite ſpoiled. 


Get you gone, you good-riatur'd Toad you. [ Exeunt, 


— 


ACT III. SCENE l. 

| Enter Goodvile a little heated, 
Good, XX HAT a damn'd Chicken-brain'd Fellow am 
I grown? If I but dip my Bill I am giddy. 
Now am [ as hot-headed with my bare two Bottles, as a 
drunken Prentice on a Holyday. Truman marries Vichoria, 
that's reſoly'd on, and ſo one Care is over, But then Ca- 
milla! how ſhall I get poſſeſſion of her ?— Well, my 
Mind miſgives me, I ſhall do ſomething may call my Dil. 
cretion in queſtion; and yet I cannot avoid it. Camilla, I 
do love, and muſt have her, come what will on't: And 
no time ſo fit to begin the Enterprize as this; ſhe may 
make a good Wife for Valentine for all that. : 

Enter Truman and Valentine, Muſick, 

Fy, Gentlemen, without the Ladies! Did you quit 
Champaign for this? Faith I begin to deſpair of you, and 
doubt you are grown as weak Lovers as Drinkers, 

Trum. Good vile, thou haſt no Conſcience: A decay'd 
Cavalier Captain, that drinks Journey-work under a Depu- 
ty- Lieutenant in the Country, is not able to keep thee Com- 
pany. Two Bott les, as I take it, is no ſuch trifling Matter. 

Good, Oh but I hate to be balk'd; and a Friend that 
leaves me at two Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtreſs that 

jilts me when I thought I had made ſure of the Buſineſs. 
But Galarts, how ſtand the Affairs of Love? Truman, is, 
Victoria kind? I queſtion not your Friendſhip in the Matter, 
but truſt the Honour of my Family in your Hands, 


Pal. 


- — 


c glals in his Hand, I ſet him full drive at my Lady Squea- 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 39 
Val, He little thinks Truman is inform'd of all, and na 
longer a Stranger on what ſcore he is ſo wondrous ci- 
vil, But I am miſtaken, if he be behind with him in 
Kindneſs long, [ Aſide, 
Trum. A pox on't, I am afraid this Marriage will never 
agree with me; methinks the very Thought on't goes a 
little againſt my Stomach: Like a young Thief, tho“ L 
have ſome itching to be at it, yet I am loth to venture 
what may follow, | | 
Good. Well, lll go in, and better prepare Victaria: in 
the mean time believe it only my Ambition to be as well 
ally'd in Blood, as Friendſhip, to ſo good and generous a 


| Perſon as Truman. | Exit. 


Trum. What a damn'd Creature Man is! Valentine, didſt 
thou believe this Fellow could be a Villain? 

Val. I muſt confeſs it ſomething ſurprizes me; he 
might bave found out a fitter Perſon to put his Miſtreſs. 
upon, than his Friend: But how the Devil got you the 
Knowledge of it ? 

Trum. Faith I'll tell thee ; for I think I am no way 
m_ to conceal it —his Wife, ev'n his very. Wife told 
me all. | 

Val, I begin to ſuſpect that Mrs, Goodvile has no il] Opi- 
nion of you; I oblerv'd ſomething but now very obliging 
towards you: Beſides, when a Woman begins to betray. 
her Husband's Secrets, *tis a certain ſign ſhe has a mind. 
to communicate very important ones of her own.. 

Trum. Valentine, no more of that; tho? it would be 
a rare Revenge to make a Cuckold of this ſmiling Rogue. 

Val. Tis fifty times better than cutting his Throat; 


that were to do him more Honour than he deſcrves, 


| Enter Malagene. 
Mal. Ha, ha, ba, the rareſt Sport — Fack Truman, Ned 
Valentine. 
Tram. Why, what's the matter? Where? 
Mal Yonder's my Rogue of a Knight, as drunk as a 


Porter ; and faith Fack I am but little better, 


Val. Dear Sir, and what of all this ? 
Mal. Why with a Bottle under his Arm, and a Beer- 


iſh, 


| 
. 
. 
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miſh, for nothing elſe but to make miſchief, Ned no: 
thing elſe in the World; for every body knows I am the 


worſlt-natur'd Fellow breathing: Tis my way of Wit. 


Pal. Do you love no body then? 


Mal, No not I: Yes, a pox on't I love you well e- 
nough, becauſe you are a Rogue I have known a good 


while. Tho ſhould I take the leaſt Prejudice againſt you, 
cou d not afford you a good Word behind your Back for 
my Heart. | | 
Trum. Sir, we are much obliz'd to you: Tis a fign 
the Rogue is drunk that he ſpeaks Truth. 

Mal. I tell you what I did Yother Day: Faith 'tis as 
good a Jeſt as ever you heard, | | 

Val. Pray, Sir, do. | 

Mal. Why walking alone, a lame Fellow follow'd me 
and ask d my Charity, (which by the way was a pretty 
Propoſition to me.) Being in one of my witty merry Firs, 
Fask'd him how long he had been in that Condition ? The 
poor Fellow ſhook his Head, and told me he was born ſo. 
But'haw d'ye think I ſerv'd him? 

Val. Nay, the Devil knows, | 

Mal. I ſhow'd my Parts I think; for I tripp'd up both: 
his 2 Legs, and walk d off gravely about my Bu- 
ſineſs. 25 

Trum. Abd this you ſay is your way of Wit ? 

Mal. Ay altogether, this and Mimickry: I'm a very 
good Mimick; I can act Punchinello, Scaramouchio, Harle« 
guin, Prince Prettyman, or any thing, I can adi the 
Tumbling of a Wheel-barrow. 

Val. The rumbling of a Wheel-barrow! | 

Mal. Ay, the rumbling of a Wheel-barrow, fo I fiy—- 
Nay, more than that, I can act a Sow and Pige, Sauſages 
a broiling, a Shoulder of Mutton a roaſting :.1 can act a 
Fly in a Honey- pot, | | 

Trum. That indeed muſt be the Effect of very curious 


Obſervation. 
Mal. No hang it, I never make it my Buſineſs to ob- 


- ſerve any thing, that is Mechanick, But all this I do, 


70 ſhall ſee me if you will: But here comes her Lady- 
ip and Sir Noble. E 
Enter 


— 
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Enter Lady Squeamiſh and Sir Noble Clumſey, 
L. Squeam. Oh, dear Mr. Truman, reſcue me. Nay, 
Sir Noble, for Heav'n's ſake. . 

Clum, | tell thee Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely Body: 
Sir, do you know me! I am Sir Noble Clumſey: lam a 
Rogue of an Eſtate, and I live — Do you want any 
Money? I have fiſty Pounds, 

Pal. Nay, good Sir Noble, none of your Generoſity we 
beſeech you. The Lady, the Lady, Sir Noble. ; 

Clum. Nay, tis all one to me if you won't take it, 
there it is Hang Money, my Father was an Al- 
derman, - EE 

Mal. *Tis pity good Guineas ſhould be ſpoil'd, Sir Ne- 
ble, by your leave. [ Picks up the Guineas. 

Clum. But, Sir, you will not keep my Money? 

Mal. Oh, hang Money, Sir, your Father was an Alder- 
man. | | 
Clum. Well, get thee gone for an Arch-Wag —— I do 
but ſham all this while: —— but by Dad he's pure Com- 
Pany, | 3 
Num. Was there ever ſuch a Blockhead! Now has he 
-neveitheleſs a mighty Opinion of himſelf, and thinks all 
this Wit and pretty Diſcourſe. 5 
- Clum, Lady, obce more I ſay be civil, and come kiſs me; 
J ſhall raviſh elſe, | ſhall ravifh mightily. | 
Val. Well done, Sir Noble, to her, never ſpare. i 

L. Squeam. I may be even with you tho for all this 
Mr. Valentine: Nay, dear Sir Noble: Mr. Truman, III 
ſwear hel ut me into Fits, 

Clum No but let me ſalute the Hem of thy Garment, 

Wilt thou marry me? [ [Kneek,, 
Mal. Faith Madam do, let me make the Match. 

L. Squeam, Let me die, Mr. Malageze, you are 2 
ſtrange Man, and I'll ſwear have a great deal of Wit, Lord, 
why don't you write? | | 

Mal. Write? I thank your L:dyſhip for that with all 
my Heart. No, I have a Finger in a Lampoon or ſo 
ſometimes, that's all. 

Trum. But he can act. 


L. Squeam. 
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L. Squeam. I'll ſwear, and ſo he does better than any 
one upon our Theatres; I have ſeen him; Oh the Engliſh 
Comedians are nothing, not comparable to the French or 
Italian: Beſides, we want Poets, 

Clum. Poets! why I am a Poet. I have written three 
Acts of @ Play, and have nam'd it already, Tis to be a 

Tragedy. 

L. Squeam. Oh Couſin, if you undertake to write a 
Tragedy, take my Counſel: Be ſure to ſay ſoft melting 
tender things in it, that may be moving, and make your 
Ladies Characters virtuous, whatc'er you do. 

Clum. Moving! Why, I can never read it my ſelf but 
it makes me laugh: well, 'tis the prettieſt Plot, and ſo full 
of Waggery. 

L. Squeam, Oh ridiculous! 

Mal. Bur, Knight, the Title; Knight, the Title, 

Clum. Why let me ſee; 'tisro be cad, The merry Con- 
ceits of Love; or The Life and Death of the Emperor Char les 
the Fifth, with the Humours of his Dog Bobadillo. 

Mal. Ha, ka, ha, 

val. But Sir Noble, this founds more like a Comedy, 

Clum. Oh, but I have reſolv'd it ſhall be a Tragedy, be- 
cauſe Bobadullo's to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy! no, I 
ſcorn to write Comedy. I know ſeveral that can ſquirt Co- 
medy. Ill tell you more of this when I am ſober, 

L. Squeam. But dear Mr. Malagene, won't you let us 
ſee you act a little ſomething of Harlequin? Ill iweer you 
do it ſo naturally, it makes me think Il am at the Louvre 
or Whitehall all the time, [ Ma}. act] Oh Lord, don't. 
don't neither: Il ſwear you'll make me burſt, Was there 
ever any thing ſo pleaſant? 

Tram. Was ever any thing ſo affected and ridiculous? 
Her whole Life ſure is a continued Scene of Impertinence. 
What a damn'd Creature is a decay'd Woman, with all the 
exquiſite Sillineſs and Vanity of her Sex, yet none of the 
Charms! [ Malagene ſpeaks in Punchinello's Voice. 

L. Squearm, O Lord, that, that; that is a Pleaſure in to- 
lerable, Well, let me die if 1 can hold out any longer, 
Pray Mr. Malagene, how long have you been in love with 
Mrs, Tawdry the Actreſs? 5 

| dts 
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Mal. Ever ſince your Ladyſhip has been off from the 
Hooks with Mr. Valentme. Inhis own Voice aloud. 
IL. Squeam. Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Malagene 
had been better bred than to upbraid me with any ſuch baſe 
thing to my Face, whatever he might ſay of me behind 
my back ; But there is no Honour, no Civility in the World, 
that I am fatisfy'd of. | 

Val, Can your Ladyſhip take any thing ill from Mr. Ma- 
lag ene ? A Woman ſhould bear with the unlucky Jerks of 
her Buffoon or Coxcomb, as well as with the ill Manners 
of her Monkey ſometimes: The Fools and Raſcals your 
Sex delights in, ought to have the Privilege of ſaying, as 
well as they have of doing any thing. | 

L. Squeam. Which you Men of Wit (as you think your 
ſclves!) are very angry you ſhould be debarr'd of: Lord, 
what pity *cis your good Parts ſhoald be your Mi:fortune, 

Val. Ay Madam, I feel the Curſe of it: I who had juſt 
Senſe enough to fall in love with ſo much Beauty and 
Merit, yet could not be able to keep the Paradiſe I was ſo 
happily poſſeſt of. 3 

L. Squeam. This Malice and Ill- nature ſhall not ſerve 
your Turn; I ſhall know all your Proceedings and Ins 
trigues with Camilla, and be reveng'd on your Love to her, 
for all the Affronts and Injuries you have done to 
miae. 

Enter Caper and Saunter. 

Caper. Oh dear Madam, we are utterly undone for want 
of your Ladyſhip's Company I'll vow, Madam Good vile is 
coming with the Fiddles to wait on you here. 

[ Cuts backwards. 

Clum. Sir, are you a Dancing- Maſter? you are very 
nimble methinks.] 

Caper. Ay Sir, I hate to ſtand till, But Sir Neble, I 
thought you had known me, I doubt you may be a little 
overtaken; Faith, dear Heart, I am glad to ſee thee fo. 
merry, | 

Cham, Yee, I do love dearly to be drunk once a Lear 
2 1 'tis good for my bodily Health. But do you never 

rink? 


Caper. 
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Caper. No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province you 
know: I mind dancing al ogether. | 

Clum. Nor you? can't you crink, ha? 

Saunt. No, I make | ve, ard ſing to Ladies. 

Clum, Whores to my Knowledge, arrant rank common 
Whores, A pox on your Woman of Quality that you car- 
Ty'd me to in the Mall, | 

Trum Why, what was the matter, Sir Noble? 

Clum. By pe, and by nay, a foul] over grown Strum- 
pet, with a running Pawd inſtead of a Wai ing- woman, a 
great deal of Paint, varicty of old Clothes, and nothing to 
eat. 

L. Squeam. Oh dear, let me die, if that was not extra- 
vagantly pleaſant, 1 
Tum. | believe Sir Noble is much in the ripht; for I 
never came near theſe g iddy intriguing Blockheads, but 
they were talking of Love and Ladies; nor ever met with 
a hackney ſtripping Whore that did not know 'em. 
Caper. Ned Valentine, 1 have a Kindneſs to beg of you. 

Val. Sir, you may command me any thing. 

Caper, Why, you muſt know I am in love with Ca- 
milla. | | 

Val. Very good. 

Caper. Now | would have you ſpeak to Frank Goodvile 
not to make love to her as he does, i'faith I can't bear it; 
for to tell you the truth on't, I intend to marry her; I 
catch'd him at it but now: Faith it made my Heart ache, 
never ſtir if it did nor, 

Val, In troth, Sir, tis very uncivil, Truman, this Good. 
vile has a mind to oblige us both; he's providing ea Wife tor 
me too as faft ag he can. Camiila's bis Quarry now I un- 
derſtand, and by that time he has pliy'd as fiir a Game 
with her as he hat done with your Miſtreſs V:&oria, I may 
ſtand fair to put in ſor the Rubbers, 

Trum. Valentine, thou art upon too ſure Grounds for him 
there Carla has beth too much Wit and Virtue, and 
each with as little Affretstion as the other, 

Val, Zach, after this | cannot but be very free with 


you, I krow there is ſome Love r pu | 
ands; an 
f i 


and his Wife: Both our Revenge lies in t 
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if thou doſt not thy ſelf and me Juſtice, I'll diſown thee 
for ever. 5 | | 

Trum. See where he comes, with a Heart as pay and 
light, as if there were nothing but Honeſty in it. 


Enter Goodvile ſinging. 


When Beauty can't move, and our Paſſions grow cold, 
Wine ſtill keeps its Charms, and we drink when we're old. 


Good, —— Fack Truman, yonder have I and Victoria 
been laughing zt thee till we were weary. She ſwears 
thou art ſo very madeſt, ſhe would not for all the world 
marry thee for fear of ſpoiling that Virtue. 

Trum. Nay, then I doubt I have loſt her for ever; for 
if ſhe complains of my Modeſty, ſhe has found a Fault 
which I never thought I had been guilty of before. | 

Good. But that is a Quality, which tho? they hate ne- 
ver ſo much in a Gallint, they are apt for many Reaſons to 
value in a Husband: Fear not, Diſſi mulation is the 
natural Adjunct of their Sex; and I would no more deſpair 
of a Woman, tho' ſhe {wore ſhe hated me, than I would 
believe her tho? ſhe ſwore ſhe lov'd me. 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh, and the reſt of the Company, with 


the Fiddles. 


L. Squeam, Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance! 
Mr. Caper, where are you? you ſhall dance with Madam 
Camilla, Mr. Saunter, wait on Vittoria Mr. Goodvile, 

our humble Servant, Dear Mr, Truman, won't you 
oblige me? Madam Goodvile ha, hs, ha: l (wear 
I had utterly forgotten Mr. Valentine, 5 

Val. Your Ladyſhip knows me to be a civil Perſon; if 
you pleaſe, 1'1 keep good Orders, [ All take ont the Women, 

Mal, Faith Ned do, and I'll keep the Mulick in tune! 
Awoy with ity; | Mwſich plays, ] Hold, hold — what in- 
ſuff.rable Raſesls ate thele? why ye ({eurvy *throſhing 
ſeraplng Mongrels, ye mike a Worſe note than erampe 
Hedghoge, An old gouty Denelng- Maſter that teaches to 
dance with his $pechicles on, makes better Muſick on his 


crack'd Kit 'Sdrath ye Dogs, can't you play now as 
a Gentleman ſings? ha 4 
00d, 
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Good. Sir, will you never leave this nauſeous Humour 
of yours? I can never be with you but I muft be forc'd to 
uſe you ill, or endure the perpetual Torment of your Im- 
pertinence. 

Mal. Well Sir, 1 ha'done Sir, I ha done: But ' tis very 
hard a Man cannot be permitted to ſhew his Parts, death 
Frank, doſt thou think thou underſtand'ſt Muſick ? 

Good. Sir, I underſtand it ſo well, that I won't haye it 
interrupted in my Company by you, 

Mal. I am glad on't with all my Heart; I never thought 
you had underſtood any thing before, — I think there 1 
was pretty even with you, 

Good. Saucineſs and Il-manners are ſo much your Pro- 
vince, that nothing but kicking is fit for you, 

Mal. Sir, you may uſe your Pleaſure; but I care no 
more for being kickt, than youdo for kicking, But pri- 
thee, Frank, why ſhould you be out of humour ſo? The 
Devil take me, if I fhall not give thee ſuch a Jerk preſent- 
ly will make thee angry indeed, 

L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, how can you be ſo ill. 
natur'd? I'll ſwear Mr. Malagene is in the right, Theſe 
People have no Manners in the leaſt, play not at all to 
daticing: But I vow he himſelt ſings a Tune extreme 
prettily, | © 

Gocd, Death, Hell and the Devil, how am I teaz'd! 1 
ſhall have no Opportunity to purſue my Buſineſs with Ca- 
milla: | muſt remove this troubleſome Coxcomb, and that 
perhaps may put a ſtop atleaſt to her Impertinence, [ Aſide, 

L. Squenm. Mr, Truman, Mr. Goodvile, and Ladies, I 
beſeech you do me the Fayour to hear Mr. Malagene ſing 


a Scotch Song: I'll ſwear I am a ſtrange Admirer of Scerch 4 


Songs, they are the pretty'ſt (olt melting gentle harmleſs 
Things — 
2 By Dad, and ſo they are 7 January 
laſt Sings. 
Val. Deliver us! A Scotch Song! I late it worſe than a 
Scotch Bagpipe, which even the Bears are grown weary of, 
and have better Muſick, I wiſh I could ſee her Ladyſhip 


Juance a Scotch Jig to one of em. 
k Mal, 
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| Mal, I muſt needs beg your Lady ſhip's Pardon, I have 
| forgotten the laſt new Scotch Song: But if you pleaſe, II 
entertain you with one of another Nature, which I am 

| apt to believe will be as pleaſant. 
I. Squeam Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are eternal- 
ly obliging me. 

[ Malagene {ings an Iriſh Cronon. ] 
Mal. Well, Madam, how like you it, Madam, ha? 


1 L Squeam. Reolly it is very pret'y now theprete 
” ty'ſt odd out of the way Notes, Don't you admire it 
ſtrangely? 


Mal, I'll aſſure your Ladyfhip 1 learnt it of an Iriſþ 
Muſician, that's lately come over, and intend to preſent it 
to an Author of my Acquaintance, to put it in his next 
Play, - h | | 

4 Squeam. Ha, ha, Mr. Valentine, I would have you 
learn jt for a Serenade to your Miſtreſs ———— ha, ha, ha. 

Val. My Page, Madam, is docitle, and has a pretty 
Voice, he ſhall learn it if you plevſe; and if your Lady- 
ſhip has any further Service for him | 

L. Squeam. Ah Lord, Wit, Wit, Wit, as I live! Come 
let's dance, | | 
Trum. Valentine, thou art ſomething too rough; I am 
afraid her Ladyſhip will be reveng'd; I ſee Miſchief in her 
Eyes: 'tis ſafer proyoking a Lancaſhire Witch, than an old 

iſtreſs; and ſhe as violent in her Malice too, 

Good, Malagene, a word with you hark ye, 
come hither, [Goes 10 the Door. 

Mal. Well, Frank, what's the Buſineſs now? 1 am 
clearly for Miſchief; ſhall I break the Fiddles, and turn 
the Raſcals out of Doors? 

Good, No, Sir; but 1'I| be ſo civil to turn you out of 
doors, Nay, Sir, no ſtruggling, I have Footmen within; 

Mal. Whoo, prithee what's all this for? What a pox, 
I know my Lady well enough for a lilly affected fantaſti- 
cal Gipſy : I did all this but o' purpoſe to ſhew her — 
Let me alone, VII abuſe her worſe, | | 

Good, No, Sir, but I'll take more care of your Repu- 
tation, and turn you out to learn better Manners. No Re 
ſiſtance as you tender your Ears; but be gone, [Ex. Mal. 

| So, 
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So, he's gone, and now I hope I may have ſome little 
time to my ſelf — Fiddles ſtrike up. [Dance. 

Trum. Thus, Madam, you freely enjoy all the Pleaſures 
of a ſingle Life, and caſe your ſelf of that wretched for- 
mal Auſterity which commonly attends a married one, 

Mrs. Good, Who would not hate to be one of thoſe 
ſimp'ring Saints that enter into Marriage as they would go 


into a Nunnery, wherethey keep very ſtrict to their De- 


votion for a-while, but at laſt turn as arrant Sinners as 
eer they were? | 
Trum. Marriages indeed ſhould be repair'd to, as com mon- 
ly Nunneries are, for handſom Retreats and Conveniences, 
not for Priſons; where thoſe that cannot live without em 
may be ſafe, yet ſometimes venture too abroad a little. 
Mrs. Good. But never, Sir, without a Lady Abbeſs, or a 
Confeſſor at leaſt, | | En 
Trum. Might I, Madam, have the Honour to be your 
Confeſlor, I ſhould be very indulgent and laviſh of Abſo- 


lution to ſo pretty a Sinner. . | 
Mrs. Good, Sce, Mr. Goodvile and Madam Camilla I be- 


lieve are at Shrift already. . | | 

Trum. And poor Ned Valentine looks as penſively as if 
all the Sins of the Company were his own, 

Mrs, Good, Sce Mr, Caper, your Miſtreſs, 

Cap. Ha Camilla! Sir your Servant, may I have the 
Honour to lead this Lady a Coranto? - 

Good, No Sir, Death! ſurely I have Fools that reſt and 
harbour in my Houſe, and they are s worſe Plague than 
Bugs and Moths: Shall I never be quiet? 

Val. Sit Noble, Sir Noble, have a care of your Miſtreſs! 
do you ſee there? 

Clum. Hum — ha — where? oh — [Wakes and riſes. 

Saun. Nay, faith Madam, Harry Caper's as pretty a 
Fellow! Tis the wittieſt Rogue: He and I laugh at all the 
Town. Harry, I ſhill marry her. | 22 

Clum. Marry Sir! whom will you marry, Sir? you lye. 
Sweet Heart come along with me, I'll marry thee my lelt 
preſently. 5 

Via, You, Sir Noble! — what g'ye mean? 

1 [She ſqueaks, 


m. 


4. 
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Clum. Mem ! honourably ! honourably, I mean honou- 
rably. Theſe are Rogues, my Dear, arrant Rogues, Come 
along | [ Ex, Sir Nob. and Vit, 
Cap. Ha, Saunter 
Saun, Ay Caper, ha! Let us follow this drunken Knight. 
Cap. I faith, and ſo 1 will I don't value him this! 

| [ Cuts, Ex. Cap, and Saunt. 

L. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha! Well, Fil ſwear my Couſin Sir 
Nod6le is a ſtrange pleaſant Creature, Dear Madam, ler us 
follow and ſee the Sport. Mr. Truman, will you walk? 
Oh dear, tis violent hot. Exeunt. 
Val. I' withdraw too, and at ſome diſtance obſei ye havy 
Matters are carry'd between Goodx ile and Camilla, Ex. 
Good, Are you then, Madam, refolv'd to ruin me? Why 
ſhould all that Rock of Beauty be thrown away on one 


that can never be able to delerve the Gleanings of it? I 


love you —— | 

Cam, And all the Sex befides, That ever any Man 
ſhould take ſuch Pains to forſwear himſelf to no purpoſe ! 

Good, Nay, then there's Hopes yet; it you pretend to 
doubt the Truth of my Love, 'tis a Sign you have ſome 
Inclinations at leaſt that are my Friends, 

Cam, This Goodvile I ſee is one of thoſe ſpruce poliſht 
Fools, who have ſo good an Opinion of themſelvet, that 
they think no Woman can reſiſt 'em, nor Man of better 
Senſe deſpiſe em. Ill ſeem at preſerit to comply, and 
try how far *twill paſs upon him, [ Aſide, 

Good, Well Madam, have you conſier'd on't? Will 
the Stone in your Heart give way? 

Cam, No, Sir, 'tis full as firm and hard as ever 't was. 
Good, And I may then go hang or drown, or do what 
I will with my ſelf? Ha ! ; 

Cam. At your owa Diſcretion Sir, tho' I ſhovld be loth to 
ſce ſo proper a handſ»m Gentleman come to an ill end, 

Good. God charitable Creature! But Madam, know [ 
can be xeveng'd on you for this; and my Revenge ſhall 
be to love you (till ; gloat on and loll after you where- 
e'er I fee you; in all publick Meetings haunt and vex you ; 
write lamentable Sonnets on you, and ſo pl:in, that every 
Fop that ſings em ſhall! know - you I ircan, 
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Cam. So Sir, this is ſomething : Cou'd not you as well 
Have told me you had been very il|-natur'd at firſt? you 
did not know how far it might have wrought upon me; 
befides, tis a thouſand times better than vowing and bowy- 
ing, and making a deal of Love and Noile, and all to as 
little purpoſe as any thing you ſay elſe. 
Good. Right exquifite Tyrant! I'll ſet a Watch and 
Guard ſo ſtrict upon you, you fhall not entertain a well- 
dreſs'd Fool in private, but Vil know it; then in a leud. 
Lampoon publiſh it to the Town; till you ſhall repeq 
and curſe the Hour you ever ſa me. 

Cam. Ah would I could, il-natur'd cruel] Man! 

Good. Ha, how's that? am I then miſtaken? and have 
I wrong'd you all this while? I ask ten thouſand Pardons ; 
<urſt damn'd Sot that I was! I have ruin'd my ſelf now 
tor ever. | 

Cam. Well Sir, ſhould I now forgive you all, could you 


conſent to wrong your Lady ſo fat? you have not yet been N 


married a full Year: How mult I then ſuſpect your Love 
to me, that can ſo ſoon forget your Faith to her? 
Good. O Madam, what do you do? The Name of a 
Wite to a Man in Love is worſe than cold Water in a 
Fever: 'Tis enough to ſtrike the Diſtemper to my Heart, 
and kill me quite: my Lady quoth - a! 

Cam, Beſides, Valentine you know is your Friend. 

Good. 1 grant it, he is ſo; A Friend is a thing I love td 
eat and drink and laugh withal : Nay more, I would on 
a good Occaſion loſe my Life for my Friend, but not my 
Pleaſure, Say where and when it ſhall be ? 

Cam, Never, I dare not. 

Good, You muſt by and by when tis a little darker, in 
the left-hand Walk in the loweſt Garden. 

Cam. I won't promiſe you, can't you truſt my Good- 


nature ? 


Good. Charming Creature! I do: Now if I can but 
make up the Match between Truman and Vickoria, my 
Hopes are completed. 

Cam, Haſte ! haſte! away Sir, I fee Valentine coming. 

ED [ Ex. Good, 
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Enter Valentine. 
val. Madam, you are extremely merry; I am glad 
Mr. Good vile has left you in ſo good a Humour. 

Cam. Ay Sir, and what may pleaſe you more, he is 
parted hence in as good a Humour as he has let me heres 
Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Bridget at the Door. 

L. Squeam. Valentins and Camilla alone toge her! No 
for an Opportunity to be reveng'd! ah how | love Malice? 

Val Ungratefull'ſt of Women! 

Cam Fooliſheſt of Men! Can you be fo very filly to be 
Jealous? for I find you are ſo: What have you ever ob- 
ſery'd ſince your firſt Knowledge of me that might per- 
ſuade you I ſh5v]i ever grow fond of a Man, as noturi- 
ouſly falſe to all Women as you are unworthy of me? 

L. Squeam. Has Valentine been falſe to her too? Nay, 
then there is ſome Pleaſure left yet, to think | am not the 
only Woman that has ſuffer d by his Baſeneſs. [ Aſide. 

Val. What then, I'll warrant you were alone together 
half an Hour lonly for a little harmleſs Rallery or ſo? an 
Honour I could never obtain without bard Suit and hum- 
ble Supplication, | 

Cam. Alas! how very politick you are grown! you 
would pretend Diſpleaſure to try your Power, No- 
ſhall henceforth think you never had a good Opinion of 
me; but that your Love was at firſt as ill grounded as your 
fantaſtical Jealouſy is now. | 

Val. What ſpecious Prerence can you urge? (| know a 
Woman can never be without one;) come, I am eaſy and 
good-natur'd, willing to believe and be deceiv dq. 
What, not a Word! 8 | | 
Cam. Tho' I can hardly deſcend to ſatisfy your Diſtruſt, 
for which. I hardly value you, and almoſt hate you; yet to 
torment you farther, know I did diſcourſe with him, and 


of Love too; nay more, granted him an Appointment, 


but one I never meant to keep, and promiſed it only to 
t rid of him, This is more. than I am oblig'd to tell 
you, but that I wanted ſuch an Opportunity as this to check 
your Pretences, which I found grew too unruly to be kept 
at a diſtance. | 
Val. Tho' I had ſome Reaſon to be in doubt, yet this 
rue Reſentment and juſt —_ has convinc'd me: 
„ For 
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For Goodvile is a Man I have little Reaſon to truſt, as 
will appear. hereafter : and *twas my Knowledge of his 
Baſeneſs made me run into ſo mean a Diſtruſt of you : 
But forgive me this, and when I fail again diſcard me 
for ever. 5 | „ 
Fam. Ves: but the next time T ſhall happen to diſcourſe 
with a Gentleman in private, I ſhall have you liſtening at 
the Door, or Eves-dropping under the Window. What, 


diſtruſt your Friend, the honourable worthy Mr. Good- 


vile? — Fy, how can you be ſo ungenerous? 

Val. There is not ſuch another Hypocrite in the World : 
He never made Love but to delude, nor Friendſhip but 
for his Ends: -— Even his own Kinſwoman and Charge, 
Victoria, he has long ſince corrupted, and now would put 
her on his beſt Friend Truman for a Wife. 

Cam. I cannot but laugh to think how eaſily he ſwal- 
Jlow'd the Cheat: He could nor be more tranſported at 
Peſſeſſion, than he was with Expectation; and he went 
away in a greater Triumph than if he had conquer'd the 
Indies. 

Pal. Where did you promiſe bim? 

Cam. In the left-hand Walk in the lower Garden. 

L. Squeam. So, in the left-hand Walk in the lower 
Garden: I heard that. | [ Aſede. 
But Mr. Valentine, you may chance to meet another there: 
Let me die, this 1s pleaſant, | 

Val, And when? 

Cam. Anon, when it begins to grow dark. | 

L. Squeam, Enough, 1 know the Time and Place; and 
Madam Camilla, I ſhall make bold to cheat you' of your 
Lover to night. Alas, poor inconſiderable Creature, dw 
his makes melothe her! LAſide. 
Dam Now would this News be more welcome to her 
' >dyſhip Madam Squeamiſh, than a new Faſhion, a new 
de, or new Song, How many Viſits would ſhe 
Wale on the Occation! not a Family in Town would be 
e inr her till ſhe has mode it a Jeſt, from the Mother 


, to the atrerney's Wife in Holborn. | 
bene priv ite Reaſons I would have it kept 
en Madam Goodvile too, There are Af 
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fairs to be carry'd on ro Nighe, which the leaſt Accident 
may interrupt, Beſides, 1 have thought upon't, and 
will ſo contrive the matter, that Goodvile ſhall keep his 
Aſſignation, and her Ladyſhip her ſelf ſupply the Place 
of the much · expected charming Camilla. | 
Cam. But would you, Sir, do me ſuch an Injury as to 
make me break my Woid with Mr. Goodvize? that were 
inhuman. | : 

Val. Good conſcionable Creature have Patience, and 
don't you think of paying Debts too faſt; there's an Account 
yet between you and I which muſt be made even, and I 
think I had beſt ſecure it now I have you in my Cuſtody. 

Cam. Ay, but, Sir, if I part with any thing, I ſhall ex- 
pect to have ſomething to ſhew for'e, 

Val. Nay, it I don't offer as luſty Security and Con- 
ditions as any Man, let me loſe all I lay claim to, that's 
fair. [ Exeunt. 
L. Squeam. So, are they gone? Novy let me but live 
if this Intrigue be not extremely ſurprizing. Bridget, go 
home and fetch me the Morning-Gowa I had laſt made in 
Imitation of Camilla's, for perhaps I ſhall go a maſquera« 
ding to night, or it may be not; but fetch it nevertheleſs. 

Brid. Madam, won't the other ſerve? you may remem- 
ber you left it at my Lady Foplove's t'other Night; that's 
nearer. 

L. Squeam. Impertinent Creature! and wouldſt thou 
have me appear in it twice? Do as I bid you, I fay; and 
d'ye hear, bring me a Mask with an Amber-Bead, for I 
fear I may have Fits to night. 

Brid, I never knew her without fantaſtical ones, I am 
ſure, for they coſt me many a weary Errand. Ex; 

Enter Victoria. 

L. Squeam. Oh my dear Victoria! the moſt unlook'd 
for Happineſs ! the pleaſanteſt Accident! the ſtrangeſt Diſ- 
covery! the very Thought of it were enough to cure Me- 
lancholy. Valentine and Camilla, Camilla and Valentine, 
ba, ha, ha, 

Vick. Dear Madam, what is't ſo tranſports you? 

L. Squeam. Nay, 'cis too precious to be communicated : 


Hold me, hold me, or J ſhall die with Laughter — ha, ha, 
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ha, Camilla and Valentine, Valentine and Camilla hg; 


ha, ha, O dear, my Heart's broke. 

Vick, Good Madam, refrain your Mirth a little, and let 
me know the Story that I may have a Share in it, 

L. Squeam. An Aſſignation! an Aſſignation to Night 
in the lower Garden; — by ſtrong good Fortune 1 over- 
Heard it all juſt now) but to think on the pleaſant 
Conſequence that will happen, drives me into an Excefs 
of Joy beyond all Sufferance. | 

Vit. Madam, in all probability the pleaſant'ſt Conſe- 
quence is like to be theirs, if any Body's; and I cannot 
gueſs how it ſhould touch your Ladyſhip in the leaſt, 

L. Squeam. O Lord, how can you be ſo dull? Why, at 
the very Hour and Place appoiated will I meet Valentins 
in Camilla's ſtead, before ſhe can be there her ſelf; then 
when ſhe comes expoſe her Infamy to all the World, till 
1 have thorowly reveng'd my ſelf for all the baſe Inju- 
ries her Lover has done me. - 1 
pick. But, Madam, can you endure to be ſo malicious? 
I. Squsam. That, that's the dear Pleafure of the thing; 

or I vow I'd ſooner die ten thouſand Deaths, if I thought 


1 ſhould hazard the leaſt Temptation to the Prejudice of 


wy Honour. 5 
Pi. But why ſhould your Lady ſhip run into the Mouth 
ef Danger? Who knows what ſcurvy lurking Devil may 
ſtand in readineſs, and ſeize your Virtue before you are 
aware of him? | 

L. Squeam. Temptation! No, I'd have you know I ſcorn 
Temptation: I durſt truſt my felf in a Convent amongſt a 
Kennel of cramm'd Friers : Beſides, that ungrateſul il red 
Fellow Valentine is my mortal Averſion, more odious to me 
than foul Weather on a May. day, or ill Smell in a Morning. 

Vid. Nay, now, Madam, you are too violent. | 

L. Jueam. Too violent! I would not keep a Waiting- 
woman that ſhould commend any one thing ſabout him: 
Dear Victoria, urge nothipg in his Behalf; for if you do, 
you loſe my Friendſhip for ever: Tho' I ſwear he was a 
fine Perſon once, before he was {poil'd. | 
Vid. I am ſure your Ladyſhip had the beſt Share in his 
Ipoiling then. . [Aſide 
L. Squeam. 
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L. Squeam, No, were I inclin'd to entertain Addreſſes, 
I afſure you l need not want for Servants; for I ſwear I am- 


ſo perplex'd with Biller- doxx every Day, I know not which 


way to turn my ſelf : Beſides, there's no Fidelity, no Ho- 
nour in Mankind. Oh dear Victoria! whatever you do, 
never let Love come near your Heart: Tho? really I think 
true Love is the greateſt Pleaſure in the World. 

Vid, Would I had never known Love, my Honour 
had not then lain at the Mercy of ſo ungrateful a Wreteb 
as Goodvile, who now has certainly abandon d and for- 
gotten me. 

L. Squeam. Well, certainly F am the moſt unſteddy. 


reſtieſs, humourfom Woman — Now I am fo 
I ha 


tranſported at the Thoughts of what 1 have deſign'd, that 
] long till the Hour comes with more Impatience than — 
I'll ſwear I know not what to fay —— Dear Yiforia, ten 


thouſand Adieus — Wiſh me good Snoceſfs — Yer now I 


thin ont. IM. toy a little longer — Ill ſwear 1 mutt not 
Il go No, I'll fay— Well, Pm reſol- 


have one Thought at reſt—till the Bufinefs is over 
I'll ſorear Pm a ſtrange Creature, [Ex. Z. Squeam. 

Ni. Farewel Whirligig. . 

Enter Goodvile. | 

Good. Vifdoria here! To meet with an old Miftreſs when 
& Man is in purſuit of a freſh one, is a worſe Omen than 
a Hare in a Journey. — Pl ftep aſide this Way till ſhe's 

ſt me; fo farewel Fubb. [Makes Months.) [Exit Vit. 

ow for the lovely kind yielding Camilla! How I long, 
for the happy Hour! Swelling burning Breaſts, dying Eyes, 
balmy Lips, trembling Joints, Millions of Kiſſes, and un- 
ſpeakable Joys wait for me. 

Enter Truman and Valentine, 

Well, Gentlemen, now you have left the Ladies, I hope 
there may be Room near your Hearts for a Bottle or two. 

Trum. Dear Goodvile, thou art roo powerful to be de- 
ny'd any Thing. Tis a fine coo] Evening, and a ſwift 
Glafs or two now were ſeaſonable and refreſhing, to waſh 
away the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. 
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Val, After a Man has been diſturb'd with the publick 


Impertinences and Follies he meets withal abroad, he 
ought to recompenſe himſelf with a Friend and a Bottle 
in private at Night. 1 

Gocd. Spoken like Men that deſerve the Life you en- 
Joy. I'll in before, and put all Things in readineſs. 

| | [Ex. Goodvile. 

Val. This worthy Perſon, for his Honeſty and Sobrie- 
ty, would have made a very good Duich Burgomaſter : 
But he is as damnable an Exgh/h Friend and Gentleman, 
as one would wiſh to meet withal. | 

Trum. Valentine, thou art too much concern'd at him: 
Methinks Camilla's Juſtice, and the pleaſant Cheat ſhe has 
put upon him, ſhould rather make thee deſpiſe and laugh 
at him as I do. . 

Val. Truman, tho indeed haſt Reaſon: And when 1 
ſhall know the happy Succeſs of the Revenge thou haſt in 
ſtore for him, I may do my ſclt and him that Juſtice as 
to ſcorn him, but am too angry yet. 

Trum. Then to give thee eaſe (for I dare truſt thee) 
know this very Night I alſo have an Aſſignation with 
his Wife in the Grotto at the upper End of the Garden, 
— oppoſite Walk to that where he expects to meet Ca- 
milla. 

Val. Then J am at reſt; let's in. I have nothing elſe 
to do but take care ſo to finiſh him, as that you ſhall fear 
no Interruption: At leaſt he will be ſo full of his Expec- 
tation of Camilla, that he'll never dream in what poſture 

his own Affairs ſtand in another Place. | 

Trum. Away then; and may good Luck attend us: 
Pre yet two Hours are. paſt his Wife's my own, Me- 
thinks already in that ſecure dark private Grotto, 


Cloſe in my Arms, and languiſhing ſhe lies, 


With dying Looks, ſhort Breath, and wiſhing Eyes; 
And the ſutine dull Cuckotd nothing ſpies, [Excunt; 
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ACT WEHCENE EL 
SCENE, Night-Garden.' 


Enter Goodvile at one Door, Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice 


following her at the other. 


Good. OO, I think I came off in good Time: Hold, 
| now for Camilla: By Fove J think I am litt'e 
better than drunk, Hah ! who's there? Vidoria as I live; 
nay, it muſt be ſhe, as I ſaid before. The poor Gipſy's Je2- 
Tons; has had ſome Intimation of my Appointment with Ca- 
milla: Vl loof off, and obſerve which Way ſhe ſteers. 
Mrs. Good. Lettice, I fear that's Mr. Goodvile's Voice: 


Whatever you do, if any crofs Accident happens, be ſure 


you call me Victoria. 

Good, Ay, ay, tis Victoria! vigilant Devil! but I'll take 
this Way, and wait at the lower End of the Walk. 
Mrs. Good, Lettice, look well round you that no body 


ſee us, and then follow me: [Exennt. 


Enter Truman. 

Trum. Thus far all is well. How I pity poor Palentine! 
yonder is he plying Bumpers, as they call em, more fu- 
riouſly than a foreign Miniſter, that comes into England 
to drink for the Honour of his Country. I have waited 


ſomething long tho'; who comes here? 


Enter Lettice. 
Let. Tis I, Sir, your Servant, Lettice. 
Trum. My little good-natur'd Agent, is't you? Where 


is thy Lady? She's too cruel to let a poor Lover languiſfi 


here ſo long in Expectation: It looks as if ſhe rather 
meant to make a Trial of my Patience than my Love: 
Is ſne coming? | s 

Let. Well, | ſwear (as my Lady Squeamiſh ſays) you are 


a ſtrange Creature. But VII go and tell her; tho? ViLvow 
Iutterly diſfown having any Hand in the Buſineſs; and if 


any Ill comes of it, *tis none of my Fault. 

Trum. No, no, not in the leaſt. Pr'ythee diſpatch. 
How's this! more Company! who comes there? 
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| Enter Valentine. 4 

Val. 'Tis I. Fack Truman; your Friend Valentine; 

Trum. My dear Encourzper of Iniquity !! what News? 
Where's Goodvile : | | 

Val. No matter for Goodvile; here comes your Miſtreſs, 

Enter Mrs. Goodvile. Valentine retires, | 

Trum. Now, now, now! what the Devil oils met 
how 1 ſhall quake and tremble!— Madam, dear Madam, 
where are you ? ES 

Mrs, Good, Mr. Truman, ist your Voice? Lettice, you. 
may go again if you will. ꝛ:ͤuvu.: [Ex. Lettice. 
Well, Sir, I vow, Sir, had it not been that I hate to. 
break my Word, I would not have ventur d abroad this 


cold damp Evening for a World. 


Tum. I'll warrant you, Madam, while you are in my 


Poſſeſſion, no Cold ſhall hurt you: Come, ſhall we witk⸗ 
draw to the Grotto ?. | : 


Mr. Good; Withdraw to the Grotto? bleſs me, Sir! 


| What do you mean? I' ſwear you make my Heart ach. 


Dum. Oh Madam! I have the beſt Cure for the Paſſion. 
af the Heart in the World. I have try'd it, Madam, tis 


Pralatum: Come, come, let's retire. Do, make a 


Diſturbance, and ruin your ſelf and me, do! 

Mrs. Good, Nay, I'll ſwear, Sir, you. are inſufferably. 
rude: You had beſt make a noiſe and alarm, my Husband, 
you had; for, hang me, I ſhall cry out. 

Tram. No, no, I'm ſure you. won't complain before 
you are hurt; and I'll uſe you fo gently — hak — don't 
you hear, there's ſome body coming. 

Mrs, Good, Where, where, where? If we are ſeen we 
are undone for ever. Well, LIl never give you ſuch an: 
Advantage apain. 

Tum. I'm ſure you would not, if I ſhould let flip this. 
Come, come, Delays are dangerous, and I: can endure em 
Ro. longer, | 

Mrs. Good, Ab Lord, you kill me! — what will become 
of me ah | [Carries her iu. 
Val. Nay, faith, Madam, your Condition is ſomething 
deſperate, that's certain. Tis à pretty Employment I am 
Yke to have here; but it is {on the lake of my Friend and 
my 
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my Revenge: And two dearer Arguments there cannot 
de to perſuade me to any thing. : 
: Enter Malagene at ſome (diſtance. 

Mal. So, Jack Truman and Madam Goodvile have or- 
der'd Matters pretty well, I'll fay that for my Kinſwomen, 
ſhe lays about her handſomly. But certainly I hear ano- 
ther Voice this way: Pi] withdraw once again, there may 


be more Sport yet. 


Val. That ſhould be Goodvile: I'll ſtep bebind this 
Tree, and ſee tow he and her Lady ſſip behave them- 
ſelves. This is like to be a Night of as civil Buſinefs, as 
I have known a great while. 

Enter Goodvile. 

Good. Death and the Devil! how that pany Rogue 
Valentine has ſous d me? If I ſhould have overſtzy'd the 
time now, and miſs d of my Appointment with Camila 
Truman is reel'd home, that's certain; and Valentine, I be- 
lieve, has follow'd him by this time. Camilla; dear, love- 


| H, kind, tender, melting Camilla, where art thou? 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh:. 5 
L. Squemm. That muſt be Valentine; nay, I am ſure it 
is he! how ſneakingly will he look when he ſhall final 
his miſtake? But I'll take care, if poſſible, that no ſuch. 
thing ſhall-happen, ſo mine be the Pleaſure, and Camilla's 
the Scandal; Pll ruſn by him thro? the Walk into the 
Wilderneſs. [Rans-croſs the Waik.,. 
Good. That muſt be ſhez. How ſwiftly ſhe flew along, 
2s if ſhe fear'd to jbe too late, looſely attired, sad fit for 
Joys! Now all the Power of Love and good- Fortune di- 
rect me. Exit. 
Val; So, thanks to our Stars, he's ſafe; tho* a Pox-on't, 
methinks-rhis dry pimping is but a ſcurvy Employment. 
Had I but a Siſter or Kinſwoman of his to keep doing 
withal, there were ſome Comfort in it: but here. 
comes Traman.and the Lady; I muſt not be ſeen. [ Exit. 
Ever Truman and. Mrs. Goodvile. | 
Tm. You ſhall not go: Come bur back. a little, I have 
fomerhing more-to tell you that nearly concerns us both: 
Beſides, Mr. \Goodvile's in the Garden; and if be mould 
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| chance to meet us, what Excuſe could we make to him? | 
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- Mrs, Good. But will you promiſe me Vi&#ria ſhall ne- 


ver rob me of your Heart? She does not deſerve it, I an» 
fure, half ſo well as I. 


_ Þwm, Kind tender- hearted Creature, I know it: Nor 
Wall ſhe ever come ſo near it, as to know that I have 


ONE =——-— Alas! we talk too long. [ Noiſe. 
1 hear Company coming, we ſhall be ſurpriz'd and diſ- 
appointed, and I am then undone. | 
Mrs. Good: I'll ſwear you make me tremble every Joint 
ef me: What would you have me do? 
Trum. See, fee, who are yonder ? | 
[ Exeunt Truman and Mrs. Goodvile. 
Enter Goodvile and Lady Squeamiſh. 


Good. What a Feaſt of Delight have 1 had! ſurely ſhe 


was born only to make me happy! her natural and unex- 


perienc'd Tenderneſs exceeded prattis'd Charms: 


Dear, bleſt, lovely Camilla, oh! my Joys! . 
L. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha! | 


Good. How's this? my Lady Squeam {! —— Death, and: 


the Devil. | 
L. Squcam. Truly ſweet Mr. Valentine, the fame. Now, 
Sir, I hape Uh gad! Mr, Goodvile! 


[They flare at each other. 


Good, Have I been mumbling an old Kite all this while 
inſtead of my _ Partridge ?. a pox of. my depraved 
Palate, that could diſtinguiſh no better, 

L. Squeam.. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what ails you! — 
"This was an unexpected Adventure; but let me die, it is 
very pleaſant, ha, ha, ha! 

Good. A pox on the Pleaſures, and you too, I ſay. 

L. Squeam. This malicious Devil Camilla has over- 
reachd me.— Well, Mr. Goodvile, you are the worthieſt 
Perſon — had I an only Daughter, I durſt truſt her with 
you, you are ſo very civil — Well, Innocence is the 
greateſt Happineſs in the World. 


Good. Right, Madam, it is ſo, and you know we have 


been very inuocent z done no Harm in the World, not 
we. | 
L. Squears, The cenforious World, if they knew of 
this Accident, I know would. be apt enough to ſpeak re- 
LEP ” 985 pr oachſully; 


nee 
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proachfully; but ſo long as I my ſelf am fatisfied in the 
Integrity of my Honour, the World is a Thing I defy and 


rn. | 

Good. Very philoſophically ſpoken: —— But, Madam, 
ſo long as the World is to be a Stranger to our Happineſs, 
why ſhould we deny our ſelves the ſecond Pleaſure of 
Congratulation ? 

L. Squeam, Alas, alas, Mr. Gooduile, you canrot ſay that 
you have had the leaſt Advantage over my Frailty: Well, 
what might have bappen'd, if the ſtrict Severity of both 
our Virtues had not fecured us? 9 

Good. This affected Impudence of bers is beyond all 
the Impertinence I ever knew her guilty of. Virtue 
with a Pox! I think I have Reafon to know her pretty 
well, and the Devil of any Virtue found I about her. | 

L. Squeam. But dear Sir, let us talk no more of it: Tho“ 
I am extremely miſtaken if I ſaw not Mr. Valentine enter 
the Garden before me, and am a; much miſtaken if a La- 
dy was not with him tos. : 

Good. Hell and Confufion! that muſt be Victoria: 1 
thought indeed | ſaw her, but being hot-headed, and ap- 
prehending ſhe came with a malicious Deſign of diſcover- 
ing me, avoided her Falſe to me with Valen+ 
zine? 

L. Squeam. I' fear, Mr. Goodvile, I have long ſuſpec- 
ted an Intrigue between you and Madam Victoria, and this 
Jealouſy has cor fir med me: and I would not for all the 
World but have known it Hs, ha, ha! 

Good, Death Madam! his is bevond all Sufferance 
diſappointed, and j bed by Camilla 7 abuſed by Vittoria! 
and with Valentine ton, Tman's Friend, who I thought 
ſhould have morry'd her! Shame and Infamy light 
upon the who e Sex may the beſt of 'em be ever ſuſpected; 
and the moſt cautious als hetray'd, 

L. Squeam. Dear Mr, Grodvile, be patient: Let me die, 
you are enough to frighten our whole Sex from eyer lov- 
ing or truſting Men again Lord, I would not be 
poor Madam Victoria, to gain an Empire, Þil ſwear if you 
dre not more moderate, you'll diſcompoſe me ſtrangely: — 
How my Heart beats! | | _ 
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and return with em inſtantly. 


that. are. apt to. talk reproachtully 3 and I believe knows 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 
. Good. Patience! preach it to a galled Lion: No, 1 
am ſure ſhe is not far off, and I will find her, ſurpriae 
her in the midſt of her Infamy and Proſtitution. 
*Sdeath Madam, let me go. 

L. Squeam, I will not part with you, you ill-natur'd | 
Creature; you ſhall not go — I vow, I'll cry a Rape if you 
offer to ſtir. Oh my Heart, here's Malagene. 

Mal. Why how now Frank, what a Pox out of Hu- 
mour? Why, Madam, what have you done to him; what 
have you done to him, Madam? Lord how he looks! 
why Frank, I ſay, pritbee bear up. 

Good. Hark you Dog, Fool. Coxcomb, hold that im- 

tinent impudent _—_ of yours, or Il] cut it out; 
Sdeath you Buffoon I will. | 

Mal. No, but hark you dear Heart, good Words, good 
> ay do you hear, or I ſhall publiſh;. by my Soul, Joy, 

* b h 
| Good, How am I continually plagu's with Rogues and 
©wls! I'll ſet my Houſe of fire, rather than have it haun - 
ted and p: ſter'd by ſuch Vermin.. | 

Mat. Faith Frank do: I bave not ſeen a Houſe o fire 
this great while; it would be a pretty Frolick, prithee let 
us about it preſently. 

L. Sgusam Dear Mr. Grodvile, you ſhall be perſuaded: 
Don't run your ſelf into Nanger thusraſhly, 

Good. Do you hear then, Monſieur Pimponio; as you er» 

pet to live a quiet Hour, run in and call for ſome Lights, 


Mal. Say no more dear Heart, I'M do't; if Miſchief 


comes not of this, the Devil's in't —— but dear Frank; 


Ray till l come again, I'll be back in a trice; take t'other 
turn with her Lady ſnip into the Wilderneſs; or any thing. 

| Ex. Malagen@ 

L. Squsam. Let me not live, this Mr, Malagene-is a ve- 


ry obliging Perſon, and methinks Mr. Goodvile. you uſe 


him too ſeverely. 
Good. 1 wiſh, Madam, he may deſerve that Character 


of you: e is one of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking of 


* 
— —_ — 
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all that has paſſed between us to Night, for he has a ſl:reud 
diſcerning Judgment in theſe Matters; 4 
L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Gosdvile, w hat can he ſay of me? 
I defy even Envy it (ef to do me or my Honour any Preju- 
dice: Tho' I wiſh L had let this Frolick alone to Night. 
Good, Frolick with a Pox! if theſe be her Fro. 
licks, what the Devil is ſhe when ſhe is in earneſt? O he 
returns with the Lights: — Look who are theſe? by 
Heav'n the ſame, | | 
| Exter Truman and Mrs, Goodvile.. 
Trum. Gently, gently, Madam, for fear of an Ambuſ- 
Cade; | wonder I hear nothing from Ned. Valentine ſince. 
Mrs. Gaad See, ſee, Sir, here's Mr. Gaodvile: Haſte, 
haſte down the other Walk, or we are ruin'd. 
Trum. Fear not, truſt all to my Conduct, [Ex. 
LA,. Mrs. Goodvile is going away. Goodvile catches 
hold of her Gown —— ſhe claps on her Maſque, 
Good Stay Madam Victoria; nay, you muſt ſtay, tis in. 
vain to fly; I have diſcever'd all your Falſhood, I have: 
Was mine a Paſſion to be thus abuſed? I who have given 
you all my Heat! perfidious falſe Woman! is 
your Lover too «ſhim'd or afraid to ſhew himſelf? where: 
is he? why comes be not forth? 
Enter Truman. 
Trum. Here I am, Sir. 
Good, Ha, Truman! [ Mrs, Good. gett looſe, and Ex}. 
Trum. Yes, Sir, the ſame : Ready both to acknowledge 
and juſtify my being here with Vidoria, which I thought, 
Sir, might have been allow'd without any Offence to Mr. 
Goodvile; That ſhe is innocent 2s toany thing on my part, 
J am ready with my. Sword to make good; but Sir, I 
wear it too to do my own Honour Juſtice, and to de- 
mand of you on what Grounds you appear ſo highly con- 
cern'd for a Woman you were pleaſed to. commend to 
your Friend-for a Wife? 
Goods Concern'd, Sir! have I not reaſon to be concern'd 
for the Honour of my Family? for a Kinſwoman uoder- 
my Charge to be abroad: and alone with a Gentleman at 
this unſeaſonable Hour, might alarm a Man leſs tender of 


his. Reputation than I zm. 


Daum, 


64 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 
Tum. Sir, this Excuſe won't ſerve my turn; nor am 1 
ſo blind as not to be ſenfible (which I before ſuſpected) 
that Victoria has been long your Miſtreſs: — A pox of the 
Honour of your Family; you had given her all your Heart, 
ou ſaid; and your Paſſion was not a Thing to be thus a- 
uſed : Nor, Sir, is my Honour, Se 
' Good. No, but dear Fack Truman, thou art my Friend, 
Trum. You would have made me believe ſo indeed; 
but the Daubing was too coarſe, and the artificial Face ap- 
ar'd too plain, — One would have thought, Sir, that you, 
who keep a general Decoy here for Fools and Coxcombs 
might have found one to have recompenfed a caſt Mif- 
treſs withal, and not have endeavoured the. betraying the 
Honour cf a Gentleman and your Friend. But Sir, I am 
glad I haye heard it from your own Mouth: I hope it 
will not be eſteemed much l- nature in me, if worthy 
Mr. Malagene and I join Forces to publiſh a little, as he 
calls it. | C2 
Mal. Faith, Jack Truman, with all my Heart; now 1 
have him on my fide, I dare fay any thing Frank 
Good vile pugh. | 
Sood. Sir, I ſhall require a better account of this heres 
L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Truman, what ails Mr, Good vile? 
how hppen'd this Difference? I' ſwear I am ſtrange- 


* 


* 


Iy ſurpr z d. 


Trum. V our Lady ſhip, I ſuppoſe, can beſt give an ac- 
count how Matters are with him: I am apt to believe he 
has been very free with you. e 

L. Squeam. Dear Sir, what do you mean? Pll ſwear 
you are a ſcandalous Perſon. | | | 

Geod, Sir, fince you are ſo rough, be pleaſed not to 
concern your felf with the Honour of this Lady; you 
may haye enough to do, it you dare juſtify your own to 
morrow. | 


Tum. If I dare? —— nay Sir, ſince you queſtion it, 


Pll convince you preſently; — Draw; They fight. 
| Enter Valentine. | 
Val. Hold, hold, what's the Matter here Fack 
Truman, Frank Geodvile, for ſhame put up. 
e Enter 


libs >: a Dh co 


lation and Falſhood have been your Practice: 
that you ſhould wrong me with Victoria, a Woman that 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 6s 
Enter Mrs. Gocdvile. 
Mrs. Good. Where is this perfidious falſe Man? where 


is Mr. Goodvile? So Sir, I have found now the Original of 
all my Misfortunes: I have a Rival it ſeems; Victoria, the 
happy Victoria poſſeſſed all my Joys: What, have you been 


fighting too for the Honour of your Miſtreſs ? 


here, come kill me: Would I had been laid in my Graye, 
ere I hid known thy odious polluted Bed. 


Good. Sdeath, I thought ſhe had been in her Chamber 
this Hour at leaſt : - Tis true my Dear, I muſt 


. own a Kindneſs for Victoria, as my Kinſwoman; but 


Mrs. Good. How! dare you own it? and to my Face too? 
matchleſs Impudence! let me come at him, that I may 


'tear cut thoſe hot laſcivious plowing Eyes that wander 


after every Beauty in their Way: Oh! that I 
could blaſt him with a Look! — Was my Love ſo 
deſpicable, to be abandon'd for Victoria? The Thought of 


it makes me mad: I'll endure it no longer, I will have Re- 
venge, or I'll die! Oh! 


Trum. Delicate Diſſimulation! how I love her! [ Aſede; 
Good. Dear Madam, hear me ſpeak — Madam, 1 ſay 


that . | 


Mrs. Good. I know you cannot want an Excuſe; Diſſimu- 
but 


for the ſake of your Relation I had made my Friend, (for 
every Thing that was ally'd to you was dear to me) is an 
Injury ſo great, that it diſtracts my Reaſon; —— 1 could 
pardon any Thing but my wrong d Love. Let me 


be gone; ſend me to a Nunnery; confine me to a Charnel 


Houſe, vile ungratetul Wrefch! any Thing but thy Pre- 
ſence I can erdure, | | 

Good, Is there every Way ſo damn'd a Creature as a 
Wite? —— Lord Madam, do you know what you do? 

Mrs. Good. I'll warrant it, you would perſuade me Iam 
mad; — Would I had been born a Fool, I might thea 
have been happy ; patiently have paſs'd over the many te- 
dious Nights I bave endured in your Abſenee; contented 


my ſelf with Prayers for your Safety. 


Mal. O Lord; Prayers! 
Mrs. Goo. 
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Mrs. Good. When you in the very inſtant were languiſh< 
Ing in the Arms of a Proſtitute. 

Good. Lord, Madam, I thought you had been in your 
Chamber now » Curſe on her, what ſhall I do! 


Mrs, Good. Tis a Sign you believe me ſafe enough? | 
yy would not certainly elſe have the Impudence to have | 
brought a new Miſtreſs under my Noſe: —— I ſee there 


how guilty ſhe ſtand⁊ haye you a Stomach ſo bot 
that it can digeſt Carrion, that has been buzz'd about and 
blown upon by all the Flies in the Town? or was it the Fan- 
taſticalneſs of your Appetite, to try how ſo coarſe a Diſh 
would, reliſh, after being cloyed with better feeding: 
Nay, Sir, I have been inform'd of all 
Val. Has then your virtuous Lady ſhip been taking a lit 
tle Loye and Air with Mr. Goodvile this Evening ? 
| „ Squeamiſh. 
Good, Well, ſhe has dealt with the Devil, that's certain; 
w— — a Pox on't, I ſee there's no living for me on 
this nde or tne World: Go, let the Coach be 
made ready; I' into the Country. 
Mrs. Good, Nay, Sir, I know my Preſence has always 
been uneaſy to you: Day and Night you are from me, or 


if ever you come home, tis with an aking Head, and hea- 


vy Heart, which Viforia only has Charms enough to cure. 
This in the firſt Year of our Marriage! nay, andtoown it! 
proclaim your own Falſhood, and my diſgraceful Injury in 
the Face of the World, when Malagene too, the Trumpet 
of all the Scandal in the Town, was by to be a Witneſs; 


* very diſcreetly done, and doubtleſs will be a Secret 
Jong. | | 
| Good. Whirr, =— nay, fince it is ſo, what the Devil 
ſhoulJ I ftrive to ſmother my good Actions Well, 


if you will have it ſo, Madam, Victoria has been my Mi- 


ftreſs, is my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Miſtreſs, and wbat 


a Pox would you have more? and ſo good-bye to you. 
Euter Sir Noble Clumſey, Caper aud Saunter. 
Clum. How's this! who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably of 


my Love, and Lady that ſhall be, Victoria? Before George 


me's a Queen, and whoever ſays to the contrary, II firſt 
make him eat my Sword, and then beat out his Teeth with 
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Caprr. Oh! dear Madam, yonder's all the Town in 
Maſquerade ; won't you walk in? they'll be gone if the 
fee no Company; Fack Truman, dear ack, * 'ythee g 
and take one Frisk: as I hope ſaved, there are 
three or four of the fineſt Ladies, the Adlicareſ ſhaped Wo- 
men; I am ſure I know em all. 

Trum. Sir, I wiſh you good Fortune, but I dare not ven- 
ture, you know my Temper; I ſhall be very boiſterous 
and miſtake em for Whores, tho? if they be of your Ac: 
quaintance, I know they muſt be of Quality. 

Gad, and fo they are; but mum for that — 
One of em is ſhe that gave me this Ring; and the other 


ſented me with a Gold enamelled Watch could not 


coſt leſs than thirty Guineas; — Trifles, Fack, which 1 
have the Fortune to meet withal ſometimes, 


Sau. Nay Sir, you muſt not come off ſo — Victoria | 


your Miſtreſs! 
Good. Yes Sir, and how you are concern'd in it? 
Saun. Nay Sir, I can be as civil as any Body 
Victoria your Miſtreſs! 
Good. Sdesth you Coxcomb, _ our linging, do 
* age y the Fool by your felf, or —— _. 
Loop. Tay ? foI ah, Ta La Ds Za La, Ke. Vi: 
vis your Mist se! 


Good. Yes Sir, I ſay my Miſtreſs. 

Clum. Ounds then dr. 

Val. Hold Sir Noble, you are too furious; what's the 
matter? why, h 16 A 

Caper. » how now Saunter ? How o, dear 
net”, this Gentleman's my Friend, and — 

Good, Was ever Man fo oyerwhelmed with Fools an 
Block heads? Why, you ill-order'd, addle-pated, wadling 
Brace of Puppies: — You Fool in the firſt Place ſing and 
be ſafe — and you {light Graſhopper dance and divert me: 
Dance Sirrab, do you hear ? 

Caper. Dance Sir? and fo Tthiok I can Sir, and fence, and 


play at Tennis, and make Love, and fold upa Billet-doux, cr 


any think better than you Sir: Dance quoth a — there Sir. 
Mrs, Good. Nay Sir Noble, not only ſo, but own'd and 


| boaſted of it to my Face: Told me 
Clam. 
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Clum. Soul of my Honour, tis unpardonable ; and PII 


eat his Heart for it. 18 
Good. Dear Raw- head and Bloody- bones, be patient a 


little. — See, ſee you Beagles, Game for you, freſh Game; 


that great Towſer has ſtarted it already; on, on, on, hal- 
loo, halloo, halloo. TThruſts em at his Wife, and Exit. 

L. Squeam. But dear Mr. Caper, Maſqueraders did you 
ſay! PII ſwear I'll among 'em; ſhall I not have your 
Company? Oh! dear Maſqueraders! I'll vow I can ſtay 
no longer, | Exit haſtily. 


_ Val. Curſe on her, ſhe's gone and has prevented me; 


— Caper, Saunter, did you not hear my Lady call you? 

She's gone to the Maſqueraders, for ſhame follow her; 

ſhell take it ill you did not wait on her. 
Saun, Faith Caper, and fo ſhe will. Well I am reſolv'd 


to marry Victoria for fear of the worſt: — Madam, your | 


moſt devoted Servant : I hope our Difference with Mr. 
Goodvile to Night = | | 

Mrs, Good. Dear Sir, it needs no Excuſe, 

Caper, My Reſentments, Madam ———— 
Trum. You are too ceremonious, Gentlemen, and my 
Lady will fear ſhe has loſt you. 5 

' Caper, Dear Fack, as I told thee before, I muſt bring 
thee acquainted with thoſe Ladies. 3 
Saun. Pr'ythee put on a Maſque, and come among us, 
Jack, Faith do, . | 

Trum. Sirs, I'll wait on you in a Moment. 

Both. Dear Soul adieu. [Embracing him. 
f II.kxeunt Singing and Dancing. 

Trum. Theſe Coxcombs, Madam, came in a good Time; 

they were neyer ſeaſonable before. 8 

Mrs. Good. Diſeaſes and Viſitations are neceſſary forne- 
times to ſweep away the noiſom Crouds that infeſt and 
incumber the World. | ET 
Mal, As I often ſaid I muſt publiſh, I muſt ſpread; 
and ſo good - bye to you, „ Exit. 
| Enter Lettice. 1 

Let. Oh! Madam, yonder's my Maſter mal Zap his 
Coach: Says he'll into the Country preſently : Has given 

order to allperle the Company; what will you do ? 
| Mrs. Gogd, 
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PI! BY bers. Good. Let him go, 'twere pity to hinder him: — 

Ha, ba, ha, into the Country ? I'd as ſoon believe 0 
a would turn Capuchin. „ 
e; Trum. But, Madam, it was inhu manly * to come your 
al- {clf upon him: One would have thought that 1 had uſed him 
it. bad enough, for the wiſe Miſtake he made of Victoria. 
Ou Mrs. 504. would not have miſs'd it for the World. 
ur ; Now would he come on his Knees for Compoſitio nz 
ay and if I do not bring him to it within theſe four Hours 
ily. Trum. Why Madam, what will ye do? . 
es Mrs. Good. Put on all the notorious AﬀeQations and 
u? IF ridiculous Impertinencies that ever the moſt eminent of 
r3 WF our Sex have ſtudy d, or the Coxcombs of your Sex ad- 
L mir'd; then of a ſudden ſeem to grow fond of both thoſe 
d clincant Fools, which I am ſure he of all Things lothes; 
ur yet do it too fo forc'ely, that he himſelf ſhall find it ouly 
Ir. intended to give him Vexation. 

Trum. Have you then maliciouſly deſigned, in ſpite of. 
Nature, to keep me conſtant? 

Mrs. Good. Which you will be lure to be. 

Trum. A dozen new freſh young unſeen Beauties, and 
the Devil himſelf in the Rear of 'em, cannot make me 
otherwiſe; I never really loy'd or liv'd till now. There 
is nothing I'd not with to be, except the very Husband 
himſelf, rather than loſe you. 

Enter Valentine and Camila. 

Val. Jack Truman! 

m. Trum. Well New, what's the matter ? 


4. val. Treaſon, Truman; your being here with Mrs: 


e; I Goodvile 1 fear is diſcoyered;z I heard ſome ſuch Thing 


whiſper'd among the Maſqueraders, and Goodvile himſeſt 


e- ſeems ſuddenly alter'd; I would adviſe you to come and 
nd fſhew your ſelf, and make the beſt on't. 
Mrs. Good. Let me alone; I'll ſecure all, Pl warrant 


go and put all things in a Confulion, contradict all the 
: Orders he has given for going into the Country; ſhut up 
lis my ſelf in my Chamber, and not hear a Word of him 
en till he comes r Submiſſion ; — Lertice, follow me to 
my Chamber preſently. Exit. 


aa. Ty mn, 


Js | pou I'm ſure he can have no poſitive Preofs: FI ioſtant= 
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Tum. Right exquiſite Woman and Wife, good Luck ata 


tend thee.! 5 [ Ex, 
Let. Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knows 


Her Buſineſt, and underſtands the managing of a Husband 
l' ſovear ſhe is | 
an ingenious Perſon : Forty Ladies now, at ſach an Ac- | 


the beſt of any Woman in the World: 


cident, would have been hurry'd and afraid, and the poor 
Waiting - Woman muſt have been ſent forward and back- 


ward, and back vvard and forward to hearſftn and inquire | 


t ſhe ſhews all her Changes in a Motion, 

% | iter Goodvile. | 
Good. How now, Lettice ? Where's your Lady? 
Let. Within, Sir, in her Chamber, 

Good. Are you ſure of it? 


Let. She commanded me to follow her thither but now; 


Good, Is ſhe alone there? 


Let. Ay Sir, I'll aſſure you ſhe ſeldom defires Compa- | 


ny — But I muſt haſten and follow her. 


Good, Stay a little, are ye ſure ſhe was in the Houſe, | 


before this Diſturbance happen'd'in the Garden? 

Tet. Sure Sir! why I my ſelf was at the Chamber-Wins 
dow with her, when firſk ſhe heard you exclaim againſt 
Madam Vidoria! Poor Creature, I was afraid fhe would 
have fallen down dead on the Floor: I catch'd her in my 
Arms, begg'd her on my Knees not to run out; but ſhe 
would hear nothing but in fpite of Force broke from 
me, and came hither with all that Impatience and Rage 
the = ſenſible Reſentment of your Unkindneſs had rais d 
20 CY : : 

Good, Get you in preſently, do you. hear; and take ns 


* 


notice of what I have ſuid to you, as you tender your | 


Well. being. N | 
Let. Yes Sir; — but if I conceal a Word of it, may I 
never ſcrye- London Lady again, but be condemn d to be a 
Country Chamber- Maid, and kill Fleas as long as? live. [ Ex. 

Good. If I ſhould have been in the wro this while, 
and miftaken my own dear Wife for 25 arial —— Ab! 
Curſe on this hot Head of mine! Pox on t, it is impoſ- 
fable! Yet that mifchieyous Rogue Malagene was all the 
whils in the Garden, and be har been x bis Doudts ond 

1 m 


- f tn fy FA we 


wes A tac. op aus ma Ra a. @ _8{\Ka 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 71 
Ambiguities, and may - be's withi me; — By this Light I 
am a Cuckold, an arrant rank ſtinking Cuckold. 
| Enter Victoria. 

vid. What will become of me! whither ſhall I fly to 
hide my Misfortune? Oh! that I might never ſee the 
Light again, but be for ever conceal'd in theſe Shades. 

Good, Dear Vidtoris, is t you? be free with me; were 
you really in the Garden before to Night, or no? | 

Viet. | have not been out of the. Houſe ſince it was 
dark till this Minute, nor had I come hither. now, but 
that I am deſtitute: where to conceal my ſelf from the 
malicious Eyes and Tongues of thoſe, to whom your 
Baſcneſs has given an Opportunity of triumphing over 
my Misfortune and ruin'd Honour, 5 

Good, Be not ſo outrageous; I'll reconcile all yet. 

Vick. Which Way is t poſſible? By to morrow Morning 

our very Footmen will have it in their Mouths; and Ma- 
I, , that keeps an Office of Intelligence for all the Scan- 
dal in Town, will be ſpreading it among his Caffee -houſe 
Companions, and at the Play whiſper it to the Orange 
Women, who ſhall make a fulſom [eſt of it to the next 
Coxcomb that comes in half drunk to loll and play, and 
be nauſcouſly leud with *era in publick; 

Good, I tell thee it ſhall not be; Malegene's my Crea- 
ture, or at leaſt henceforth Il make him ſo: I have Rea» 
ſons for it, and to believe alſo that my Wife, my own 
delicate damn'd Wife, was the ſame 1 miſtook for you 
in the Garden to Night, 

Via. Tis true, I was at the ſame Time to ſee for her in 
her Chamber, and ſhe was not there; but cannot believe 
her in the leaſt guilty of what you ſcem to accuſe her of. 

Good. Confound her! — ſhe's an exquifite Jilt, tho- 
row-pac'd, and practis d in all the cunning Arts and 
Slights of Falſhood : Sdeath how I could mince ber! 
But here comes Malagene, he knows all, and Il make 


him confeſs all, or Fl] murder him. 


| Enter Malagene, 

Well, Sir, what ſay you to this Matter ? . 
Mal, Faith, Bully, I think my dear Kinſwoman has 

maul'd you to ſome purpoſe; Il] ſay this for her, ſlie _ 
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the true Blood of the Malagene's in her: To lol dara 


Il, G. 
Good. What is't you mean, Fool? Be plain and unfold” 


our ſelf, 

Mal. Why, you muſt} know Frank having a particular 
Eſteem for my Family, (the neareſt Relation of which I 
would go fifty Miles to fee hang'd) I do think her as 
very a But no more. Mum dear Heart, Mum 1 
ſay. 

22 What's that you ſay, Sir ? what do 8 think 
my Wife? 

Mal, Ay what, Frank? what now ? 

Good. Nay, Sir, that you muſt reſolve me. 

Mal. Why then I'll tell thee, Frank; doſt thou really 
think I love thee ? 

Good. I know you'll fay ſo, Sir, becevie you fear me. 

Mal. Then pr'ythee do ſo much as lend me ten Guineas 
for a Day or two. | 

Good. Oh Sir to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe; be brief, 

Mal. Nay then, Mum I ſay again. 

Good, Will you never leave vexing me with your Im- 
2 Muſt I always be forc'd to uſe you ill, to 

ring you to good Manners? 

Mal. Faith Child, 1 am loth to make Miſchief; I have 
been a very wicket l. ratur d impudent Fellow, that's the 
Truth on't; but I find i loſe my ſelf by it; the very Poets 
themſelves that were wont to ftand in awe of me, care 
not « louſe for me now; and there's not a common Whore 
in Town, but calls me Rogue and Raſcal to my Face, as 
impudently as if I were her Pimp. 
| Good, Therefore, Sir, reſolve to turn honeſt, and be 
juſt to your Friend, 

Mal. The Devil take me, Fravk, if thou art not 3 very 
impertinent Fellow: — Know! why, who ſhouid know 
better than your ſelf? ha! 

Good. Here are five Guineas for you, upon Condition 
you make a full and true Relation of all you haye diſco- 
ver'd this Night, 

Mal, I'll dot; down with your Duſt, 


1 


Good 0 


god. 
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Good. What will not this Rakehell do to korrow Mo- 
ney? I knew him make Love ro a Chamber. Maid till 
he had borrow'd Five Pounds of her at half a Crowa a 
time, | | 

Mal. Well, Frank Goodvile, you may think as you pl-aſc 
of me; but hang me like a Dog if I am not a very ho- 
neſt Fellow in my Hart: —— You would have me deal 


freely with you, you fay, in this Bufinef: ? 


Good. I would fo, Sir, or I ſhall deal very roughly with 
you; 


purpoſe? 
Good. You are much in the right, Sir. pee 
Mal. Then to make ſhort of the Matter; thou art as 
arrant a poor filly Cuckold ae one would wiſh to drink 


withal, and confound me it I ſhall not be aſham'd of thy 


Company, _ 

Good. Confounded Whore! — Oh for a Legion of 
Devils to hurry her to Hell, and that I had but the 
driving of em. : 

Mal. Nay, n1y, Man, ſince tis fo, never be angry for 
the Matter, What a Pox, you thought to put the Miſtreſs 
upon Truman! Truman has put the Cuckold upon you; 
Valentine bas been Pimp in the Bufineſs; and the Devil 
take me if I don't think my ſelf the honeſteſt Fellow a- 
monegſt you. 

Vi. Now, Sir, conſider what a wretched thing you 
made me. | 

Good. No more; I'm thine, and here I ſeal my Heart 
to thee for ever, | 

Mal, Well, Frank, can I ſerve thee any further in this 
Buſineſs ? 


Good. That, Sir, is as time ſhall try: And to convince 


you how fit I thiok you for my Purpoſe, I know you 
are a Raſcal not to be truſted: Therefore obſerve it, if 
you offer to ſtir beyond the Limits | ſet you, at that very 
inſtant lll murder you. | 
Mal. Pr'ythee talk not to me of Lim i s and Murdering, 
J hope you take me Sir (under the Roſ) or no Fool: 
And what a Pox do you think to make of me? 
i | D Good, 


Mal. And you lent me theſe five Guineas to that 
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Good. A Spaniel to hunt and ſet the Game I mean to | 
take: Oh! Malagene, there will be miſchief, Malagene, | 
and new ripe freſh Scandal to treat cf: I know it is an | 
Office thou lov'ſt, and therefore do it to oblige thee, ' |} 
Mal. Vfaith, and ſo I do with all my Heart: But Frank, 
1 don't know how this Buſineſs Will e brought about 
well: I have promis'd to meet two or three hearty old 
Sculs to morrow at Dinner, to ſwear and drink, and talk 
Baudy and Treaſon together for an Hour or two; they 
are all Atheiſts, and very honeſt Fellows, | 
Good, O Sir, you may be hang'd in good time: But for 
this preſent occaſion I muſt uſe you: Victoria, do you | 
with all your utmoſt Art diſſemble but the leaſt Know- 
ledge of what has happen'd to Night: And Sir, do you 
keep ſtill that lying ſnearing ugly merry Face which you: | 
always wear when you deſign Miſchief : I'll pretend this | 
Morning to purſue my Deſign of going into the Country; 
then when they are in the height of their Pleaſures and 
Aſſorance of their Safety, return and ſurprize 'em. 
Vict. But do you believe, Sir, that you can utterly a- 
bandon all Senſe of your paſt Love and Tenderneſs for a 
Woman who has been ſo dear to you? You will be apt 
to relapſe again. 
Good, | will ſooner return to my Vomit: I am rather | 
glad of the Oc-aſion to be rid of ſo troubleſom uneaſy a | 
burden: A Wife after a Year, like a Garment that has 
been worn too long, hangs loofe and auk wardly on a Man, 
and grows a Scandal to him that wears it. | | 
Vict. But can you then reſolve to quit and diſown ber 
for ever? | 
Good. For ever, my Victoria! — No more, but ſtraight 
go to thy Chamber, and wait for the happy Iſſue, — | 
You Sir keep cloſe to me. — Quit her! as chearfully as I ! 
would a Shoe that wrings me. Then how looſely ſhall I | 
move, 
Free and unbounded taſte the Sweets of Life! 
Love where 1 pleaſe, and know no more the Strife 
That's bred by that domeſiick Plague call d Wife. | 
[ Exeunt. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Victoria': Chamber. 


Enter Victoria. 


IT, I am ſatisfyd I muſt be wretched! Oh 
Love! Unhappy Womens Curſe, and Mens 
ſlight Game to paſs their idle time at; I find too in my 
ſeif the common Companion of Infamy, Malice. Has 
Goodvile's Wife ever wrong'd me? Never. Why then 
ſhould. I conſpire to betray her? No, let my Revenge 
ght wholly on that falſe perjur'd Man; as he has deceiv'd 
and ruin'd me, I'll play falſe with him, make my ſelf 
privy to his whole Deſign of ſurprizing Truman and his 
Wife together: Then like a true Miſtreſs betray his 


Counſels to her, that ſhe like a true Wife may ſpite of 


his Teeth deceive him quite, and ſo I have the pleaſure 
of ſeeing him a ſeal'd ſtigmatiz'd fond believing Cuckold, 
*will at leaſt be ſome eaſe to me. Here he comes <quipp'd 
and prepar'd for the pretended Journey. ; 

| Enter Goodvile and Boy. 

Good. Go bid the Coachman haſten, and get all things 
ready; I am uneaſy till I am gone. Tis time we were 
ſet ur. | 
The Wolves have prey d; and look, the gentle Day, 

Before the Wheels of Phœebus, all about 
Dapples the drouſy Eaſt with Spots of Gray. 
Wife! adieu dear Wife. Ah my Victoria, up already? fo 
Ciligent to wiſh me a happy Journey? Certainly my good 
Angel is like thee, and whenſoever I err muſt meet me in 
thy Shape, and with ſuch Softneſs ſmile and direct me. 
Viet, 4s thoſe whom Will with Wiſp bewitches 
. Thro' Bags, thro Hedges and Ditches. © 

Good, No, thou haſt led me out of the crooked fro- 
ward Road of Mitrimony, into the pleaſant eafy Path of 
Love, where ] can never loſe yy way, and muſt be al- 
ways happy. But where's Malagene ? | 
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Vict. Below with Sir Noble. Whilſt the Butler was 2- 
Neep. they ſtole the Key from him: And there they are 
with the fat red-fac'd Fidler that plays upon the Baſe, 
fitting croſs-leg'd upon the Floor, ſtripp'd to their Shirts, 
and drinking Baudy Healths. 


Good, That fulſom Rogue will ruin all our Buſineſs, | 
See here what I have diſcover'd; juſt now in the private 


Corner of a Window, (a place I ſuppoſe appointed for 

the purpoſe) l found this Billet to my ſweet Wife. 

Reads. Tf Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, let 
me know it, that I may wait on you, and tell you 
the reſt of my Heart, for you do not know how much 
T love you jet. | 
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Truman. 


Now if | am not a Cuckold. let any honeſt Wittal judge, | 


ha, ha, ha. How it pleaſes me! Blood! Fire! and 


Daggers! 
Vict. But, Sir, what do you reſolve on? 


Good, As I told thee, inſtantly to pretend a Journey out „ 
of Town, and return and ſurprize em; for I am ſure 


they'll not be long aſunder when I am out of the way; 


Oh! this Billet is a very honeſt Billet, and I know won't 


lye. But why ſhould I ſpend my time in talking of what | 
but vexes me, when Pleaſures are fo near me? Come my 
Vicloria, take me to thy Arms, a Moment's Joy with thee | 


would {weeten Years of Cares. The Devil. 

Enter Mrs Goodvile and Lettice. 
Mrs. Good Good Morning to you, Sir. 
Good. Good Night to you, Madam, 
Mrs. Good. How fo, Sir? 


Good. Why good Night, or good Morrow tis all one; 1 
Ceremony is the leaſt thing I take care of: You ſee am 


- buſy. | 


Mrs. Good. I muſt confeſs, conſidering the humble 
Duty of a Wife, tis ſomerhing rude in me to interrupt 
you; but I hope when you know my Intentions, you'll} 
pardon me. They were only to take a civil Leave of 


you: I find you are propane thy the Country, Sir. 
I 


Good. Ay ! a little Air wi 


keep will ſmell me out. 


very ſeaſonable at preſent, 
Madam; I ſhall grow rank elſe, and all the Company I 


Mrs. Good, 
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Mrs. Good. Oh! what Joy will fill each neighbouring 


2- *# villge, to hear our Landlord's Honour's coming down. 
re The Bells ſhall jangle out of Tune all Diy; and at Night 
ſes, the Curate of the Hamlet comes in the Name of the whole 
ts, Pariſh to bid his Patron welcome into the Country, and 
invite himſelf the next Lord's Day to Dinner. ; 
ſs. Good. I am glad to ſee you ſo pleafant, Madam. 
ate Mrs. Good, Then the next Morning our Tenant's dainty 
or Daughter is ſent with a Preſent of Pippins of the largeſt 
Size, cull'd by the good old Drudge her Mother, which 
let ſhe delivers with a Curt'ſy, and bluſhes in expectation of 
yon what his Worſhip will beſtowy upon her. 
ach | Good. Oh Madam, let not any Thoughts of that na- 
an, ture diſturb you; I ſhall leave all my wanton Inclinations 
ge, here, and only pleaſe my ſelf when I am there ſometimes 
ind to contemplate your Lady ſhip's Picture in the Gallery. 
Mrs. Good. Then come the Country Squires, and their 
Dogs, the cleanlier ſort of Creatures of the two: Straight 
out we're invited to the noble Hunt, and not a Deer in all the 
ure Foreſt's ſafe. | 
5: Good. No Madam: No horned Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my 
nt Pleaſure: 1 am lately grown a Philoſopher, Madam, and 
bat find, we ought not to hurt our Fellow Creatures. 
my | Mrs. Good. What is the reafon that you uſe me thus ? 
| Good, What is't I would not do to purchaſe Quietneſs F 


Your injurious Suſpicions of me were intolcrable, but the 
Wrongs your Jealouſy has done Victoria 


Slit Night made me extravagant, when I diicover'd you 

with that naughty Lady Squeamiſb, which I can eaſily 

forgive, if you'll but promiſe to forget her: For I am- 

confident it was your firſt Tranſꝑreſſion. 

I Good, Very quaint and pretty, 

ble Mrs. Good, Yet I am too well ſatisfy'd of Victoria's Vir- 
tue, for ſhe's my Friend; and tho' I ſhou'd ſee her in 


_ = your Arme, I cou'd not harbour ſuch a Thought. No, 
« of! Victoria, you muſt love me, and II love you; you ſhall 
call me your Love, and [I'll call you my Lear, and we'll 
ſent.) always go to the Play together, and to the Park together, 
ny! and every where together; and when Mr, Goodviles out 
7 of Town, we'll lie together, : 5 Enter 
G00d, 


Mrs. Good. I jealous of Victoria! No, Tho' my Paſſion 
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| : Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, the Coach is ready. | 
Good. You think, Madam, you have a fire eaſy Fool to 
play withal, but the gayneſs of your Face is too thin to 
hide the rancour of your Heart; and ſo my dear jocund 
witty Devil Wife, I take my leave of you, never more 
from this Minute to look on you. 
Mrs. Good. Are you then inexorable ? Relentleſs, cruel 
Man! 
Good. Good eaſy melting kind-hearted Woman, fare wel. 


[ Exit, 7 


Mrs. Good. Ah wretched me! 

Les. My Lady ſwoons. Dear Madam Victoria, haſten 
and bring my Maſter back again; you can do any thing 
with him. [Ex, Victoria. 

Mrs. Good. No, no, Lettice! Let him alone, art thou 
ſure he's gone? 

Let. I hope fo, Madam, 

Mrs. Good. Then ſo ſoon as I am return'd to my Cham- 


ber, be {ure you go your ſelf to Mr. Truman, and tell him if 


he has nothing elſe to do he may come hither to Day, 
Enter Victoria, 35 

Vic.” There is no prevailing with him, he cries aloud 
his Houſe is infected, and that no Man that values his 
Health will ſtay in it. My Lady Squeamiſh too is arriv'd 
juſt as he left the Door; I am ſure ſhell come in; will 
you ſee her, Madam? . 
Mrs. Good. Oh 1 am ſick at the very name of her: Let 
all the Doors be barr'd againſt her, and Gunpowder under 
each Threſhol-place, ready to blow her up, if ſhe but of- 
fer an entrance. Lettice, lend me your Hand a little: Ill to 
my Chamber inſtantly : Oh my Head! Ex. with Let. 

Vict. This Management of hers ſo charms me, that I 
can almoſt forget all the Miſchief ſhe has done me: tis 
true ſhe reproach'd me, but 'twas done ſo handſomly, that 
I doubly deſery'd it to have taken notice of it. 

Enter Lady Squeamiſn. | 
L. Squeam. Oh dear Victoria, what will become of me! 
1 am lott and undone for ever: Oh | ſhall die, I ſhail 

die! the Lord of my Heart, the Jewel of my Soul is falſe 
to me. | | | Vit, 
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pid. What ails your Ladyſhip? Surely ſhe's diſtracted» 

L. Squeam, Oh Goodvile, Goodvile! the falſe, cruel, re- 
morſcleſs Goodvile! came juſt as his Coach was parting 
from the Door, yet he would not ſpeak to me, would 
hardly ſee me, but away he drove, and ſmiling mockt 
my Sorrows. = 

pic. Alas! Her Ladyſhip is paſſionate, as I live very 
paſſionate. | | 

L. Squeam. So Theſeus left the wretched Ariadne on 
Shore; ſo Aed the falſe Areas from his Dido. 

Vit. What could you expect leſs of him, Madam! 
Falſnood is bis Province: Your Ladyſhip ſhould have 
made choice of a civil ſober diſcreet Perſon; but Good vile 
you know is a Spark, a very Spark. 6-5 

L. Squeam, That has been my Ruin; it was there- 
fore adore him: What Woman would doat on a dull 
melancholy Aſs, becauſe ſhe might be ſure of him? No, 
a Spark is my Life, my Darling the Joy of my Soul. Oh 
how I doat on a Spark? I could live and die with a Spark. 
Victoria, I make you a Confident, and you muſt, pardon 
me for robbing you of Mr. Goodvile: Come, come, I 
know all. | 88 | 

ViF, Your Ladyſhip knows more than all the World 
belides. ; | | 

L, Squeam. And as I was faying, A Spark is the dear- 
eſt thing ro me in the World; I have had Acquainrance E 
think with all the Sparks. Well; one of em that you 
know was a ſweet Perſon : Ob he danc's, and ſung, and 
dreſt to a Miracle, and then he ſpoke French as if he had 
been bred all his life time at Paris, and admir'd every 
thing that was French: Beſides, he would look ſo languiſh- 
ingly, and liſp ſo prettily when he talk'd; and then never 
wanted Diſcourſe : I'll ſwear he has eatertain'd me two 
Hours together with the deſcription of an Equipage. 

Vi. That muſt needs be very charming. 

L. Squeam, But Mr. Good vile was a Wit too: Oh I never 
had a Wit before, for ta ſpeak rhe Truth, now I think 
on't better, all my Lovers have been a little fooliſh I'll 
ſwear, ha, ha, ha! [Sir Noble and Mal. at the Door drunk. 

Mal. Scour ſcour, ſcour. | h 


D4 | Cluns, 
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Clum, Down goes the Main- Maſt, down, down, down, 
[They enter.) Malagene, roar, roar, and raviſh, here are 
Punks in beaten Sattin, Sirrah ; Termagant, tr iumphant, 
firſt-rate Punks, you Rogue. 

Via. How came theſe Ruffians here? 

Clum, Ruffians! do you know who you talk to, Ma- 
dam? I am a civil. ſober, diſcreer Perſon; and come par- 
ticularly to embrace thy lovely Body. 

Mal. Look you, Madam, make no noiſe about this 
matter. This is a Perſon of Quality and a Friend of 
mine, therefore pray be civil. | 

L. Squeam. Has Mr. Goodvile left no Footmen at 
home to cudgel ſuch Fops? Fogh — how like drunken 
Journey-men Taylors they look! | 

Mal. Journey- men, Madam! hold there! none of your 
Lady ſhip's Journey-men, that's one Comfort! Woe to 
the poor Devil that is, I fay. 

L. Squeam, Were Mr. Goodvile at home you durſt not 
talk thus, you ſcandalous Fellow. 0 

Mal. Good vile ſay you — hark you, my Dear, were he 
here in Perſon, I would firſt of all decently kick him 
out of Doors, then turn up thy Keel and viſcoyer here 
to thy Kinſman what a leaky Veſſel thou art, ; 

Clum. Why, what is that Goodvile ? will he wreſtle? 
or will he box for gol. Look you, this Fellow is my Pimp. 
*Tis true, his Countenance is none of the beſt: But he's a 
neat Lad, and keeps good Company. 

Mal. Hark you, Knight; you'll bear me out in this. 
Buſineſs, Knight: For under the Roſe, I have Apprehen- 
ſion, that this Carcaſe of mine may ſuffer elſe. 

Clum. No more of that Rogue! no more. Take notice 
good People, this civil Perſon ſhall narry my Siſter; ſhe 
is a pretty hopeful Lady —Truly fhe is nat full thirteen — 
but ſhe has had two Children already, Odd's heart, 

Val. Ridiculous Oat ! | 

Clum. Come let us talk Baudy. 

Vict. I' call thoſe ſhall talk with you preſently. 

| | [Ex. Vid. 

Clum. Wheugh ſhe's gone, 

L. Squeam. Beaſt! Brute! Barbarian! Sot! 


Clam. 
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Cluw. Oh law! my Aunt! what have I done now # 
Madam, as I hope to be 
[Runs againſt her, and almoſt beats her backward. 

L. Squeam, Oh help! I am murder'd! O my Head! 


Clum. Nay Lady, that was no fault of mine: You 


ſhall ſee I'll keep my diſtance, and (as I was ſay ing) if l 
have offended he 


[Reels againſt a Table and throws down a China Far, 


and ſeveral little China Diſhes. 
L. Squeam. O inſufferable! quickly, quickly, a Porter 
and Basket to carry out this Swine to a Dunghil. 


Clum. Look you Madam, no harm! no harm! you 


ſhallſee me behave my ſelf notably yet— as for example 
ſuppoſe now — ſuppoſe this the Door. ¶ Goes to the Door. 
Very well; thus then I move. | | 
[Steps forward and leaves his Peruke on one of the Hinges, 
Ha, who was that? Rogues! Dogs! Sons of Whores! 
Enter Servants, 

1 Ser, Such as we are, Sir, you ſhall find us at your 
Service, 

Clam. Murder, Murder, Murder! —— 

Mal, Where there is ſuch odds, a Man may with Ho- 
nour retire and ſteal off. [Ex, Mal. 
Enter Caper and Saunter. 

Caper. Where is this Raſcal? this Coxcomb ? this Fop ? 
| how dare you come hither, Sir, to affront Ladies and 
Perſons of Quality? : 

Clum. Sir, your humble Servant: did you ſee my Pe- 
riwig? | 

Caper. Sir, you are an Aſs; and never wore Periwig 
in your Life: lernis, what a Bufh of Briars and Thorns 


is here? The Mane of my Lady Squeami/h's Shock is 


Chedreux to it, - 

Clum. Why, Sir, I know who made it. He was an 
honeſt Fellow and a Barber, and one that lov'd Muſick 
and Poetry. 

Saun. iow, Sir! | 

Caper. But, Sir, come cloſe to the Buſineſs: How durſt 
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Wer to that, and tell not us of Mulick and Poetry. 
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Clum. Why, he had all Weſtminſter Drollery and Ox- 
ford jeſts at his Fingers ends. And: for the Cittern, if 
ever Troy Town were a Tune, he maſter'd it upon that 
Inſtrument, when he was our Butler in the Country: An 
= Maid of my Grandmother's took preat Delight in him 

or it, | | | 
Saun. But, Sir, this is nothing to our Buſineſs, 

Clum. Bufineſs! hang Buſineſs! I bate a Man of Buſi- 

neſs : If you'll drink or whore, break Windows or 


commit Murder, 1 am for you. | 


Caper. Sir, will you fight? 

Clam, Fight! with whom? for what? 

Caper. With me. | 

Saun, With me. | 

Clam. Ay Sir, with all my Heart; I love fighting, Sir. 
8 Saun. Ay Sir, will you fight? do you think you dare 

Tut? | | 
Toes, Why, you ſweet perfum'd ſeſſamine Knaves! 
you Rogues in Buckram! were there a Dozen of you 
I'd beat you out of your artificial Sweetneſs into your 
own natural Rankneſs. You Stinkards! ſhall I draw my 
Cerberus and cut you off, you gaudy Popinjays? 

Caper, This Fellow's mad, Sawnter! ftark mad, by 
Ferico : Dear Knight, how long haſt thou been in this 
Pickle? this Condition, Knight? hab? | 

Clum. What Pickle? what Condition, you Worms ? 

Saun. Ay, ay, tis ſo, the poor Devi] muſt to Bedlam : 
Bedlam, Knight, the Mad- man's Hoſpital. 

Clum, What will become of you then, you Vermin ? 
There's never an Hoſpital for Fools yet; Mercy on me if 


there were! how. many handſom Fellows in this Town 


might be provided for? [ Fiddles play within 
Caper, Hey-day, Fiddles ! ; 


for em on purpoſe to regale uz. 


Saun. Madam Goodvile hearing we were here, hath ſent 
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Euter Mrs. Goodvile, Lady Squeamiſh with the Fiddles 

playing, Saunter falls to ſing the Tune with em, and Cx. 

per dances to it, Lettice. | 

Mrs, Good. Let my Servants take care that all the Doors 
ſtand open: I'll have Eatrance deny'd to ro one Fool in 
Town. Mr. Caper and Mr. Sauxter here? then we can 
never want Company. Come, Madam, let us begin the 
Revels of the Day; I long to erjoy the Freedom I am 
Miſtreſs of. Lertice, try your Voice. | 

L. Squeam. On Madam ! this galant Spirit raviſhes me. 
Dear Mr, Caper you and Mr. Saunter were born to be 
happy! Midam Geodvile has refolv'd to ſacrifice this Day 
to Pleaſure what ſhall we do with our ſelves? 

Caper. Do, Madam! We'll dance for ever. 

L. Squeam. Oh ay dance. | 

Saun. And ſiug. 

L. Squeam. And ſing. 

Both. And love. 


| Ls Squeam. Oh ay, love! but Madam Gooduie, have 


you relolv'd to wear the Willow, and be very melan- 
choly — ha, ha, ha— Fiddles! where are you? I cannot 
endure you out of my fight, | 3 
Mrs Good, Willow ! hang it, give it to Country Girls 
that ſigb for Clowns; and Melancholy is a Diſeaſe for 
Bankrupt Beauty: I have yet a ſtock of Youth and 
Charms, unſully'd by the bands of Age or Care; 
And whilſt that laſts, what Woman would deſpair ? 
Clam. In the mean time I'll ſcout out for a Doxy of 
my Acquaintance hard by, return in Triumph, and let 
Vidloria go hang and deſpair, 
: Sings. 
To love is a Pleaſure Divine, 
Yet I'll never ſigh or be ſad: 
They are Coxcombs that languiſh and pine, 
So long as Whores are to be had. — To daroll, darolda. 


L. Squeam. O ſecure thit deform'd Monſter, that Re- 


bel of mine: Fellows, take care of bim, and keep him 


up till I talk with him, and make him ſenſible of his 
Enormities, | — 
Cham, 
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84 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 
Clum, Slaves, Avaunr! If my Lady will have it ſo, III 
walk ſoberly into the Garden, and conſider of what is 


pait. To be is a Pleaſure, &c, [Ex, Clam. 


Mrs. Good Lettice? 
Let. Madam. | 
Mrs. Good. Is Mr. Truman come ? 
Let. He'll be here preſently, Madam. 
Enter Page with a Letter. 
Page. A Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
Mrs. Good. Who brought it? | 
Page. A Porter brought it to the Door, Madam: But 


faid he hid no Orders to ſtay for an Anſwer, [ Ex. Page. 


Mrs. Good. A Woman's Hand!.“ 


Reads. Mr, Goodvile's Journey eut of Town is but a 
Pretence: He is jealous of you and Mr. Truman, you will 
find him anon return'd in hopes to ſurprize you together. 
Tho be has truſted me with the Secret, and oblig'd me to aſ- 
ſiſt him in it; yet I would endeavour by this Diſcovery to 
perſuade you that I am your real Servant, Victoria. 

Poſtſcript: Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed the 
Spy to betray you. | 


This is generouſly done, Pidboria, and l' ſtudy to de- 


ſerve it of thee; Now, if I plague not this wiſe jealous 
Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and Cuckolds 
laugh at me! Fiddles lead in! Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter, 
ray wait on my Lady; and entertain her a little: ll 
ollow you. preſent]y, 

L. Squeam. Come, Mr, Caper, will you walk? 

Caper. A Coranto, Madam? 

L. Squeam, Ay ten thouſand, ten thouſand, Mr, Saun- 
ter, I would be always near you. two! Oh for a Grove 
now, and a purling Brook with that delighttul charming 
Voice of yours! Come let us walk and ſtudy which way 
to divert our (elves, | | | 

Caper Allons! for Love and Pleaſure: By theſe Hands 

Saun, By thoſe Eye | 


L. Squeam. Oh no more! no more: I ſhall. be loſt in 
Happineſs! Ian. 
. Mrs. Good, 


. 
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- Mrs, Good. So, this Conſort of Fools ſhall be the Cho- 
rus to my Farce; now all the Malice, IIl-Nature. Falſ- 
hood and Hypocriſy of my Sex inſpire me. Lettice! ſee 
Camilla be ſent for inſtantly, ſhe ſhall join with me in my 
Revenge, ſhe has Reaſon; Mr. Valentine, J ſuppoſe, will 
be here with Mr. Truman. Ps 

Enter Mr, Truman. 

Trum. And think you, Madam, he durſt not anſwer a 
fair Lady's Challenge without a Second? 

Mrs. Good. You would pretend, Pl] warrant you, to be 
very ſtout. You Hectors in Love are as arrant Cheats as 
Hectors in fighting, that bluſter, rant, and make a Noiſe 
for the preſent ; but when they come to the Buſineſs, prove 
arrant Daſtards, and good for nothing. 

Trum. But, Madam, you ſhould find I dare do ſomething, 
would you but be civil and ſtand your Ground. 

Mrs. Good, What think you tho' of a Cut-throat Huſ- 
band now behind the Hangings? what would become cf 
you then? * 

Trum. Whilſt I have ſuch Beauty on my fide, nothing 
can hurt me. a 5 3 

Mrs. Good, Then, Sir, prepare yourſelf; Mr. Good vile 
1s really jealous, and miſtruſts all or more than has paſt 
between us. His Journey out of Town was but a Pre- 
tence, but we ſhall ſee him inſtantly in Expectation to catch 
us together. | | 
Nam. Fear him not, Madam, theſe Moles that work 
under Ground are as blind as they are buſy : Let him run 
on in his dull Jealouſy, whilſt we till find new Windings 
out, and loſe him in the Maze. | 

Mrs. Good. Then if you wiſh to preſerve me yours, 
join with me to Day in my Defign, which is, if poſſible, 
to make him mad, work him up to the height of furious 
Suſpicion, and at that Moment when he thinks his Jea- 
louſy moſt juſt; baffle him out of it: And let. the World 
know how dulla Tool a Hasband is, coinpared with that 
triumphant thing a Wife, and her Guardian Angel Lover. 

Trum. But Mr. Goodvile, Madam has Wit, and ſo good 
an Opinion of it too 
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Clem, Slaves, Avaunr! If my Lady will have it fo, IN 
walk ſoberlv into the Garden, and conſider of what is 
paſt. To love is a Pleaſure, &Cc, Ex. Clum. 

Mrs. Good Lettice ? 

Let. Madam. s | 

Mrs. Good, Is Mr. Truman come? 

Let, He'll be here preſently, Madam. 

Enter Page with a Letters 

Page. A Letter for your Ladyſhip. 

Mrs. Good. Who brought it? 
Page. A Porter brought it to the Door, Madam: But 
faid he hid no Orders to ſtay for an Anſwer, [Ex, Page. 

Mrs. Good. A Woman's Hand! 


Reads. Mr, Goodvile's Foumey- eut of Town is but a 


Pretence : He is jealous of you and Mr. Truman, you will 


find him anon return d in hopes to ſurprize you together. 
Tho be has truſted me with the Secret, aud oblig'd me to af- 


fiſt him in it; yet I would endeavour by this Diſcovery to 


perſuade you that I am your real Servant, Victoria. 
Poſiſcript: Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed the 
Spy to betray you. | 


This is analy done, Victoria, and l ſtudy to de- 
ſerve it of thee; Now, if I plague not this wiſe jealous 
Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and Cuckolds 
laugh at me! Fiddles lead in! Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter, 

ay wait on my Lady; and entertain her a little: I'll 
Low you preſently, 

L. Squeam. Come, Mr, Caper, will you walk? 

Caper. A Coranto, Madam? | 

L. Squeam, Ay ten thouſand, ten thouſand, Mr, Saun- 
ter, I would be always near you. two! Oh for a Grove 
now, and a purling Brook with that delightful charming 
Voice of yours! Come let us walk and ſtudy which way 
to divert our ſelves, | 


. 


Caper Allons! for Love and Pleaſure: By theſe Hands 


Saun. By thoſe Eyes | 
L. Sqdueam. Oh no more! no more: I ſhall. be loft in 
Happineſs! :  [Exeunt, 
” | Mrs. Good, 
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' Mrs, Good. So, this Conſort of Fools ſhall be the Cho- 


rus to my Farce; now all the Malice, 1]]-Nature. Falſ- 
hood and 3 of my Sex inſpire me. Lettice! ſee 
Camilla be ſent for inſtantly, ſhe ſhall join with me in my 
Revenge, ſhe has Reaſon; Mr. Valentine, I ſuppoſe, will 
be bere with Mr. Truman. . 

Enter Mr, Truman. 

Trum. And think you, Madam, he durſt not anſwer a 
fait Lady's Challenge without a Second? 

Mrs. Good. You would pretend, I'll warrant you, to be 
very ſtout, You Hectors in Love are as arrant Cheats as 
HeRors in fighting, that bluſter, rant, and make a Noiſe 
for the preſent; but when they come to the Buſineſs, prove 
arrant Daſtards, and good for nothing. 

Trum, But, Madam, you ſhould find I dare do ſomething, 
would you but be civil and ſtand your Ground. 

Mrs. Good. What think you tho' of a Cut-throat Huſ- 
band now behind the Hangings ? what would become cf 
you then? 

Trum. Whilſt I have ſuch Beauty on my fide, nothing 
can hurt me. . | 

Mrs. Good. Then, Sir, prepare yourſelf; Mr, Goodvile 
is really jealous, and miſtruſts all or more than has paſt 


between us. His Journey out of Town was but a Pre- 
tence, but we ſhall ſee him inſtantly in Expectation to catch 


us together. | 


Trum. Fear him not, Madam, theſe Moles that work 
under Ground are as blind as they are buſy : Let him run 


on in his dull Jealouſy, whilſt we ſtill find new Windings 
out, and loſe him in the Maze. | 
Mrs. Geod. Then if you wiſh to preſerve me yours, 


join with me to Day in my Defign, which is, if poſſible, 
to make him mad, work him up to the height of furious 


Suſpicion, and at that Moment when he thinks his jea- 
louſy moſt juft; baffle him out of it: And let the World 
know how dulla Tool a Hasband is, compared with that 
triumphant thing a Wife, and her Guardian Angel Lover. 

Trum. But Mr. Goodvile, Madam has Wit, and fo good 
an Opinion of it too EY 
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88 Friendſbip in Foſbion. 
Mrs, Good. *Tis that ſhall be his Ruin: Were he a Foo] 
he were not worth the Trouble of deceiving. 

Trum. Dear Jewel of my Soul, proceed then and proſ- 
per. But what muſt be my Part? ES 

Mrs. Gcod. To ſecure Malagene. That ill-natur'd Villaia 
has betray*d us, and is appointed by Goodvile chief Inſtru- 
ment in the Diſcovery : He has Cowardice enough to ſell 
his Soul to buy off a Beating : He never told Truth enough 
to be believed once ſo long as be lives. Get him but in 
your Power, and he ſhall own more Villanies than ever 
were in his Thoughts to commit, or the Neceſſity of our 
Affa ir can invent to put upon hi. 

Trum. And l'll be ſure of him, or may I never taſte thoſe 
Lips again, but be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreſſes in the Side- 
Box at the Play- houſe, or what is worſe, take up with a 
Sempſtreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and Cravats. 

Euter Malagene. 

Mrs, Good. Here he come: ! 

Trum. Oh Menfieur Malagene, welcome! 

Mal, Fack Truman, ycur bumble Servant. 

Trum. Whither ſo faſt, I beſeech you, Sir! a Ward with 
you, a Word with you. _ 

Mal. Why, can | do any Thing for thee? Haſt thou 
any Buſineſs for me? Prithee what is it? 

Trum. Sir, you muſt lye for me. 

Mal. Ha, ha, ha. Is that all? 

Trum. Nay, Sir, you muſt, 

Mal. Any Thing in a civil Way or ſo, Fack: but no- 
thing upon C: mpulfion, Lad: Pritbee, let me do nothing 
upon Compulſion, prithee now. 

Trum. Then Sir, to be brief, this is the Buaſiacl: : Good- 
vile I hear bas been inform'd by you of what paſt in the 
Garden laſt Night; how durſt you be ſo impudent as to 
pry into my Secrets, where I was concern d? 

Mal. Why look you Fack, Curiofity you know, and a 
natural Inclination which I have | 

Tum. To pimping. 

Mal. Confound me, Fack, thou art much in the right: 
I believe thou art a Witch. I knew as well Man 

Trum, What -w you know ? 


Mal, 


1 
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' Mal. Why I knew thee to be an arch Wag, and an 
honeft Fellow: Ay Rogue, prithee kiſs me: The Rogue's 
out of Humour. h ; | 

Trum. Na, Sir; I dare rot uſe you ſo like a Friend, 
you muſt deſerve it better firſt, 

Mal, Look you Fack, the Truth of the Buſineſsis, Iam 
beſpoke: But the Love I have to ſee the Buſineſs go for- 
ward may perſuade me to much. 

Trum. Then preſently reſolve entirely to diſown and ab- 
jure all the Intelligence you gave Goodvile, or promile to 


your ſelf, that wherever next I meet you, I'll cut your 


Throat upon the Spot. 

Mal. But hark you, Jack, hovr ſhall I come off with 
the Buſineſs? I ſhall be kick'd and us d very ſcurvily: Fer 
the Truth is, I did tell 3 

Trum. What did you tell? | 

Mal. Why, I told him, you Knave. I wong tell, 
you little cunning Cur, I told him all, Man. 

Trum. All, Sir? | 

Mal. Ay, hang me like a Dog, all. But, Madam, you 
muſt pardon me, there was not a Word of it true, 

Tram. And what do you think to do with your ſelf? 

Mal. Do? why I'll ceny it all again, Man, every Word 
of it, as impudently as ever I at fiſt affirmed ir: My be 
he'll kick me, and beat me, and uſe me like a Dog, Man 
That's nothing, nothing at all Man, 1 donot 
value it this. {Pulls out a Jew's Trump, and plays. 

 Trum. And this, Sir, you'll ſtand to. 

Mal. If I do not, hang me up for a Sign at a Baudy- 
Houſe Door: In the mean Time I'll retire and peruſe a 
young Lampoon, which I am lately the happy Father of, 

Trum, Nay, Sir, you are not to ſtir from me. 

Euter Lettice. | 

Let. Oh, Madam, ſhift for your ſelf. Madam Vifeoria 
ſent me to tell yau that my Maſter is return'd, and that 
be pretends to come a Maſquerader, * 

Mal. Well, ſiace it muſt be ſo, I'll deny all indeed: 
what an excellent Fellow might I have been? Some Men 
now with my Stock of Honeſty, and a little more Gra- 
rity, would have made @ Fortune. Well, I have been a 


lazy 
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lazy Rogue; and never knew till now that I was fit for 
Buſineſs, | 

Mrs. Good. Mr. Goodvile in Maſquerade, ſay you? 

Let. Yes, Madam, and two Women with him; Madam, 
they. are juſt now alighted. | 
Mrs. Good, Women with him! nay then he comes tri- 
vmphantly indeed; Mr, Truman, do you retire with Ma. 
lagene. Vl ſtay kere and receive this Machiavel in Diſ- 

uiſe. Now, once more let me invoke all the Arts of 
Affectat ion, all the Revenge, the counterfeit Paſſions, pre- 
tended Love, pretended Jealouſy, pretended Rape, and in 


ſum the very Genius of my Sex to my Aſſiſtance, 


Exter Goodvile and others maskd. 
So! here they come: Now this Throw for all my future 
Peace, Who waits there? | 5 5 | 
NE. Enter Servants. 
Good. Madam, you'll excuſe this Freedom: 
Mrs. Good. You oblige me by uſing it: Let allthe Coma 
pany know that theſe Noble Perſons of Quality have ho- 


nour d me with their Preſence: Let the Fiddles be ready, 


and ſee the Banquet prepar d; and let Mr. Truman come to 
me inſtantly; I cannot live a Minute, a Moment without 
him. | 
| Good. Delicate Devil! 
Mrs. Good. Sir! let me beg your Patience for a Moment; 
whilſt I go and put Things in order fit for your Reception. 
Exit: 
| Good. Footmen! take care that the Engines which have 
order'd be ready when I call for em. Traman, I ſee, is 
a Man of punctual Aſſignation; and my Wife isa Perſon very 
adroit at theſe Matters: ſome hot-brain'd, Horn- niad Cuckold 
now would be for cutting of Throatsz but I am reſolv'd to 
turn 2 civil ſober, diſcreet Perſon, and hate Bloodſhed + 
No, I] manage the Matter ſo temperately, that I'll catch her 
in his very Arms then civilly diſcard her Bag and Baggage, 
whilſt you my dainty Doxies take Poſſeſſion ot her Privileges, 


and enter the Territories with Colours flying. 


1 Wor, And ſhall I keep my Coach, Mr. Goodvile? 
Good, Ay and fix, my lovely Rampant, Nay, thow 
fhalt every Morning ſwoop the Exchange in Triumph, to 
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fee what gaudy Bauble thou canſt firſt grow fond of: And 
after Noon :t the Theatre exalted in a Box, give Au- 
dience to ev'ry trim amorous twiring Top of the Corner, 

that comes thither to make a Noiſe, hear no Play, and 
ſhow himſelt; thou ſhalt, my Bona Roba. | 

2 Vom. But Mr, Googvile, what ſhall I do then? 

Good, Oh thou! thou ſhalt be my more peculiar Punk, 
my Houſe-keep:r, my neceſſary Sin: manage all the Affairs 
of my Eſtate and Family, ride up and down in my own 
Coach, attended by my own Footmen; noſe my Wife 
where'er you meet, and if I had any, breed my Children. 
Oh, what a delicious Life will this be ! 


1 Wom. Hear you Sir; the Fiddles? [Fiddles without. 


Good. Oh, the Proceſſion's coming, put on your Vi- 
Zzors, and obſerve the Ceremony. | 

Enter Truman, Mrs, Goodvile, Caper, Saunter, Lady 

Squeamiſh, Camille, with Fiddlcs, a Letter. 

Mrs. Good, Mr. Caper, Mr. Saunter, you are the Life 
and Soul of all good Company; command me any thing, 
command my Houſe, that and all Freedom are yours. 

Caper, Maſques, my Life, my Joy, my Top of Happi- 
neſs! Sir, your, humble Servant: by your Leave, Madam, 
ſhall you and I touſe and tumble together in the Drawing · 
Room hard by for half an Hour or fo ? lia ? [ Cuts. 

Saun. Fa toldara, toldara, c. Ah Madam, what do yon 
wear a Maſque for? Have you never a Noe, or but one 
Eye? Let me fee how you are furniſh'd, 

2 Wom, Sir, ifI want any thing, *tis to be doubted you 
cannot ſupply me, | | 

Good,' So; ſure this muſt come to ſomething anon. 

Mrs. Good. Ah, were but Mr. Goodvile here now, what 
a happy Day might this be! but he is melancholy and for- 
lorn in the Country, ſummoning in his Tenants and 
their Reats, that fhining Pelt that muſt ſupport me in my 
Pleaſures. * 

Good. Is he then, Madam, ſo kind a Husband? 

Mrs. Good. Oh, the moſt indulgent Creature in the 


World! what Hasband but he, Mr. Truman, would have 


ſo ſeaſonably withdrawn, and left me Miſtreſs of fich Free- 


dom? To ſpend my Days in Triumph as I do, to * 
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fice my ſ-'f, my Soul, and all my Senſe to you, the Lord 
of all my lozs, my Conqueror and Protector?) 
Cam. Hcav'ns, Madam, you'll provoke him beyond all 
Patience. 
Mrs. God. Who, Mr. Goodvile! which Way ſhall it 
reach his Know ledpe? no, we'll be as ſecret —— — 
Trum. As we are happy. $9 ſubtlely lay the Seene of 
al our Joys, that Envy or Malice, nay the very Husband 
himſ:]t and Malagere to boot, well hir'd to the Buſineſs, 
ſhall ne'er diſcover us. En 
Mrs. Good. Oh diſcover vs! a Huchand difcover vs! Were 
he indeed as jealous as he has Reafon, I could no more 


apprehend E iſcovery than a Kindneſs from him. 
. Good. This Impudence is ſo rank, that I can hold no 
longer, Say you fo, Madam? [He wnmacks, 


Mrs. Good. Oh a Ghoſt! a Gboſt! ſave me, ſave me. 
Mr. Truman, ſee, fee Mr. Goodvile's Spirit: Sure ſome 
baſe Villain has murder'd him, and his angry Ghoſt is come 
to revenge it on me. | 
. Good, No, Madam ferr nothin 


I am a very harmleſy 


Goblin, rho? _=_ are a little ſhock'd at the Sight of me, 


Caper. Ha, ha, ba. Goodvile return'd? Dear Frank! 

- Samn. Honeſt Goodvile, thou ſeeſt, dear Soul, we are 
free here in thy Abſence. | 
Good. I ſee you are, Gentlemen, and ſhall take an Op- 
Portunity to return the Favour. Footmen, be ready, 
Mrs. Good. But is it really Mr. Good vile then? let me re- 
ceive him to my Arms; welcome ten thouſand, the u- 
tand, thouſand Times. Dear Sir, how does my Picture 
in the Gallery do? Pg : 

Good. Oh Madam, it look'd ſo very charming}y, that I had 
no Power to ſtay longer from the dear loving Original. 
Mrs, Good. So now begins the Battle. 

Gocd. Well Madam, and for your Set of Fools here; to 
what End and Purpoſe have you decreed them in this new 
Model of your Family? I hope you haye not defigned 
em for your own Uſe. 

Mrs, Good. Why Sir, methinks you ſhould not grudge 
me a2 Coxcomb or two to paſs away the Time withal, 
fince you had taken your dearer Converſation from * 
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Good. No, Madam, I underſtand your Diet better: A 
Fool is too ſquab and tender a Eite for your fierce Appetite: 
You are for a ſubſtantial Diſh, a Man of Heat and Ho- 
nour, ſuch as Mr. Truman I know is, and ! doubt not will 
do me Reafon, 

Trum. Ay, Sir, whenever you'll demand it, 

Mrs. Good, Nay Sirs, no quarrelling I beſeech you; what 
would you be at, Sir? | 

Good. At reſt, Madam; like an honeſt Snail firink up my 
| e into my Shell, and if poſſible hold a quiet Poſſeſſi- 
on of it. 

Mre, Good. I hope I have done nothing that may di- 
ſturb your Quiet, Sir. 

Good, Nothing Madam, nothing in the leaſt; how is it 
poſſible that any thing ſhould diſturb me? a Sot, a Beetle, 
a Droan of a Husband, a mere Utenfil, a Block for you to 
faſhion all your Falſhood on, whilſt I muſt (till be ſtupid, 
bear my Office, and never be diſturb'd, I | 

Mrs. Good. So, now your Heart is opening; and for your 
Eaſe I'll give it a little Vent myſelf; You are jealous! alas 
jealous of Truman, are you? 0 

Good. And have I no Reaſon, Madam, tho? I come and 
catch you in his Arms, rolling and throwing your wanton 
Eyes like Fireballs at his Heart? Ob, what an indulgent 


Creature's Mr, Goodvile! fo ſ{eaſonably to withdraw, and 
leave you Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom: To ſpend your Days 
ia Triumph as you do, to facrifice your ſelf, your Soul, 
and Senſe-ro him, the Lord of all your Joys, your Con- 
queror and Protector. | 

Mrs. Good. I am glad to find my Plat ſo well ſucceed: 
I knew of your Jealouſy laſt Night, knew too your Jour- 
ney out of Town was but a Pretence, in hope to return 
and ſurprize me with Truman, I was inform'd too of 
your Retyrn but now, and your Diſguiſe; I knew you 
thro? it ſo ſoon as I ſaw you, and therefore I acted all 
that Fondneſs to Truman before your Face. It was all the 
Revenge J had within my Power, 

Good, Can ycu deny your being with Truman in the 
Garden laſt Night? were you not there ſo openly, that 
even the broad Eyes at Fools might ſee? 1 

| | 18. 
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Mrs. Good. What Fool? What Villain have you, dares 
accuſe me? . 

Good. One, who, tho' he rarely told Truth before, will 
be ſure to do it now ; Malagene, your Kinſman Malagene, 
a hopeful Branch of your own Stock. 

Trum. The Raſcal ares not own it. 

Good. But he ſhall, Sir, tho” you protect him. : 

Trum. Twas baſely done to ſct a Spy upon your Friend, 
after the Trick you had play'd me with Victoria. 

Good. Baſely done! | : 

Trum. Yes, baſely, Sir. 3 
Good. Death, you lye, Sir! why do I trifle thus when 
I have a Sword by my Side? 
Caper. Nay, look you Frank; you had better be patient, 
Here ſhall be nothing done, therefore pray put up. 

Enter Valentine. _ | 

Val. What, again quarrelling? Goodvile, this muſt not be; 
Truman is my Friend, and if he has done you wrong, [I'll 
engage ſhall make you Satisfaction. 5 

Saun. Ay, ay, prithee Man, take ſome other Time, and 
don't quarrel now and ſpoil good Company. 

Good. Death! you dancing, talking, mettled, frisking 
Rogues, ſtand off! Oh I bad forgot Footmen, where are 
ye? 925 
Euter Footmen. 

Here, take away theſe Butterflies, and do ſpeedy Execution 
upon em as I order'd; do it inſtantly, . 

=. ; [They ſeize them. 
Caper. Nay Frank! what's all this for? 
© _ Saun, Nay Goodvile, prithee now, as I hope to live. 

5 Enter Malagene. 

Good, Away with em — [ Ex. with Caper and Saunrer; 
Now tor Malageze.—- Oh, here he comes, Madam, who 
will refreſh your Memory: ſpeak Sir, as you tender Life 
and Limb, whom did you fee together in the Garden laſt 
Night? ; | 

Mal. Ha! no Body. LS 

Good, Were not Truman and my Wife there, to your 
Krowledge, privately ? 

Mal. Ha, ba, ha Child! no, 


Good, 
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Good, Did you not tell me that you overheard em 


whiſpering in the Grotto together? 


Mal. Na. 8 | 

Good. Hell and Devils! this Fellow has been tamper'd 
'withal, and inſtructed to abuſe me. This is all Contrivance, 
a ſtudy'd Scene to fool me of my Reaſon. 

5 Enter Footmen. | 

Here, take him hence and harneſs him with the other two, 
till he confeſs the Truth. | 

Mrs. Good, He ſha'l not go, touch him who dares. Muſt 
People then be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe me falſly ? 
Ah Mr. Goodvile, how have I deſerved this at your Hands? 
Let not my good Name be raviſh'd from me: If you have 
reſolv'd to break my Heart, kill me now quickly, and 
put me out out of pain [ Mal. runs away, 

Good. Nay Madam, here is that ſhall yer convince 
ſee here a Letter from your Lover left for you in a private 
Corner; hear me, read it, And if you have Modeſty e. 
novgh left, bluſh, | | | 


Reads. If Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, let me 


| know of it, that I may wait on you, and tell you the reſt of 


my Heart. For you do not know how much I love you yet. 
Truman, 


Mrs. Good. Death and Deſtruction! it was all my own 
Contrivance: madded with your Jealouſy, I ſought all 


Ways to vex you, I counterfeited it with my own Hand, 


and left it in a Place where you might be ſure to find it. 
To convince you farther, ſee here a Caution ſent me juſt 
before by one whom you have trufted and loyed too much 
for my Quiet: Pervſe it, and when you have done, con- 
fider how you have uſed me, and kow I have defery'd it, 
Oh! [Gives Victoria's Letter. 
Good. Reads. Journey out of Town —— is a Pretence —— 
return and — —— believe by this Diſcovery —— Your 
Servant, Victoria. 


Vidoris, has ſh: betray'd me? nay then, I pronounce there 
is no Truſt nor Faith in the Sex. By Heav'n, in every 
ELLE _ Hwa Condt- 
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Condition they are Jilts, all falſe from the Baud to the 
Babe. 3 PHE | 

Mrs. Good, Now Sir, I hope I may withdraw; from 
this Minute never expect Il ſee your Face again: No, 
I'M leave you to be happy at your own Choice, Love 
where you pleaſe, and be as free as if I ne er had had Re- 
lation to you, I ſhall take care to trouble you no more, 
but wiſh you may be happier than ever yet I made 

Ou. 
n Good. Stay, Madam. = 

Mrs. Good, No, Sir, I'll be gone; I will not ſtay a Moc 
ment longer; inhuman, cruel, falſe Traitor! Wert thou 
now languiſhing on thy Knees, proſtrate at my Feet, rea- 
dy to grow mad with thy own Guilt, I would not ſtop nor 
turn my Face to ſave thee from Deſpair, 

Good. You ſhall, 

Mrs. Good. For what? 

Good. To let the World ſee how much a Fool I can be: 
Art thou innocent? | - | 

Mrs. Good By my Love I am; I never wrong'd you; 
but you bave undone me, ruin'd my Fame and Quiet. 
What Mouth will not be full of my Diſhonour ? Hence- 
forth let all my Sex remember me, when they'd upbraid 
Mankind for Baſeneſs: Ob, that I could oiflemble longer 
with you, that I might to your Torment perſuade you 
ſtill all your Jealoufies were juſt, and I as infamous as 
you are cruel. | [ Exit m a Rage, 
| Good. Get thee in then, and talk to me no more; there's 
ſomething in chy Face will make a Fool of me, and there's 
a Devil in this Bufineſs, which yet I cannot diſcover. 
Truman, if thou haſt enjoy d her, I beg thee keep it cloſe, 
and if it be'poſlible let us yet be your Friends. 

Tram. Tis not my Fault if we be Foes. 

Good. But now to my Fools; bring em forth, and let 
us ſee how their new Equipage becomes em. Oh dear 
Valentine! how does the fair Camilla? wm 

Val. Faith Sir, ſhe and I have been diſpatching a trifling 
Affair this Morning, commonly call'd Matrimony. 

Good. Marry'd! nay, then there is ſome Comfort yet, 
that you are fallen into the Snare Valentine! look to 

her, 
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her, keep her as ſecret as thou would'ſt a Murder hadſt 

thou committed ane: Truſt her not with thy deareſt Friend; 

ſhe has Beauty enough to corrupt bim. 

Enter Caper and Saunter, their Hands ty'd hehiad em, Fools 
Caps on their Heads, Caper with one Leg ty'd up, and 
Saunter gag'd. 

See here theſe Rogues how like themſelves they look. 
Now, you paltry Vermin, you Rats that run ſqueaking 
from Houſe to Houſe, up and down the Town ; that no 
Man can eat his Bread in quiet for you: Take warning of 
what you feel, and come not near theſe Doors again on 
peril of Hanging. Hete, diſcharge them of their Puniſh- 
ment, and ſee em forth the Gates. 

Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Clumſey, and Victoria. 
L. Squsam. Oh Gallants your humble Servant. Dear 

Mr. Geodvile, be pleaſed to give my Kinſman, Sir Noble, 

Joy: He has done himſelt the Honour to marry your 

Couſin Victoria, whom now I muſt be proud to call my 

Relation, ſince ſhe has accepted of the Title of my Lady 

Clam ſey. | 
— Ay Sir, I am marry'd, and will be drunk again 

too before Night, as fimple as I ftand here. 

Good. Sir Noble marry'd to Victoria too! nay then in 
ſpite of Misfortunes 


This Day ſhall be a Day of Fubilee. But firſt, 
Good People all that my ſad Fortune ſee, 
I beg you to take warning here by me; 
Marriage and Hanging go by Deſtiny. 
Eſpecially you gay young marry'd Blades, 
Beware and keep your Wives from Balls ard Maſquerades. 
| | [Ex, Omnes. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Barrey. 


ELL, Sirs, if now my Spouſe and I ſhould part, 
To which kind Critick ſhall I give my Heart? 


Stay let me look, not one in all the Place 


But has a ſcurvy froward damning Face, 


Have you reſolu'd then on the Poets Fall? 


Go ye ill-natur'd, ugly Devi's all. 
The marry'd Sparks I know this Play will curſe 


For the Wife's ſake; but ſome of em have worſe, 


Poets themſelves their own ill luck have wrought, 


Ton ne er had learnt, had not their Quarrels taught. 


But as in the diſturbance of a State, 


Fach fadtious Maggot thinks of growing great: 


So when the Poets firſt had jarring Fits, 


You all ſet up for Criticks, and for Wis: 


Then ſtraight there came, which coſt your Mothers Pains, 


Songs and Lampoons in Litters from your Brains: 
| Libels, like ſpurious Brats, ran up and down, 


Which their dull Parents were aſham'd to own; 
But vented em in others Names, like Whores 
That lay their Baſtards down at honeſt Doors. 
For ſhame leave off this higling way of Wit, 
Railing abroad, and roaring in the Pit. 
Let Poets live in Peace, in Quiet write, 

Elſe may they all to puniſh you unite; 

Join in one Force to ſtudy to abuſe 2 

And teach your Wives and Miſſes how to uſe ye. 


FENIJICE Preſersd: 
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Duchkss of Portſmouth. 


Mayan, 

ERE it poſſible for me to let the 
World know, how intirely Your 
Grace's Goodneſs has devoted a 
poor Man to your Service: Were there 
Words enough in Speech to expreſs the 


mighty Senſe I have of your great Bounty 


towards me ; ſurely I ſhould write and talk 
of it for ever: But your Grace has given 
me ſo large a Theme, and laid fo very vaſt 
a Foundation, that Imagination wants Stock 
to build upon it. I am as one dumb when 
I would ſpeak of it ; and when I ſtrive to 
write, I want a Scale of Thought ſufficient 
to comprehend the Height of it. Forgive 
me then, Madam, if (as a poor Peaſant once 


made a Preſent of an Apple to an Empe- 


ror) I bring this ſmall Tribute, the humble 
Growth of my little Garden, and lay it at 
your Feet. Believe it is paid You with the 
utmoſt Gratitude : Believe, that, ſo long as I 
have Thought to remember how very much 
I owe Your generous Nature, I will ever 


| have a Heart that ſhall be grateful for it too. 


Your Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it amply 


from me: That gave me Life, but on a hard 


A 2 Con- 


—5 — kd 0 — — hy 0 4 = — a 6 
» + Boater Þ, on nt rh, oo 2 ry >" LS 
We . ; 2 
— a; 0 
F ane) "x | ng” ore. 


ee e ee ee e 
oe, ORE — Cp 


— 
* 


= * — 8 
1 at EB ati Es 


SE, 
— 2 


x: 


15 
#5 
o 


4. The DEDICATION. 


Condition ; till your extended Favour taught 


me to prize the Gift, and took the heavy 
Burden it was clogged with from me, I 


mean hard Fortune. When I had Enemies, 


that with malicious Power kept back and 
ſhaded me from thoſe royal Beams, whoſe 
Warmth is all I have, or hope to live by 
Your noble Pity and Compaſſion found me, 
where I was caſt backward from my Bleſſing, 
down in the Rear of Fortune, called me up, 
placed me in the Shine, and I have felt its 


Comfort. You have in that reſtored me to 


my native Right, for a ſteady Faith and 
Loyalty to my Prince was all the Inheri- 
tance my Father left me; and however hard- 
ly my ill Fortune deal with me, 'tis what I 


prize ſo well, that I never pawn'd it yet, and 


hope I ſhall never part with it. Nature and 
Fortune were certainly in League when You 
were born; and as the firſt took Care to give 
you Beauty enough to enflave the Hearts of 
all the World; ſo the other reſolv'd to do 
its Merit Juſtice, that none but a Monarch, 
fit to rule the World, ſhould e'er poſſeſs it; 
and in it he had an Empire. The young 
Prince You have given him, by his bloom- 
ing Virtues, early declares the mighty Stock 
he came from: And as you have taken all 
the pious Care of a dear Mother, and a pru- 
dent Guardian, to give him a noble and ge- 


nerous Education; may it ſucceed according 
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to his Merits and Your Wiſhes : May he 
grow up to be a Bulwark to his illuſtrious 
Father, and a Patron to his loyal Subjects; 
with Wiſdom and Learning to aſſiſt him, 
whenever call*d to his Councils; to defend 
his Right againſt the Incraachments of Re- 
publicans in his Senates; to cheriſh ſuch Men 
as ſhall be able to vindicate the Royal Cauſe ; 
that good and fit Servants to the Crown may 
never be loſt for want of a Protector. May 
he have Courage and Conduct fit to fight 
his Battles Abroad, and terrify his Rebels at 
Home : And, that all theſe may be yet more 
lure, may he never, during the Spring-time 
of his Years, when thoſe growing Virtues 
ought with Care to be cheriſh*d, in order to 
their Ripening; may he never meet with 
vieious Natures, or the Tongues of faithleis, 
ſordid, inſipid Flatterers, to blaſt em. To 
conclude, may he be as great as the Hand 
of Fortune (with his Honour) ſhall be able 


to make him: And may Your Grace, who 


are ſo good a Miſtreſs, and ſo noble a Patro- 
neſs, never meet with a leſs grateful Servant, 


than, 
MADAM, 
Your Graces 
intirely Devoied Creature, 
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PROLOGUE. 


WIN theſe diſtracted Times, when each Man dreads 
* The bloody Stratagems of buſy Heads; 

ue have fear'd three Tears aue know not what, 
14: Wtufes begin to die o thi Rot; 

"ra, mule our Poet meddle with a Plot? 
that he fancy'd, for the very Sake 

aud Name of Plot, his trifling Play might tale? 
Ver there's not in't one Inch. board Evidence, 

Bit "tis, he ſays, to Reaſon plain and Senſe, 

Aul that: he thinks a plauſible Defence. 

Were Truth by Senſe and Reaſon to be try'd, 

Sure all our Swearers might be laid afide ; 

No, of ſuch Tools our Author has no Need, 

To make his Plot, or make his Play ſucceed ; 

He, of black Bills, has no prodigious T ales, 

Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caft aſhore in Wales: 

Here's not one murder'd Magiſtrate, at leaf, 

Kept rank, like Ven'ſon, for a City Feat, 

Grown four Days fliff, the better to prepare 

And fit his pliant Limbs to ride in Chair. 

Zet here's an Army rais'd, tho) under Ground, 
But no Man ſeen, nor one Commiſfion found: 

Here is a Traytor too, that's wery old, 

Turbulent, ſubile, miſchievous, and bold, 

Bloody, rewengeful; and, to crown his Part, 
Loves Fumbling with a Wench with ali his Heart: 
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"Till, after having many Changes paſt, | 
ö In ſpite of Age (Thanks t' Heaven) is hang'd at laſi; 
| Next is a Senator that keeps a Whore,. 
N In Venice one a higher Office bore, 
To Lewaneſs ev'ry Night the Leacher ran; 
Shew me, all London, ſuch another Man; 
Match him at Mother Creſwell's, if you cam. 
O Poland, Poland! had it been thy Lot, 
D have heard in Time of this Venetian Plot, 
Thou ſurely choſen hadſt one King from thence, 
And Honour d them, as thou haſt England /ince. 
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Duke of /, ls: 
Priuli, Father to Belvidera, a 


Senator, 


Antonio, a fine Speaker in asf Mr. Leigh. 
3 


Senate, 


Bedamar, the tg Ambaſ- 


ſador, 
Taper, 
Pierre, 
Renault, 
Spinoſa, 
Theodore, 
ane; © 
Rewillido, 
Durand, 


Mezzana, 
Bramrveil, 


Ternon, 


Brabe, 


Belvigera, 
Auilina. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. | 
” Mr. D. Williams; 


Mr. Bowman, 


Mr. Gila. 


Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Smith. | 
Mr. Wilt/hire. 
Mr. Percival. 
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WOMEN. 
Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Currer. 


Two Women, Attendants on Belxidera. 

Two Women, Servants to Aguilina. 

The Council of Ten. 

Officer, Guard, Friar, Executioner, and Rabble. 


VENICE 


5 eee eee e 


f 


[9] 


— 


VENICE Preſero'd: 
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APLOr Diſcover'd. 


ee E NE TL 
Enter PRI ULI a IAF FIER. 
| F 
FT O more! I'll hear no more; be gone and 
leave me. 
Jaff. Not hear me ! by my Suffering, but 
you ſhall ! 1 
My Lord, my Lord ! I am not that abject Wretch 
You think me: Patience ! where's the Diſtance throws 
Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak : 
In right, tho' proud Oppreſſion will not hear me! 
Pri. Have you not wrong'd me? 
Zaff. Could my Nature e'er 
Have brook*d Injuſtice, or the doing Wrongs, 
T need not now thus low have bent myſelf, 
To gain a Hearing from a crucl- Father. 
Wrong'd you ! 
Pri. Ves, wrong'd me in the niceſt Point, 
The Honour of my Eouſe; you have dane me wrong. 
; You 


10 VENICE Preſerv'd : 


You may remember (for I now will ſpeak, 
And urge its Baſeneſs) when you firſt came Home 
From Travel, with ſuch Hopes as made you look'd on 
By all Men's Eyes, a Youth of Expectation; | 
Pleas'd with your growing Virtue, I receiv'd you ; ; 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your Merits : | 
My Houfe, my Table, nay, wy Fortune too, ._.. 
My very ſelf was yours, you might have us'd me 
To your beſt Service ; like an ofen Friend 
J treated, truſted you, and thought you mine: 
When, in Requital of my beſt Endeavours, 
You treacherouſly practis'd to undo me, 
Seduc'd the Weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 
My only Child, and ſtole her from my Boſom : 
Oh! Belvidera | 

Jag. Tis to me you owe her. 
Childleſs you had been elſe, and in the Grave 
Your Name extinct, no more Priuli heard of: 
You may remember, ſcarce five Vears are paſt, 
Since in your Brigantine you ſail'd to ſee 
The Aariatick wedded by our Duke. 
And I was with you : Your unskilful Pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a Rock ; when to your Poat 
You made for Safety: Enter'd firſt yourſelf ;. 
Th' affrighted Belvidera, following next, AT 
As ſhe ſtood trembling on the Veſſel's Side, | 
Was by a Wave waſh'd: off into the Deep; 
When inſtantly F plung'd into the Sea, 
Ang, buffeting the Billows to her Reſcue, 
Redeem'd her Life with half the Loſs of mine; 
Like a rich Conqueſt, in one Hand 1 bore her, 
And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy Waves, 
That throng'd and preſs'd to rob me of my Prize: 
1 brought her, gave her your deſpairing Arms: 
Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler Gratitude 
*Roſe in her Soul: For from that Hour ſhe lov'd me, 
Till for her Life ſhe paid me with herſelf. 

38 Vou ſtole her from me; like a Thief you ſtole 

+ 5 


At. dead of Night, that curſed Hour, you choſe 
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To rifle me of all my Heart held dear. 
May all your Joys in her prove falſe like mine; 
A ſterile Fortune, and a barren ed, [5 
Attend you both ; continual Diſcord make 
Your Days and Nights bitter and grievous ſtill: 
May the hard Hand of a vexatious Need 1 55 
Oppreſs and grind you; till at laſt you find 
The Curſe of Diſobedience all your Portion. 
Jas. Half of your Curſe you have beſtow'd in vain: 
Heay'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his Mother's Beauty: 
May he live to prove more gentle than his Grandfire, 
And happier than his Father. 
Pri. Rather live 
'To bate thee for his Bread, and din your Ears 
With hungry Cries ; whilſt his unhappy Mother 
Sits down and weeps in Bitterneſs of Want. 
Faß. You talk as if twould pleaſe you. 
Pri. Twould, by Heav'n! 
Once ſhe was dear indeed; the Drops that fell 
From my ſad Heart, when ſhe forgot her Duty, 
The Fountain of my Life was not ſo precious: 
But ſhe is gone; and, if I am a Man, 
I will forget her. 
Ja. Would I were in my Grave. 
Pri. And ſhe too with thee : 
For, living here, you're but my curs'd Remembrancers, 
I once was happy. 
Zaff. You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my Soul 
Is fond of Belvidera: You perceive 
My Life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me, 
Oh! could my Soul ever have found Satiety ; 
Were I that Thief, the Doer of ſuch Wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me, 
But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 
And court my Fortune where ſhe would be kinder ? 
Pri. You dare not do't. | 
Taff. Indeed, my Lord, I dare not. 
My Heart, that awes me, is too much my Maſter : 
1iree Years are paſt fince firſt our Vows were plighted, 
— During 
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During which Time the World muſt bear me witneſs, 
I ve treated Belwi dera like your Daughter, 
The Daughter of a Senator of Yenice':: 
Diſtinction, Place, Attendance, and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded: 
Out of my little Fortune I have done this ; 
Becauſe (tho' hopeleſs e'er to win your Nature) 
The World might ſee I loy'd her for herſelf, 
Not as the Heireſs of the great Priuli. 
Pri. No more. 
Taff. Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 
There's not a Wretch that lives on common Charity 
But's happier than me : For I have known 
The luſcious Sweets of Plenty; every N 1501 
Have ſlept with foft Content about my Head, 
And never wak'd but to a joyful Morning: 
Vet now muſt fall like a full Ear of Corn, 
Whoſe Bloſſom 'ſcap'd, yet's wither'd in the Ripening. 
Pri. Home, and be humble, ſtudy to retrench ; 
Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, | 
Thoſe Pageants of thy Folly: _ 
Reduce the glittering Trappings of thy Wife 
To humble Weeds, fit for thy little State : 
Then to ſome ſuburb Cottage both retire ; 
Drudge to feed loathſome Life; get Brats, and ſtarve— 
Home, Home, I fay._—— | [ Exit. 
. Faff. Yes, if my Heart would let me BO 
This proud, this ſwelling Heart: Home I would go, 
But that my Doors are hateful to mine Eyes, 
Fill'd and damm'd up with gaping Creditors, 
Watchful as Fowlers when their Game will ſpring : 
I've now not fifty Ducats in the World, 
Vet ſtill I am in Love, and pleas'd with Ruin. 
Oh! Belvidera ! Oh! ſheis my Wife—— 
And we will bear our wayward Fate together, 
But ne'er know Comfort more. | 
Enter Pierre. 
Pier. My Friend, Good-morrow, 
How fares the honeſt Part'ner of my Heart? 
What, melancholy! not a Word to ſpare me! 


- 


Hof. 
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Faf. Pm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ſtarving 
Call'd Honeſty, got Footing in the World. [Quality, 
Pier. Why, powerful Villainy firſt ſet it up, 
For its own Eaſe and Safety: Honelt Men 
Are the ſoft eaſy Cuſhions on which Knaves 
Repoſe and fatten : Were all Mankind Villains, 
They'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers wou'd want Practice; 
Cut-throats Rewards: Each Man wou'd kill his Brother, 
Himſelf, none would be pay'd or hang'd for Murder: 
Honelly ! *twas a Cheat invented firſt 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
And lord it uncontroul'd above their Betters, 
7Zaff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion ? 
Hier. Nothing elſe, | 
Like Wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moſt too has leaſt Share in't: 
'Tis a ragged Virtue. Honeſty ! no more on't. 
Zaff. Sure thou art honelt ? | 
Pier. So indeed Men think me. 
But they are miſtaken, Jaſſier: I am a Rogue 
As well as they ; 
A fine gay bold-fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me: 
"Tis true, I pay my Debts when they're contracted ; 
I ſteal from no Man; would not cut a Throat 
To gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, | 
Or a Whore's Bed ; I'd not betray my Friend, 
To get his Place or Fortune ; I ſcorn to flatter 
A blown-up Fool above me, to cruſh the Wretch beneath 
Yet, Jaſſier, for all this I am a Villain. [me: 
Faff. A Villain! 
Pier. Ves, and a moſt notorious Villain; 
To ſee the Sufferings of my Fellow creatures, 
And own myſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat the delided People with a Shew 
Of Liberty, which yet they ne'er mult taſte of. 
They ſay, by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſe!t Bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow; 
Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 
V hilt no Hold is to ſave us from Deſtruction: 1 
B 
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All that bear this are Villains, and JI one, 
Not to rouze up at the greateſt Call of. Nature, 
And check the Growth of theſe domeſtick Spoilers, 
IJ hat make us Slaves, and tell us 'tis our Charter. 
Faff. Oh! Aquilina ! Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 
The dearett Purchaſe of thy noble Labours ! 
She was thy Right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 
Pier. Oh Feofficr ! Pad ſo fix'd my Heart upon her, 
That, whereſo'er I fram'd a Scheme of Life 
For Time to come, ſhe was my only Joy, 
With which J wiſh'd to ſweeten future Cares; 
I fancy*d Pleaſures, none, but one that loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like 'em: 
When in the ee Goa all theſe Hopes, 
In the molt charming Hour of ExpeRation, 
Then, when our eager Wiſhes ſoar the higheſt, 
Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely Game, 
A haggard Cwl, a worthleſs Kite of Prey, 
With his foul Wings ſail'd in, and ſpoil'd my Quarry, 
Ju. 15 xagg the Wretch, and ſcorn him as thou hat'ſt 
im. 
Pier. Curſe on the common Good that's ſo protected; 
Where every Slave that heaps up Wealth enough | 
o do much Wrong, becomes the Lord of Right: 
IJ. who believ'd no if could e'er come near me, 
Found in the Embraces of my Aguiiing 
A wretched old, but itching Senator, 
A wealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title: 
A Rogue that uſes Beauty like a Lamb ſkin, 
B rely to keep him warm; that filthy Cuckow, too, 
Was, in my Abſence, crept into my Nett, 
Andi ſpoiling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure. 
Ju. Didit thou not chace him thence z 
Pier. I did, and drove 
The rank old bearded Hirco ſtinking Home: 
The Matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 
I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 
For violating ſomething they call Privilege— 
This was the Recompence of my Service: 
Wov!d I'd been rather beaten by a Coward ; 
A Soldier's Miſtreſs, Jer, is his Religion; 
When 
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When that's profan'd, all other Ties are broken : 
That even diſſolves all former Bonds of Service; 
And from that Hour J think myſelf as free 
To be the Foe as e' er the Friend of Venice 
Nay, dear Revenge, whene' er thou call'tt, I'm ready. 
7af. I think no Safety can be here for Virtue, 
And grieve, my Friend, as much as thou to live 
In ſuch a wretched State as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good; | 
And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labours. 
Pier. We ve neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, my Friend, 
For the Foundation's loſt of common Good; 
Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us; 
lhe Laws (corrupted to their Ends that make 'em) 
Serve but for Iniiruments of ſome new Tyranny, 
That every Day (arts up t'enſlave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious Cauſe but fird out Friends 
'To do it right, oh Jen then might'ſt thou 
Not wear theſe Scals of Woe upon thy Face: 
The proud Priz i ſhould be taught Humanity, 
And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 
I dare not ſpeak, but my Heart bleeds this Moment, 
Jef. Curs'd be the Cauſe, tho' I thy Friend be Part 
Let me partake the Troubles of thy Boſom, [on't; 
For I am us'd to Mis'ry, and perhaps 
May find a Way to ſweeten't to thy Spirit. 
ier. Loo ſoon "twill reach thy Knowledge——— 
Toff. Then from thee __ 
Let it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 
Would make the ſadveſt Lale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen, my Conllancy, and welcome Ruin. 
Pier. "Then thou art ruin'd ? 
Taff. That I long fince knew ; 
I and ill Fortune have been long acquainted. 
Pier, I paſs'd this very Moment by thy Doors, 
And found them guarded by a Troop of Villains; 
The Sons of publick Rapine were deſtroying. 
They told me, by the Sentence of the Law, 
They had Commiſſion to ſcize all thy Fortune: 
Nay more, Priuli's cruel Hand had ſign'd it, 
Here Rood a Ruffian with a korrid Face, 
| B 2 Lord- 
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L ording it o'er a Pile of maſſy Plate, 
Tumbled it into a Heap for publick Sale ; 
There was another making villainous Jeſts 

At thy Undoing ; he had ta'en Poſſeſſion 

Of all thy ancient moſt domeſtick Ornaments, 

Rich Hangings intermix'd and wrought with Gold : 
The very Bed, which on thy Wedding- Night 
Receiv'd thee to the Arms of Belwuidera ; 

'The Scene of all thy Joys was violated, 
By the coarſe Hands of filthy Dungeon Villains, 
And thrown amongſt the common Lumber, 

Toff. Now thank Heav'n 

Pier. Thank Heav'n! for what? 

Faff. That 'm not worth a Ducat. 

Picr. Curſe thy dull Stars, and the worſt Fate of Venice, 
Where Brothers, Friends, and Fathers are all falſe, 
Where there's no Truth, no Truth ; where Innocence 
Stoops under vile Oppreſſions, and Vice lords it, 

Hadſt thou but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 

Tay beauteous Befwidera, like a Wretch 

That's doom'd to Baniſhment, came weeping forth, 
Shining thro' Tears, like April- Suns in Showers, 

"I hat labour to o'ercome the Cloud that loads em; 
Whilſt two. young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd, 
Kindly look'd up, and at her Grief grew ſad, 

As it they catch'd the Sorrows that fell from her; 
E'en the lewd Rabble, that were gather'd round 

Fo ſee the Sight, ſtood mute when they beheld her; 
Govern'd their roaring Throats, and grumbled Pity: : 

I could have hugg'd the greaſy Rogues: They pleas'd me, 

J 1 thank thee for this Story from my Soul, 
Since now I know the worſt that can befall me: | 
Ah Pierre J have a Heart that could have borne + 
The rougheſt Wrong my Fortune could have done me; 
But when I think what Belvidera feels, | 5 
The Bitterneſs her tender Spirits taſte of, | 
own myſelf a Coward : Bear my Weakneſs, _ 

If, throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck 
I play the Boy, and blubber in thy Boſom: 4 
Oh! I ſhall drown thee with my Sorrows. od 


Pier. Burn, 3 
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Firſt burn, and level Venice to thy Ruin. 
What! Starve like Beggars Brats in froſty Weather, 
Under a Hedge, and whine ourſelves to Death! 
Thou, or thy Cauſe, ſhall never want Aſſiſtance, 
Whilſt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee: 
Command my Heart; thou'rt every way its Maſter. 
Zaff. No, there's a ſecret Pride in bravely dying. 
Pier. Rats in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad; 
Man knows a brave Remedy for Sorrow ; 
Revenge, the Attribute of Gods; they ſtamp'd it 
With their great Image on our Natures. Die! 
Conſider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee : | 
And, if thou'rt baſe enough, die then : Remember 
Thy Belvidera ſuffers, Belvidera, 
Die — Damn firſt - what! Be decently interr'd 
In a Church-Vard, and mingle thy brave Duſt 
With ſtinking Rogues that rot in dirty Winding Sheets, 
Surfeit ſlain Fools, the common Dung o' ch' Soil! 
Jaß. Oh 
Pier. Well ſaid, out with't, ſwear a little 
Jag. Swear | By Sea and Air; by Earth, by Heav'n 
| and Hell, 
T will revenge my Belvidera's Tears. 
Hark thee my Friend Priu/i — is——a Senator, 
Pier. A Dog. | 
Taff. Agreed. 
Pier. Shoot him. 
Faff. With all my Heart. 
No more : Where ſhall we meet at Night! 
Pier. I'll tell thee ; | 
On the Rialto every Night at Twelve 
I take my Evening's Walk of Meditation : 
There we two'll meet, and talk of precious: 
Miſchief. 
Fa. Farewel. 
Picr. At Twelve. 
Faff. At any Hour; my Plagues 
Will fs me wales * 
Tell me why, good Heaven, | 
Thou mad'it me what | am, with alF the Spirit, 
Aſpiring Thoughts and elegant Deſires, 
| B 3 That 
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That fill the happieſt Man? Ah rather, why ' 
Didſt thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens ? 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 
Js this juſt Dealing, Nature? Belvidira ! 
| Enter Belvidera, 
Poor Befvidera ! 
Bel. Lead me, lead me, my Virgins, 
To that kind Voice. My Lord, my Love, my Refuge? 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face! 
y heavy Heart will leave its doleful Beating 
At Sight of thee, and bound with ſprightful Joys, 
Oh ſmile! as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And chear my fainting Soul. 
Faff. As when our Loves | 
Were in their Spring ! has then our Fortune chang'd ? 


Art thou not Belvidera, ſtill the ſame, 


Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee ? 

If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have Harbour? 

Where eaſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain ? 
Bel. Does this appear like Change, or Love decaying, 


When thus I throw myſelf into thy Boſom, 


With all the Reſolution of ſtrong Truth? 
Beats not my Heart as *twou'd alarm thine 
To a new Charge of Bliſs? I joy more in thee, 
Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 

Faff. Can there in Women be ſuch glorious Faith? 
Sure all ill Stories of thy Sex are falle : 
Oh Woman! lovely Woman! Nature made thee 
To temper Man: We had been Brutes without you: 
Angels are painted fair to look like you: 
There's in you all that we believe of Heaven, 
Amazing Erightneſs, Purity and Truth, 
Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love. 

Bel. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wond'rous rich; 
7 have fo much my Heart will ſurely break with't: 
Vows can't expreſs it, When I would declare 
Hew great's my Joy, I'm dumb with the big Thought; 
T ſwell, and figh, and labour with my Longing. 
O! lead me to {ome Deſert wide and will, 

Barren 
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Parren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul 
May have its Vent, where I may tell aloud 
To the high Heav'ns and ev'ry liſt ning Planet, 
With what a boundleſs Stock my Boſom's fraught; 
Where I may throw my eager Arms about thee, 
Give Looſe to Love, with Kiſſes kindling Joy, 
And let off all the Fire that's in my Heart. 
Jaff. Oh Beluidera ! doubly Pm a. Beggar, 
Undone by Fortune, and in Debt to thee; 
Want, worldly Want, that hungry meagre Fiend, 
Is at my Heels, and chaces me in View. | 
Canſt thou bear Cold and next an theſe Limbs,. 
Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, | 
Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty? 
When banjſh'd by our Miſeries abroad, 
(As ſuidenly we ſhall be) to ſeek out 
In ſome fair Climate, where our Names are Strangers, 
For charitable Succour ; wilt thou then, 
When in a Bed of Straw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak Winds ſhall whiſtle round our Heads; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love? 
Bel. Oh! I will love thee, even in Madneſs love thee; 
Tho” my diſtracted Senſes ſhould forſake me, | 
I'd find ſome Intervals, when my poor Heart 
Should *ſwage itſelf, and be let looſe to thine. 
Tho? the bare Earth be all our Reſting Place, 
Its Roots our Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, 
I'll make this Arm a Pillow for thine Head ; 
As thou ſighing ly'ſt, and ſwell'd with Sorrow, 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the Balm of Love 
Into thy Soul, and kiſs thee to thy Reſt; 
Then praiſe our God, and watch thee till the Morning. 
Zaff. Hear this, you Heav'ns! and wonder how you 
made her, | 
Reign, reign, ye Monarchs, that divide the World, 
Buſy Religion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and Happineſs lize mane ; 
Like gaudy Ships, the obſequious Billows fall, 
And riſe again, to lift you in your Pride ; 
They wait but for a Storm, and then devour 7904 5 
» 


"IT. 


l nag = r * . n n 
* 9 cl a3” — ES 1. — 2 — 
CCC 
—— TING — * — . 
2s UESZ/% _ eee 


7 * > - - — o 5 » __ — LO 0H + 44, — ke 
RSS —_— _ o \ i p nt * = "—_ nee ͤ⸗ & wake * . 9 8 2 4 a ay, — 228 9 EET. r . 
= 3 . whe es — 1 * — a Wop Wt 1 — [ * r r 8-2. - AR - 2 * 
> > i. Sh 0 77 IS S — > Aut — — 3 : wy» a 9 K — 2 — — 2 4 m7 — — WV \ 
* . 2 - 7 l - „ EY EY 8 2 n h ID -7 44 — oy ntl SE * 3 7 — ry 
o =_ N 4 JT OR £ * Mt 4 5 * RT" [Om F * rer 1 . 7 1% + . * . A. . Nee — p * N * q P N. K * » —2 8 
»þ 2 My * erer 7 r HED AMES T — nd oe Ong. i= ned Ir LS ESE: ood TOE BR EO EPO TIER IE 
* q —— 8 þ — A ©, 7, 0 . 2 * - "I8 * * 4 1 — . — 
nent 4 — —— — " — — Mts — hoe. + _ —— —— —e— — EO 222 — — : 
. * —_ 
— . . o 20 of b z OT SET rang Wb i rr ⁰ . ps 3 Bot 7 rs .... . ER _ n „ 
— — EIN _ 4 ** - - 2 — 2 * i . . 
- I : 
* 
* 
£ | 
a 
$ 
1 


a 2 ** 2 Py 
— ons 
— — — 
a r 
3 


» * 


20 Venice Preſerv'd: 


J, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, 

Like a poor Merchant driv'n to unknown Land, 
That had by Chance pack'd up his choiceſt Treaſure 
In one dear Caſket, and ſav'd only that; 

Since I muſt wander farther on the Shore 

Thus hug my little, but my precious, Store, 
Reſolv'd to ſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. Ex. 


* 


Ac H. SCENE I. 
Enter Pierre, and Aquilina. 

Agui. B all thy Wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my Arms, 
| Than all the Wealth of Fenice: Prithee ſtay, 
And let us love to Night. | 

Pier. No: There's Fool, 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman ſells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt to me; 
They leave a tainted Sully, where they ve paſs'd ; 
There's ſuch a baneful Quality about em, 
E'en ſpoils Complexions with their Nauſeouſneſs ; 
They infe& all they touch; I cannot think 
Of taſting any Thing a Fool has pall'd. 
Aqui. I loath and ſcorn that Fool thou mean' as much, 
Or more than thou canſt ; but the Beaſt has Gold 


That makes him neceſſary ; Power too, 
To qualify my Character, and poiſe me 


Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that beholds 


My Liberty with Envy : In their Hearts 


They're looſe as I am; but an ugly Power 


Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from them. 
Pier. Much good may't do you, Madam, with your 
Senator. | 1 
Aqui. My Senator! why canſt thou think that Wretch 
F'er fill'd thy 4guilina's Arms with Pleaſure ? 
Think'it thou, becauſe I ſometimes give him Leave 
To foil himſelf at what he is unfit for; | 
Becauſe I force myſelf t'endure and ſuffer him, 
Think'it thou T love him ? No, by all the Joys 
Thau ever gav'ſt me, his Preſence is my Penance; 15 
e 
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The worſt Thing an old Man can be's a Lover, 
A mere Memento mori to poor Woman, 
I never lay by his decrepid Side, 
But all that Night I ponder'd on my Grave, 
Pier. Would he were well ſent thither. 
Aqui. That's my With too: 
For then, my Picrre, I might have Cauſe with Pleaſure 
To play the Hypocrite : Oh ! how I could weep 
Over the dying Dotard, and kiſs him too, 
In hopes to ſmother him quite; then, when the Time 


Was come to pay my Sorrows at his F uneral, 


(For he has already made me Heir to Treaſures 

Wou'd make me out · act a real Widow's Whining) 

How could I frame my Face to fit my Mourning ? 

With wringing Hands attend him to his Grave, 

Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe ; take mad Poſſeſſion 

E'en of the diſmal Vault where he lay buried, 

There, like th* Ephefian Matron, dwell, till thou, 

My lovely Soldier. com'ſt to my Deliverance ; 3 

Then, throwing up my Veil with open Arms 

And laughing Eyes, run to new dawning . 
Pier. No more, I've Friends to meet me here to Night, 


. And muſt be private. As you prize my Friendſtip, 


— 


Keep up your Coxcomb; let him not pry nor liſten, 5 
Nor friſk about the Houſe, as I have ſeen him, | 
Like a tame mumping Squirrel with a Bell on ; 


Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 


Aqui. What Friends to meet! mayn't I be of your 
Council ! ; 
Pier. How ! A Woman aſk Queſtions out of Bed! ; 
Go to your Senator, aſk him what paſſes 
Amongſt his Brethren : He'll hide nothing from you: 
But pump not me for Politicks. No more. T 
Give Order, that whoever in my Name 


Comes here, receive Admittance. So, good Night. 


Aqui, Muſt we ne'er meet again embrace no more ? 
Is Love ſo foon and utterly forgotten ? lon't. 
Pier. As you henceforward treat your Fool, I'll think 
Aqui. Curs'd be all Fools, and doubly curs'd myſelf, 
The worſt of Foo. I die if he forſakes me: 
And how to . him Hear n or Hell inſtru&t me 2 25 
Sb es 
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SCENE #he Rialto. 


Enter Jaffier. 
Faff. I'm hw and thus the Shades of Night around 
T look as if all Hell were in my Heart, [me, 


And I in Hell. Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me 
For, every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
Iv'e heard how deſperate Wretches, like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night, 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk: 
Sure I'm ſo curs'd, that, tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me, 
Hell, Hell, why fleep'f thou? 
Enter Pierre. | 
Pier. Sure I've ſtaid too long: 
The Clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe my nya. 
Speak, who goes there? 19 | 
Faff. A Dog that comes to howl 
At yonder Moon. What's he that aſks the Queſtion i ? 
Pier. A Friend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters, never fawn 
On any that they love not. Well met, Friend 
Fafter ! 
Taff. The ſame. O Pierre, thou'rt come in Seaſon, 
I was juſt going to pray. wi 
Pier. Ah! that's mechanick ; 
Prieſts make a Trade on't, and yet ſtarve by t too; 
No Praying; it ſpoils per and Time's r 
Where's Beluidera? | 
Zaff. For a Day or two 
Lve lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther 
What Fortune will do with me. Prithee, Friend, 
If thou would have me fit to hear good SOS, 
Speak not of Belvidera——— 
Pier. Speak not of her ! 
Ja. Oh no! 
Pier. Nor name her? May be I wiſh her well. 
e. F. Whom well? 
ier. Thy Wife, thy lovely Belvidera. 
I hope 
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T hope a Man may wiſh his Friend's Wife well, 
And no Harm done, | 
Faff. Y'are merry, Pierre. 

Pier. Tamſo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belwidera ſmile ; 
We'll all rejoice, here's ſomething to buy Pins. 
[ Gives him a Purſe, 


Marriage is chargeable, 
Ja. I but half wiſh'd 
To ſee the Devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon? 
Tell me which Way I muſt be damn'd for this. 
Pier. on laſt we parted, we'd no Qualms like 
theſe, N 
But entertain'd each other's Thoughts like Men, 
W hoſe Souls were well acquainted. Is the World 
Reform'd ſince our laſt Meeting? What new Miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Priuli's Heart relented ? 
Can he be honeſt? 
Ja. Kind Heav'n, let heavy Curſes 
Gall his old Age; Cramps, Aches rack his Bones, 
And bittereit Diſquiet wring his Heart. 
Oh ! let him live, till Life become his Burden ; 
Let him groan under't long, linger an Age 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 
And find its Eaſe, but late. 
Pier. Nay, could'ſt thou not RE” 
As well, my Friend, have ſtretch'd the Curſe to all 
i he Senate round, as to one fingle Villain ? 
Zaff. But Curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with Curſing, 
Ey Heav'n ] know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blaſted : Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Dunghils: But their Wives and Daughters 
Die of their own Diſeaſess Oh! for a Curſe 
To kill him! | 
Pier. Daggers, Daggers are much better. 
Taff. Ha 
Pier. Daggers. 
Ja. But where are they? 
Picr. Oh ! a Thouſand 
May be diſpos'd of in honeſt Hands in Venice. 


Jah. 
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Faff. Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 

Pier. But vet a Heart half 'wrong'd, - | 
As thine has been, would find the Meaning, Faffer. 

aff. A thouſand Daggers all in honeſt Hands! 
And have not I a Friend will ſtick one here? 

Pier, Yes, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſh'd 
T' a nobler Purpoſe, I would be that Friend. 
But thou haſt better Friends; Friends, whom thy Wrongs 
Have made thy Friends; Friends worthy to be call'd fo. 
I'll truft thee with a Secret: There are Spirits 
This Hour at work. But as thou art a Man, 

Whom I have pick'd and choſen from the World, 

Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter ; 

And when I've told thee that which only Gods, 

And Men like Gods, are privy to, then ſwear 

No Chance or Change ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom. 
Faf. When thou weuld*it bind me, is there Need of 
| Oaths ? Ee. [ters) 

. {Green-ſickneſs Giris loſe Maidenheads with ſuch Coun- 

For thou'rt ſo near my Heart, that thou may'lt ſee 

Its Bottom, ſound its Strength and Firmneſs to thee ; 

Is Coward, Fool, or Villain, in my Face? 

If I ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 

Thou would'ſt not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 

For I am fit for Honour's rougheſt Taſk ; 

Nor never yet found Fooling was my Province : 

And for a villainous inglorious Enterprize, 

I know thy Heart fo well, I dare lay mine 

Before thee, ſet it to what Point thou wilt, 

Picr. Nay, *tis a Cauſe thou wilt be fond of, Jer 

For it is founded on the nobleit Baſis, 

Cur Liberties, our natural Inheritance; 

There's no Religion, no Hypocriſy in't; 88 
We'll do the Buſineſs, and ne'er faſt and pray for't; 
Openly act a Deed the World may gaze f 
With Wonder at, and envy when 'tis done, 

Faff. tor Liberty ! 

Pier. For Liberty, my Friend; 

Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Priuli's Tyranny, 
And thy ſequeſter'd Fortunes heal'd again: 
1 ſhall be free from thoſe opprobrious Wrongs, 

| That 
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That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit downward. 
All 75 enice free, and every growing Merit 
Succeed to its Juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pull'd 
From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe bancful unclean - Birds, 
Thoſe lazy Owls, who (perch'd near Fortune's Top) 
Sit onl watchfal with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new fledged Virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler Heights, and make the Grove harmonious. 
Faff. What can I dos? 
Pier. Canſt thou not kill a Senator? ä 
Ja. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him, 
For herding with that Neſt of Fools and Knaves. 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if Revenge 
Were to be had; and the brave Story warms me. 
Pier. Swear then ! 
Faf. 1 do, by all thoſe glittering Stars, 
And yon great ruling Planet cf the Night, 
By a'l good Powers above, and ill below, 
By Love and Friendſhip dearer than my Life, 
No Pow'r or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee 
Pier. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my Heart. 
A Council's held hard by, where the Deſtruction 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There [ll lead thee. 
But be a Man, for thou'rt to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace, of all the World, 
And rule it when "tis wildeſt ——— 
Jaff. I give thee Thanks 
For this kind Warning: Yes, I'll be a Man; 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou ſeeſt my Fears 
Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew it for a Coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this Hour I chace 
All little Thoughts, all tender human Follies 
Out of m my Bc Boſom : Vengeance ſhall have Room : 
Revenge: 
9 And Liberty! 
Revenge] Reven 
The 8 CE NE "IT fo Aquilina- s Houſe, the Greek 
ourtexan. 
Enter Renault. 
Ren. Why was myChoice, Ambition, the worſt Ground 
C A A Wretch 
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A Wretch can build on? 'tis indeed, at Diſtance, _ 
A good Proſpect, tempting to the Vie ;;; 
'The Height delights us, and the Mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe tis nigh to Heav'inz; 

But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, 

What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us. 

Who's there ? | | 
| Enter Spinoſa. 

Spin. Renault, Good-morrow, for, by this Time, 

I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the Balance, 

And weighs up Morning: Has the Clock ſtruck Twelve? 
Ren. Yes; Clocks will go as they are ſet : But Man, 

Irregular Man's ne' er conſtant, never certain: 

I've ſpent at leaſt three precious Hours of Darkneſs 

In waiting dull Attendance ; 'tis the Curſe 

Of diligent Virtue to be mixt, like mine, 

With giddy Tempers, Souls but half reſolv'd. . 
Spin. Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten. 
Ren. What's then the Cauſe that I am here alone? 

Why are we not together ? | | 

Enter Eliot. 

O, Sir, welcome! | 

You are an Engliſman: When Treaſon's hatching, 

One might _ thought you'd not have been behind- 

and. | 

Tn what Whore's Lap have you been lolling ? 

Give but an Eng/i/oman his Whore and Eaſe, 

Beef and a Sea- coal Fire, he's your's for ever, 

Eli, Frenchman, you are ſaucy, | 
Ren. How? ; 

Enter Bedamar the Ambaſſador, Theodore, Bramveil, 
Durand, Brabe, Revillido, Mezzana, Ternon, Re- 
troſi, C 1 ink | 
Bed. At Difference, fie! © eas 

Is this a Time for Quarrels? Thieves and Rogues 

Fall out and brawl: ſhould Men of your high Calling, 

Men ſeparated by the Choice of Providence 

From the groſs Heap of Mankind, and ſet here 

In this Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, 

'T” adorn the braveſt Purpoſe it e er ſmil'd on; 

Should you, like Boys, wrangle for Trifles ? 


Ren. Boys! Bed. 
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Bed. Renanlt, thy Hand. 
d 


Ren. I thought 1 q gyen my Heart 
Long ſince to every Man that mingles here 
But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 

That can't forgive my forward Age its Weakneſs, 

Bed. Eliot, thou once had't Virtue: I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn Temper bend with God-like Goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted : *Tis thy Nation's Glory, 

To hug the Foe that offers brave Alliance. 

Once more embrace, my Friends—we'll all embrace = 
United thus, we are the mighty Engine | 
Muſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Bafis. 

Totters not it already? _ 

Eli. Would 'twere tumbling. 

Bed. Nay, it ſhall down: This Night we ſeal its Ruin. 
Enter Pierre. 

Oh! Pierre, thou art welcome. 

Come to my Breaſt, for by its Hopes thou look*it 

'Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Venice 

Seems on thy Sword already. Oh! my Mars! 

The Poets, that firſt feign'd a God of War, 

Sure propheſy'd of thee, 

Pier. Friends, Was not Brutus, 

(I mean that Brutus, who in open Senate 

Stabb'd the firſt Cz/ar that uſurp'd the World) 

A gallant Man ? of 

Ren. Yes, and Cataline toom: | 
Tho' Story wrong his Fame: For he conſpir'd 
To prop the reeling Glory of his Country: 

His Cauſe was 21 | 
Bed. And our's as much above it, 
As, Renault, thou'rt ſuperior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to Caffius, © 
Pier. Then to what we aim at, 
When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for eyer ? 
Bed. No, Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems 
to have ſet | 262 
The Buſineſs up, and given it to our Care: 
I hope there's not a Heart nor Hand amongſt us, 
But 1s firm and ready. | 
„ 


C 2 We'll 
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We'll die with Bedamar. | Wn | 

— ³A A moon it id Þ a 
Matchleſs ! as will your Glory be hereafter: 
The Game is for a matchleſs Prize, if won: 

If loſt, diſgraceful: Run. 25 8. 

Ben. Who can loſe it? 5 
The publick Stock's a Beggar ; one Venetian 
Trufts not another: Look into their Stores 
Of general Safety; empty Magazines, 

A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring. unpaid Army, 
Pankrupt Nobility, a harraſs'd Commonalty, 

A factious, giddy, and divided Senate, 

Is all the Strength of Venice: Let's deſtroy it; 

Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 3 
Man out their Fl.et, and make their Trade maintain it; 
Let looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 

Jo pay then.ſelves with Plunder; lop their Nobles 
Jo the buſe Roots, whence moſt of em firſt ſprung ; 
Enſlave he Ront, whom Smarting will make humble; 
Turn aut their droning Senate, and poſſeſs  _ 
That Seat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd for. 

Pier. Ten thouſand. Men are armed at your Nod, 
Commanded all by Leaders fit to guide 
A Fattle for the Freedom of the World: 

This wretched State has ſtarv'd 'em in its Service, 
And, by your Bounty quicken'd, they're reſolv'd 
o ſe. ve your Glory; and revenge their own: 
T:iey've all their different Quarters in this City, 
Watch for the Alarm, and grumble 'tis ſo tardy. 

Bed. I doubt not, Friend, but thy unweary'd Diligence 
Has ſtill kept waking, and it ſhall have Eaſe ; 5 
Aſter this Night it is reſolv'd we meet 
No more till Venice owns us for her Lords. 

Lier. How lovelily the Adriatic Whore... 4 
Dreſs'd in her Flames, will ſhine ! devouring. Flames | 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery Bottom, 
And hiſs in her Foundation. e 

Led Now. if an . E 
An. ongſt us, that owns this glorious Cauſe, 
lia e Friends or Intereſt he'd wiſh, to ſave, |, 
Let et be told: The general Doom is ſeal'd: 5 

. at 


3 
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But I'd forego the Hopes of a Warld's Empire, : 
| Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend. . 
| Pier. I muſt confeſs, you there have touch'd 2 
I have a Friend, hear it! ſuch a Friend: [ Weakneſs. 
My Heart was ne' er ſhut to him. Nay, I'll tell you, 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour: | 
But he rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it: 
We've chang'd a Vow to live and die together, 
And he's at Hand to ratify it here. | 
Ren. How! all betray'd. 7 
Pier. No I've dealt nobly with you: 
I've brought my All into the publick Stock: 
Fad but one Friend, and him I'll ſhare amongſt you: 
Receive and cheriſh him; or if, when ſeen 
And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs ; as my Tongue 
Has lodg'd this Secret in his faithful Breaſt, 
To eaſe your Fears, I wear a Dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you Reſt, 
Come forth, thou only Good I eber could boaſt of. 
Enter Jafher with a Dagger. 
Bed. His Preſence bears the Shew * manly Virtue. 
Zaff. I know. you'll wonder all, that, thus uncall'd, 
I dare approach this Place of fatal Councils; 
But I'm amongſt you, and by Heav'n it glads me, 
To ſee ſo many Virtues thus united, 
To reſtore Juſtice, and dethrone Oppreſſion. 
Command this Sword, if you woul ou it quiet, 
Into this Breaſt ; but, if you think it worthy 
'To cut the Throats of Reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd aſſembled Senate: 
It ſhrinks not, tho' I meet a Father there. 
Wou'd you behold this City flaming ? Here's 
A Head ſhall bear a lighted "Torch at Noon 
To th' Arſenal, and ſet its Gates on Fire. 
Ren. You talk this well, Sir, 
Faff. Nay——by Heav'n L'Il do this. 
Come, come, I read Diſtruſt in all your Faces; 
You fear me a Villain, and indeed it's odd 
To hear a Stranger talk thus, at firſt Meeting, 
Of Matters that have been ſo well debated ; | 
But I come ripe with Wrongs, as you with Councils: 
„ C 3 I hate 
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J hate this Senate, ama Foe to Venice; 4.1 
A Friend to none, but Men reſolv d . 
To puſh on Miſchief. Oh! did you but know me, 
I nced not talk thus! 5 
Bed Pierre, J muſt embrace him, 
My Heart beats to this Man as if it knew him. 
Ren. I never lov'd tlieſe I uggers. 
aff. Still I ſee 
The Caaſe delights me not. Your Friends ſurvey me, 
s I were dangerous But I come arm'd _ 
Againſt all Doubts, and to your 'Truſt, will give 
A Pledge, worth more than all the World can pay for, 
My Belvidera. Ho! my Belvidera I 
Bed. What Wonder next? _ 
Ja. Let me intreat you, 
As ] have henceforth Hope to call ye Friends, 
That all but the Ambaſſador, this 
Grave Guide of Councils, with my Friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a While to ſpare a Woman's Bluſhes. 
[Exeunt 4// But Bed. Ren. Jaff Pier, 
Bed. Pierre, whither will this Ceremony lead us ? 
Je # My Betvidera l Bulvidera | 7 
Enter Belvidera. 
Belv. Who? 3 


Who calls ſo loud at this late peaceful Hour? 
1 hat Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love: 
1 hou hourly ! mage of my Thoughts, where art thou 2 
aff. Indeed *tis late. 
Balv. Oh! J have ſlept and dreamt, 
And dreamt again: Where haſt thou been, thou Loiterer ? 
ho' my Eyes clos'd, my Arms have ſti been opened ; 
Stretch' d every Way betwirt my broken Slumbers, 
To ſearch if thou wer't come to crown my Reſt: 
There's no Repoſe without thee : Oh ! the Day 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow: 
Come, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares Good-night. 
Faff. Oh! uin we muſt change the Scene 
In which the paſt Delights of Love were taſted : 
Ihe Poor fleep little; we muſt learn to watch 
Cur Labours late and early every Mo: ning; 5 


Midſt 
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Midſt Winter Froſts, thin clad and fed with Sparing, 
Riſe to our Toils, and drudge away the Day. 
Belv. Alas! where am I! whither is't you lead me! 
Methinks I read DiſtraQtion in your Face, 
Something leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 
You ſhake and tremble too! your Blood runs cold! 
Heav'ns guard my Love, and bleſs his Heart with Pa- 
tience. 
Zaff. That I have Patience, let our Fate bear Witneſs, 
Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and I, 
(Thon, the divineſt Good Man e'er poſſeſs'd, 
And I, the wretched'ſt of the Race of Man) 
This very Hour, without one Tear, muſt part. 125 
Belv. Part! muſt we part? Oh! am I then forſaken ? 
Will my Love caſt me off? Have my Misfortunes 
Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
Why drag you from me? Whither are you going? 
My Dear! my Life! my Love! 
Ja. Oh! Friends! | 
Bev. Speak to me. 
 Faff. Take her from my Heart, 
She'll gain ſuch Hold elfe, I ſhall ne'er get looſe ; 
I charge thce take her, but with tender'ii Care, 
Relieve her Troubles, and aſſwage her Sorrows. 
Ren. Riſe, Madam, and command amongſt your Ser- 
vants. 
Faff. To you, Sirs, and your Honours, I bequeath her, 
And with her this, when I prove unworthy. BY 
[ Gives a Dagger. 
You know the reſt.—— Then ſtrike it to her Heart; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy Years 
Lay in ker Arms, and each Night repeated 
The paſſionate Vows. ſtill of increaſing Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 
 Belv. Nay, take my Life, ſince ke has fold it cheaply 
Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your Slave; 
But let it be far off, leſt my Complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his Peace. 
Zaff. No, Belwidera, I've contriv'd thy Honour: 
Truit to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind | 
To me, as I'll preſerve that Faith unbroken. 


When 
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When next we meet, I'll lift thee to a Height 

Shall gather all the gazing World about thee, 

To wonder what ftrange Virtue plac'd thee here, 

But if we ne'er meet more is 
Belw. Oh! thou unkind one; | 

Ne'er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you ? 

Look on me, tell me, tell me; ſpeak thou dear Deceiver, 

Why am I ſeparated from thy Love? 

If J am falſe, accuſe me; but if true, 

Don't, prithee don't, in Poverty forfake me; 

But pity the ſad Heart, that's torn with Parting. 

Yet hear me? yet recal me— [ Ex, Ren. Bed. and Belv. 
Zaff. Oh! my Eyes, | | 

Look not that Way, but turn yourſelves a While 

Into my Heart, and be wean d altogether. 

My Friend, where art thou? 8 
Pier. Here, my Honour's Brother, 
Taff. Is Belvidera gone? 105 
Pier. Renault has led her tag: | 

Back to her own Apartment; but, by Heav'n, 
Thou muſt not ſee her more till our Work's over. 
| Taff. No? | ; ns ; 
Pier. Not for your Life. 
Zaff. Oh! Pierre, wer't thou but ſhe, 
How I would pull thee down into my Heart, 
Gaze on thee till my Eye-ftrings crack'd with Love; 
Till all my Sinews with its Fire extended, | 
Fix'd me upon the Rack of ardent Longing : 
Then, ſwelling, fighing, raging to be bleſt, 
Come like a panting Turtle to thy Breaſt ; 
On thy ſoft Boſom hovering, bill and play, 
Confeſs the Cauſe why laſt I fled away; 
Own 'twas a Fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, 
And never follow falſe Ambition more, { Excurt. 


ACS 
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"ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter Aquilina and her Maid. 
Aqui. of 4 ELL him J am gone to Ped ; tell him I am 
5! not at Home; tell him I've better Company 
with me, or any Thing: Tell him, in ſhort, I will not 
ſce him, the eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: He's 
worſe Company than an ignorant Phyſician— I' not 
be diſturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable Hours. 
Maid. But, Madam ! He's here already, juſt enter'd 
the Doors. | ; 1 
Agri. Turn him out again, you unneceſſury, uſeleſs, 
giddy-brain'd Als : If he will not be gone, ſet the Houſe 
a fire, and burn us both: I'd rather meet a Tcad in my 
2 than that old hideous Animal in my Chamber to 
light. | | 
u mor >lkis' pine «3 at 
Art. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky —— how doſt do, Nacky # 
Hurry, durry. I am come, little Nacky, paſt Eleven o 
Clock, a late Hour; ] ime in all Conſcience to go to Bed, 
| Nucky — Nachy, did I ſay? Ay, Nacky, Agquilina, lina, 
lina, quilina, guilina, quilina, Aquilina, Naguiline, 
Naguilina, Acky, Acky, Naciy, Nacky, Queen Nacky 
——cone, let's to Bed — you. Fubbs, you Pugg 
vou you little Puſs —— Porree, Tuzzy — I am a 
Senator. r | 
Aqui. You are a Fool, I am ſure. 
Art. May be ſo tov, Sweet heart. Never the worſe 
Senator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, let's have a 
Game at Romp, Nacky. 
Aqui. You would do well, Signor, to be troubleſome 
here no longer, but leave me to myſelf ; be ſober and go 
Home, Sir. be ; 5 215 
Anf. Home, Madown! © 
Agui. Ay, Home, Sir. Who am I? 5 
Ant. Madona, as I take it, you are my —— you are 
thou art my little Nicky, Nacky—= that's all. | 
Aqui. I find you are reſvly'd to be troubleſome ; and 
ſo to make ſhort of the Matter in few Words, I hate you, 


deteit 


34 Venice Preſerv'd : 
deteſt you, loath you, I am weary of you, ſick of you — 
hang you, you are an old, filly, impertinent, impotent, 
ſollicitous Coxcomb';” crazy in your Head, and lazy in 
your Body, love to be meddling with every thing, and, 
if you had no Money, you are good for nothing. 
Ant. Good for nothing ! Hurry durry, I'll try that 
preſently, Sixty one Years old, and good for nothing! 
that's brave. [To the Maid.) Come, come, come 
Mrs. Fiadle- Faddle, turn you out for a Seaſon : Go, turn 
out, Ifay, it is our Will and Pleaſure to be private ſome 
Moments——out, out, when you are bid too Puts 
her ont and locks the Door. ]. Good for nothing you ſay ? 
Aqui. Why, what are you good for ? 
Ant. In the firſt Place, Madam, I am old, and con- 

ſequently very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona, d'ye mark that? 
In the ſecond Place, take Notice, if you pleaſe, that I am 
a Senator, and when, I think fit, can make Speeches, 
Madona. Hurry durry, I can make a Speech in the 
Senate-Houſe now and then would e your Hair 
Rm W ot on gn ont, 

Aqui. What care I for your Speeches in the Senate- 
Houte ? If you would but be ſilent here, I ſhould thank 


You. : 3 a 
Ant. Why, T can make Speeches to thee too, my 
lovely Magona ; for Example ——My cruel Fair one, 
[Tales out a Purſe of Gold, and at every Pauſe ſpakes it. 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant 
angry prove; tho' late at N in 1 hope tis not too 
late with this to gain Reception for my Love—— There's 
for thee, my little Nicky Nacky—take it, here take t— 
- — take it, or T'll throw it at your Head —how now, 
ebel! | 
Agui. Truly, my illuſtrious Senator, I muſt confeſs 
your Honour is at preſent moſt profoundly eloquent in- 
ced. 7 5» 4 
Ant. Very well: Come, now let's ſit down and think 
upon't a little come, fit, I ſay ſit down by me a 
little, my Nicky Nacky, ha [ Sits down] Hurry dur- 
ry —— good for nothi . 
Aqui. No, Sir, if you pleaſe, I can know my Diſ- 
| at. 
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Ant. Stand I How? Nacky up and I down! Nay, 
then let me exclaim with the Poet, 85 


Show men Caſe more pitiful who can, 
A ſtanding Waman, and a falling Man. 


Hurry durry—not ſit down —ſee this, ye Gods. 
You won't fit down? 
Aqui, No, Sir. 2 | | 
Ant. Then look you now, ſuppoſe me a Bull, a Baſas- 
Bull, the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus up I get, and 
with my Brows thus bent broo, I ſay, I broo, I broo, 
I broo. You won't fit down will you—I broo— 
[ Bellows like a Bull, and drives her about. 
Aqui. Well, Sir, [ muſt endure this, [She firs dbaun.] 
Now your Honour has been a Bull, pray what Beait 
will your Worſhip pleaſe to be next ? | 
Ant Now T'll be a Senator again, and thy Lover, 
little Nicky Nacky.- [ He fits by her.) Ah! Toad, Toad, 
Toad, Toad! ſpit in my Face a little, Nacky—ſpit in 
my Face, prithee, ſpit in my Face, never fo little: Spit 
but a little bit—ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are bid, I 
ſay ; do, prithee ſpit—now, now, now, {pit ; what, you 
won't ſpit, will you? Then I'll be a Dog. 
Aqui. A Dog, my Lord! | 
Ant. Ay a Dog—and PF ll give thee this t'other Purſe 
to let me be a Dog——and uſe me like a Dog a little. 
Hurry durry——1 will—here tis. [Gives the Purſe, 
Aqui, Well, with all my Heart. But let me beſeech 
your Dogſhip to play your Tricks over as faſt as you can, 
that you may come to ſtinking the ſooner, and be turn'd 
out of Doors as you deſerve. | 
Ant. Ay, ay — no matter for that——that ſhan't 
move me He gets und:r the Table.) Now, bough, 
ae Weg, bough waugh [ Barks like a Dog. 
gui, Hold, hold, hold, Sir, I beſeech you: What is't 
you do? If Curs bite, they muſt be kick'd, Sir: Do you 
ſee, kick'd thus. ; OS 
Ant. Ay, with all my Heart : Do, kick, kick on, now 
J am under the Table, kick again——kick harder 
harder yet, bough waugh waugh, waugb, bough— 


+ + 
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odd Fil have a Snap at thy Shins—bough waugh waugh, 
waugh, bough — odd, ſhe kicks bravely elke 
Aqui. Nay, then I'll go another Way to work with 
you: And J think here's an Infirament fit for the Pur- 
le ! . [ Fetches a Whip and a Bell. 
hat, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah ! cut of Doors you 
Dog, to Kennel, and be hang'd——bite your Miſtreſs 
by the Legs, you Rogue [ She aubips him. 
Ant. Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving: 
Hurry durry, odd, I' be a Dog no longer. . 
Aqui. Nay, none of your Fawning and Grinning : But 
be gone, or here's the Diſcipline What, bite your 
Mitireſs by the Leg, you Mungrel! out of Doors —— + 
hout, hout, to Kennel, Sirrah ! go. | 
Ant. This is very barbarous Uſage, Nach, very bar- 
barous ; look. you, I will not go!] will not ſtir from 
tae Door, that I reſolve——hurry durry, what, ſhut me 
our?7 - * egy | { She auhips him out, 
Agui. Ay, and if you come here any more to Night, 
J'il have my Footmen lug you, you Cur; What, bite 
your poor Miſtreſs Nacky, Sirrah ! 
71 | Enter Maid. 
Maid. Heav*ns! Madam, what's the Matter? 
| 2 [ He howels at the Door like a Dog. 
Aqui. Call my Footmen hither preſently. 
| Enter two Footmen. : h 
Maid. They're here already, Madam, all the Houſe is 
alarm'd with a ſtrange Noiſe, that no body knows what 
to make of. 
Aqui. Go, all of you, and turn that troubleſome Beaſt 
in the next Room out of my Houſe — If I ever ſee him 
within theſe Walls again, without my Leave for his Ad- 
mittance, you ſneaking Rogues I'll have you poiſon'd, 


all poiſon'd like Rats; every Corner of the Houſe ſhall 


flink of one of you : Go, and learn hereafter to know my 
Pleaſure. So now for my Pzerre. 


T hus, wwhen the Gedlike Lever is aiſpleas'd, 
Ne ſacrifice our Fool, and bes eppeas/d. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Belvidera. 

Belv. I'm facrific'd ! I'm ſold ! betray'd to Shame! 
Tnevitable Ruin has inclos'd me ! | 
No ſooner was I to my Bed repair'd, 
To weigh and (weeping) ponder my Condition, 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe Care 
My Peace and Honour was intruſted, came 
(Like Targuin) ghaſtly with infernal Luft. 


Oh! thou Roman Lucrece ! thou could'ſt find Friends to 


| vindicate thy Wrong ; | 

I never had but one, and he's prov'd falſe : 

He, that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it ; 

Left me!] Undone me ! Oh that I could hate him! 
Where ſhall I go ? Oh whither, whither wander ! 

Enter Jafher. 

Faff. Can Belvidera want a Reſting-place, 
When theſe poor Arms are ready to receive her ; 
Oh ! *tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires. | 
_—_— is my Love to thee ; for, every Moment 
I'm from thy Sight, the Heart within my Boſom 
Mourns like a tender Infant in its Cradle; 

Whoſe Nurſe had left it : Come, and with the Songs 
Of gentle Love perſuade it to irs Peace. 

Belv. I fear the ſtubborn Wanderer will not own me, 
Tis grown a Rebel, to be rul'd no longer, 
Scorns the indulgent Boſom that firft lull'd it; 
And, like a diſobedient Child, diſdains 
The ſoft Authority of Belwv.dera. 

aff. There was a Time 

Bel. Yes, yes, there was a Time 
When Belvidera's Tears, her Cries, and Sorrows, 
Were not deſpis'd ; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
Or look but fad ; there was indeed a Time 
When 7affer would have ta'en ker in his Arms, 
E:s'd her declining Head upon his Breaft, 

And never left her till he found the Cauſe. 
Put let her now weep Seas, =, 
Cry till ſhe rend the Earth, - till ſte bur} 


— 
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Her Heart aſunder ; till he bears it all, 

Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 
Zaff. Have I been deaf? Am I that Rock unmov'd, 

Againit whoſe Root Tears beat, and Sighs are ſent ? 

In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calmly ! 

Witneſs againſt me, Heav'ns, have I done this ? 

They bear me in a Whirlwind back again, 

And let that angry dear One ne'er _— me. 

Oh ! thou too raſhly cenſur'ſt of my Love! 

Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpent this Night, 

Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 


Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart! 


Thou would'ſt not, Belwidera, ſure thou would'ſt not 

Talk to me thus, but like a pitying Angel, 

Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 

And hatch warm Comforts there, e're Sorrows freeze it. 
Belv. Why then, poor Mourner, in what baleful Corner 

Haſt thou been talking with that Witch the Night ? 

On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd along, 

Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 

'To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes ? ; 

Oh! now I find the Cauſe my Love forſakes me : 

I am no longer fit to bear a Share 

In his Concernments: My weak female Virtue 


_ Muſt not be truſted : *Tis too frail and tender. 


Ja. Oh! Poraa ! Poraa! What a Soul was thine ? 
Bel. That Porcia was a Woman; and when Brutus, 


Big with the Fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy Safety !) 
Conceal'd from her the Labours of his Mind; 


She let him ſee her Blood was great as his, 
Flow'd from a Spring as noble, and a Heart 
Fit to partake his Troubles, as his Love. 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt Night in parting with me; ſtrike it 
Here to my Heart, and, as the Blood flows from it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's Daughter's. 

Jaff. I hou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 


 Unworthy fo much Virtue : Teach me how 


} miy deſerve ſuch matchlefs Love as thine, 


Ind ſee with what Attention I'll obey thee. 


Bel. Do not deſpiſe me: That's the All I ak. 
LG : Taff. 


That look as Hell had drawn them into League? 
Why, I in this Hand, and in that a Dagger, 


All that I think, all that my Fears inform me. 


Would ſhe have e' er betray'd her Brutus? 
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Jaff Deſpiſe thee! Hear me 
Belv. Oh! thy charming Tongue 
Ts but too well acquainted with my Weakneſs ; 
Knows, let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
Diſſolves within my Breaſt ; till with clos'd Eyes 
I reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten. | 
Jaff. What ſhall I do? | 
Belw. Tell me, be juſt, and tell me, 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy Face ? 
Why am I made a Stranger ? Why that Sigh, 
And I not know the Cauſe? Why when the World 
Is wrapp'd in Reſt, why chuſes then my Love 
To wander up and dawn in horrid Darkneſs, 
Loathing his Bed, and theſe defiring Arms? 
Why are theſe Eyes blood-ſhot with tedious Watching ? 
Why ſtarts he now ? and looks as if he wiſh'd 
His Fate were $niſh'd ? Tell me, eaſe my Fear; 
Leſt, when we next Time meet, I want the Power 
To ſearch into the Sickneſs of thy Mind, 
But talk as wildly then as thou look'ſt now. 
Faff. Oh! Belwidera ! 
Belv. Why was I laſt Night deliver'd to a Villain? 
Taff. Ha! a Villain? 
Bely. Yes, to a Villain! Why at ſuch-an Hour 
Meets that Aſſembly all made up of Wretches, 


Was I deliver'd with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 
* To you, Sirs, and to your Honour, I bequeath her 
« And with her this: MN hene er I prove unworthy, 
&* You know the reſt, then ſtrike it to her Heart. 
Oh! why's that ref conceal'd from me? muſt I 
Be made the Hoſtage of a helliſh Truſt ? 

For ſuch I know I am ; that's all my Value : 
But, by the Love and Loyalty I owe thee, 

I'll free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves 
Strait to the Senate, tell *em all I know, 


Jaff. Is this the Roman Virtue ! this the Blood 
That boaſts its Purity with Cato's Daughter! 


D 2 | Pelwv. 
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Belw. No 7 
For Brutus truſted her: Wer't thou ſo kind, 
What would not Belvidera ſuffer for thee ? 
Faff. I ſhall undo myſelf, and tell thee all. 
Belv. Look not upon me as I am a Woman, 
But as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend ; who long 
Has had Admiſſion to thy Heart, and there 
Study'd the Virtues of thy gallant Nature: 
Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage, and thy Truth, 
Have been my daily Leſſon : I have learn'd em. 
And, bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
The worſt of Fates for thee, and with thee ſhare em. 
Zaff. Oh ! thou divineſt Power] look down and hear 
My Prayers! inſtru& me to reward this Virtue ! 
Yet think a little, e're thou tempt me further; 
Think I've a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy thou talk'ſt of 
Into vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows : 


Then if thou ſhould'ſt betray me! 


Belv. Shall I ſwear ? | 
Ja,. No, do not ſwear : I would not violate 
Thy tender Nature with ſo rude a Bond : 
But as thou hop'ſt to ſee me live my Days, 
And love thee tong, lock this within thy Breaft : 
I've bound myſelf by all the ſtricteſt Sacraments, 


Belv. Speak ! 

Zaff. To kill thy Father: 

Belv. My Father! 

Zaff. Nay, the Throats of the whole Senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera: He, amongſt us, 
That ſpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 

Is damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the Face 

Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood ? 

J, and the glorious Partners of my Fortune, 

Shouting, and ftriding o'er the proſtrate Dead, 

Still to new Walle; whilſt thou far off in Safety, 
Smiling, ſhalt ſee the Wonders of our Daring ; 

And, when Night comes, with Praiſe and Love receive 


| me. 
Belv. Oh! 
| aß. 
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Jaff. Have a Care, and ſhrink not even in Thought: 

For if thou do'ft 
Betv. I know it, thou wilt kill me. 

Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this Boſom: Lay me 

Dead on the Earth, and then thou wilt be ſafe. 

Murder my Father ! tho' his cruel Nature 

Has perſecuted me to my Undoing ; 

Driven me to baſeſt Wants; can I behold him, 

With Smiles of Vengeance, butcher'd in his Age? 

The ſacred Fountain of my Life deſtroy d? 

And can'ſt thou ſhed the Blood that gave me Being? 

Nay, be a Traytor too, and ſell thy Country ? 

Can thy great Heart deſcend ſo vilely low, 

Mix with hir'd Slaves, Bravoes, and common Stabbers, 

Noſe-ſlitters, Alley-lurking Villains ! join I 

With ſuch a Crew, and take a Ruffian's Wages, 

To cut the Throats of Wretches as they ſleep ? 

Jaff. Thou wrong'ſt me, Belvidera! I've engag'd 

With Men of Souls; fit to reform the [Ills 3 

Of all Mankind : There's not a Heart amongſt them 

But's ſtout as Death, yet honeſt as the Nature 

Of Man firſt made, e're Fraud and Vice were Faſhions. 
Belwv. What's he, to whoſe curs'd Hands laſt Night thou 

| gav'ſt me? 

Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a Story 

Would rouze thy Lion- Heart out of its Den, 

And make it rage with terrifying Fury. 
Zaff. Speak on, I charge thec. 

Bel. Oh! my Love if cer : 

Thy Belwvidera's Peace deſerv'd thy Care, 

Remove me from this Place: Laſt Night, laſt Night! 
Taff. Diſtract me not, but give me all the Truth. 
Belv. No ſooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 

Left in the Power of that old Son of Miſchief; 

No ſooner was | lain on my ſad Bed; 

But thar vile Wretch approach'd me, looſe, unbutton'd, 

Ready for Violation: Ihen my Heart 

Throbb'd with its Fears: Oh f how 1 wept and ſigh'd! 

And ſhrunk and trembled !. wiſh'd in vain for him 

Thai ſhould protect me] Thou, alas! wert gone. 

Jaff Patience ſweet Heav'n, till I makeYengcance ſure. 
D 3 : Belo. 
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Belw. He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav'ſt him, 
And with upbraiding Smiles he ſaid, Behold it, 
7 his is the Pleage of a falſe Huſbands Love: 
And in my Arms then preſs'd, and would have claſp'd me; 
But with my Cries I ſcar'd his coward Heart, 
Till he withdrew, and mutter'd Vows to Hell. 
Theſe are thy Friends ! with theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 
Thy Love all ſtak'd, and all will 70 to Ruin. 
7aff. No more; I charge thee keep this Secret cloſe; 
Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy Wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Friend, 
As no Complaint were made. No more, retire, - 
Retire, my Life, and doubt not of my Honour ; 
T i! heal its Failings, and deſerve thy Love. | 
Belv. Oh! ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In Anger leave me, and return no more. 
Zaf. Return no more! I would not live without thee 
Another Night to purchaſe the Creation, 
Belv. When ſhall we meet again? 
Zaf. Anon at Twelve 
P11 Real myſelf to thy expecting Arms, 
Come like a travell'd Dove, and bring thee Peace. 
Betv. Indeed! 
7af. By all our Loves. 
Belv. Tis hard to part: | 
But ſure no Falſhood ever look'd fo fairly. 
Farewel, remember Twelve. | [ Exit, 
Zaff. Let Heav'n forget me, 
When I remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 
How curs'd is my Condition, toſs'd and juſtled 
From every Corner; Fortune's common Fool, 
The Jeſt of Rogues, an inftrumental Aſs 
For Villains to lay Loads of Shame upon, 
And drive about juſt for their Eaſe and Scorn. 
Enter Pierre. 
Pier. Jaſſier ! | 
J Who calls? 
Pier. A Friend, that could have wiſh'd 
T'have found thee otherwiſe employ'd : What hunt 
A Wite on the dull Soil ! ſure a flaunch Huſband 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt. Wilt thou never, 
Never 
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Never be wean'd from Caudles and Confections? 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been liſt' ning to, 
Of unair'd Shirts, Catarrhs and Tooth ach, got 
By thin-ſol'd Shoes? Damnation! that a Fellow, 
Choſen to be a Sharer in the Deſtruction _ 
Of a whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners, 
To eaſe his fulſome Luſts, and fool his Mind. 
Zaff. May not a Man then trifle out an Hour 
With a kind Woman, and not wrong his Calling ! 
Pier. Not in a Cauſe like ours. 
Faff. Then, Friend, our Cauſe | 
Ts in a damn'd Condition: For Ill tell thee, - 
That Canker-worm, call'd Leachery, has touch'd it; 
*Tis tainted vilely: Would'ſt thou think it ; Renault 
(That mortify'd old wither'd Winter-Rogue) | 
Loves ſimple Fornication like a Prielt ; 
J found him out for watering at my Wife; 
He viſited her laſt Night like a kind Guardian: 
Faith, ſhe has ſome Temptation, that's the Truth on't. 
Pier. He durſt not wrong his Truſt. 
Jaf 'T was ſomething late tho? 
To take the Freedom of a Lady's Chamber. 
Pier. Was ſhe in Bed ? 
Faff. Yes, Faith, in Virgin- ſheets 
White as her Boſom, Pierre, diſh'd neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker Appetite to taſte. 
Oh! how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee, 
W hen the rank Fit was on him. 
Pier. Patience, guide me ; 
He us'd no Violence! 
FJaff. No, no, out on't, Violence! 
Play'd with her Neck ! bruſh'd her with his grey Beard, 
Struggl'd and towz'd, tick1'd her till ſhe ſqueak'd a little, 
May be, or ſo—— but not a Jot of Violence 
Pier. Damn him. . 
Jaff. Ay, ſo ſay I: But, huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and I believe 
Myſelf no Monſter yet: Tho' no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to: Sure *tis near the Hour 
We ail ſhould meet for our concluding Orders: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in Perſon ? * 
Pier 


44 Venice Preſerv'd: 

Pier. No: he has ſent Commiſſion to that Villain Rex- 
To give the executing Charge : | Laut. 
I'd have thee be a Man, if poſlib'e, 

And keep thy 'Temper ; for a brave Revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. | | 

Taff. Fear not, I am cool as Patience: 

Had he compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
Than hazard the Succeſs our Hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying Virtue. | 

Pier. He's yonder, coming this Way through the Hall ; 
His Thoughts ſeem fall. | 

Faff. Prithee retire and leave me 
With him alone: I'll put him to ſome Trial; 

See how his rotten Part will bear the Touching. 
Pier. Be careful then. [ Exit. 
Zaff. Nay, never doubt, but truſt me. 
What, be a Devil! take a damning Oath 
For ſhedding native Blood ! Can there be a Sin 
In merciful Repentance ? Oh! this Villain! 
Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverſe and peeviſh : What a Slave is Man 
To let his itching Fleſh thus get the better of him? 
Diſpatch the Tool her Huſband — that were well. 
Who's chere? 1 | 
Ja, A Man. 

Ren. My Friend, my near Ally. | 
The Hoſtage of your Faith, my beauteous Charge, is 
| very well. | 
Ja. Sir, are you ſure of that? 

Stands ſhe in perfect Health? Beats her Pulſe ever? 
Neither too hot nor cold ? 

Ren. What means that Queſtion ? 

Faff. Oh! Women have fantaſtick Conſtitutions, 
Intonſant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, 
And never fix'd: Was it not boldly done 
Even at fir!t Sight to truit the Thing I lov'd _ 
(A tempung Treaſure too) with Youth ſo fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? But thou art honeſt, 

Ren. Who dare accuſe me ? 

Faf. Curs'd be he that doubts 
Thy Virtue, I have try'd it, and declare, 
£45 Were 
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Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour, 
I'd put it in thy Keeping: For I know thee. 
Ren, Know me! 
Faff. Ay, know thee : There's no Falſhood in thee, 

Thou lookꝰ ſt juſt as thou art: Let us embrace. 

Now would'ſt thou cut my Throat, or I cut thine? 
Ren. You dare not do't. 
Taff. You lye, Sir. 
Ren. How ! 

Zaff. No more. 
Tis a baſe World, and muſt reform, that's all. 
Enter Spinoſa, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, Durand, 
Bramveil, and the reft of the Conſpirators. 
Ren, Spinoſa, Theodore ! 
Spin. The ſame. 
Ren. You are welcome. 
Spin. You are trembling, Sir. 
Ren. Tis a cold Night indeed; I am aged, 

Full of Decay, and natural Infirmities : [ Pier. re- enters; 

We ſhall be warm, my Friends, I hope To-morrow. 
Pier.” Twas not well done; thou ſhould'ſ have ſtroak'd 

And not have gall'd him. (him; 
Zaff. Damn him, let him chew on't. | 

Heav'n ! where am I? beſet with curſed Friends, 

That wait to damn me! What a Devil's Man, 

When he forgets his Nature——huſh, my Heart. 

Ren. My Friends, tis late: Are we aſſembled all? 

Where's Theodore ? 

7 — hand. 
en. 10a, 
Stn. Hans- 
en. Bramveil. 
Bram. I am ready. 
Ren. Durand and Brabe. 
Dur. Command us ; 

We are both prepar'd. 

Ren. Mex ana, Rewellido, 

Ternon, Retroſi: Oh! you're Men I find, 

Fit to behold your Fate, and meet her Summons : 

To-morrow's riſing Sun muſt ſee you all 

Deck'd in your Honours ; are the Soldiers ready? 

All. All, all. Nen. 
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Rer. You, Durand, with your Thouſand muſt poſſefs 
St. Mar#'s; you, Captain, know your Charge already; 
*T'is to ſecure the Ducal Palace: You, 

Brabe, with a Hundred more muſt gain the Secgue; 

With the like Number, Bramveil, to the Procurale. 

Be all this done with the leaſt Tumult poſſible, 

*Till in each Place you poſt ſufficient Guards: 

Then fheathe your Swords in every Breaſt you meet. 
Zaff. Oh! reverend Cruelty ! damn'd bloody Villain! 
Ren. Daring this Execution, Durand, you 

Muſt in the Midſt keep your Battalia faſt ; 

And, Theodore, be ſure to plant the Cannon 

That may command the Streets; whilſt Reve//ids, 

Marano, Ternen, and Retrofi guard you. 

This done, we'll give the general Alarm, 

Apply Petards, and force the Arſ'nal Gates; 

Then fire the City round in ſeveral Places, 

Or with our Cannon (if it dare refill) 

Batter to Ruin. But above all I charge you 

Shed Blood enough, ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 

Name nor Condition; if there live a Senator 

After 'To-morrow, though the dulleſt Rogue 

That e'er ſaid nothing, we have loſt our Ends: 

If poſſible, let's kill the very Name 

Of Senator, and bury it in Blood. 

Jaff. Mercileſs, horrid Slave, Ay, Blood enough! 
Shed Blood enough, old Renault! how thou charm'm me! 

Ren. But one thing more, and then Farewell, till Fate 
Jain us again, or ſeparate us ever: | 
Fuſt let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next ſhall thus 
Wing ye together: But let us all remember 
We wear no common Cauſe upon our Swords: 

Let each Man think that on his fingle Virtue 

Depends the Good and Fame of all the reſt; 

Eternal Honour, or perpetual Infamy. 

Let us remember through what dreadful Hazards 

Propitious Fortune hitherto hath led us: 

How often on the Brink of ſome Diſcovery | 

Hive we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our Ground 

So well, that the buſieſt Searchers ne'er could follow 

Thoſe fubtle Tracks which puzzled all Suipicion ? 

You drcop, Sir. Ja F. 
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Jaff. No: with moſt profound Attention 

I've heard it all, and wonder at thy Virtue. 
Ren. Tho' there be yet few Hours twixt them and 

Are not the Senate lull'd in full Security, { Ruin, 

Quiet and fatisfy'd, as Fools are always? 

Never did ſo profound Repoſe fore-run 

Calamity ſo great: Nay, our good Fortune 

Has blinded the molt piercing of Mankind, 

Strengthen'd the fearfulleſt, charm'd the moſt ſuſpeci ful, 

Confounded the moſt ſubtle: For we live, 

We live, my Friends, and quickly ſhall our Life 

Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants: Let's conſider, 

That we deſtroy Oppreſſion, Avarice, 

A People nurs'd up equally with Vices | 

And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhore, 

And ſuch as without Shame ſhe cannot ſuffer, 

Zaff. Oh! Belwidera, take me to thy Arme, 

And ihew me where's my Peace, for I have loſt it. [ Exit. 

Ren. Without the leaſt Remorſe then let's reſolve 
With Fire and Sword t'exterminate theſe Tyrants; 
Ard when we ſhall behold theſe curs'd 'I'ribunals 
Stain'd by the Tears and Sufferings of the Innocent, 
Burning with Flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 
The raging, furious, and unpitying Soldier 
Polling his reeking Dagger from the Boſoms 
Of gaſping Wretches ; th in every Quarter, 
With all that ſad Diſorder can produce, 

To make a Spectacle of Horrour; then, 

Then let us call to mind, my deareſt Friends, 

That there is nothing pure upon the Earth; 

That the moſt valu'd Things have motit Alloys, 
And that in Change of all thoſe vile Enormities, 
Under whoſe Weight this wretched Country laboure, 
ihe Means are only in cur Hands to crown them. 

Pier. Ard may thoſe Power: above, that are propiticus 
To gallant Minds, record this Cauſe and blets it. 

Ren. Thus happy, thus tecure f all we wiſli for, 
Should there, my Friends, be found among us one 
F-ife to this glorious Enterprize, what Fate, 

What Vengeance were enough for ſuch a Villain? 
EI. Death here, without Repentance Hell heeafter, 
. Ren. 
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Ren. Let that be my Lot, if, as here I ſtand, 
Liſted by Fate among her darling Sons, 
Tho? I had one only Brother, dear by all 
The ſtricteſt Ties of Nature; tho' one Hour 
Had given us Birth, one Fortune fed our Wants, 
One only Love, and that but of each other, 
Still fill'd our Minds: Could I have ſuch a Friend 
2 in this Cauſe, and had but Ground to fear 
e meant foul Play; may this right Hand drop from me, 
If I'd not hazard all my future Peace, 
And ſtab him to the Heart before you. Who? 
Who would do leſs? would'it thou not, Pierre, the ſame? 
Pier. You've ſingled me, Sir, out for this hard Queſtion, 
As if *twere ſtarted only for my Sake: 
Am I the thing you fear? Here, here's my Boſom, 
Search it with all your Swords: Am I a Traytor ? 
Ren. No: But I fear your late commended Friend 
Is little leſs: Come, Sirs, *cis now no Time 
To trifle with our Safety. Where's this Jaſier? 
Spin. He left the Room juſt now in ſtrange Diſorder, 
Ren. Nay, there is Danger in him: I obſerv'd him, 
During the Time I took for Explanation, 
He was tranſported from moſt deep Attention 
To a Confuſion which he could not ſmother. 
His Looks grew full of Sadneſs and Surprize, 
All which betray'd,s wavering Spirit in him, 
That labour'd with Reluctancy and Sorrow. 
What's requiſite for Safety muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution, he remains 
Yet in our Power: I for my own Part wear 
A Dagger 
Pier. Well. | 
- Ren. And I could wiſh it 
Pier, Where? | 
Ren. Bury'd in his Heart. 
Pier. Away; we're yet all Friend: ; 
No more of this, "twill brecd ill Blood amongſt us. 
Spin. Let us all draw our Swo: de and ſearch the Houſe, 
Pull him from the dark Hole where he ſit- broocing 
O'er his cold Fears, and each Man kill hi Share of him. 
Pier. Who talks of killing, who's be'li ſhed the Blood, 
| EE | 'T hat's 


or, A Plot Diſcover'd. 49 


That's dear to me? I 't you? or you, Sir? 
What, not one ſpeak ? How you ſtand gaping a'l 
On your grave Oracle, your wooden God there! 
Yet not a Word? Then, Sir, I'll tell y' a Secret; 
Suſpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue, [Je Ren, 
Ren, A Coward! Handles his Sword. 
Pier. Put up thy Sword, old Mao, 8 
Thy Hand ſhakes at it; come's let's heal this Breach; 
I am too hot: We yet may all live Friends. | 
Spin, Till we are ſafe, our Friendſhip cannot be ſo. 
Pier, Again! Who's that? 
Spin, TWas I. 
Theed. And I. 
Rew. And I. 
Eli, And all, 
Pen. Who are on my Side? 
Spin, Every honeſt Sword. 
Let's die like Men, and not be ſold like Slives, 
Pier. One ſuch Word more, by Heav'n I'll tothe Senate 
And hang ye all like Dogs, in Cluſters. 
Why peep your Coward Swords half out their Shells ? 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine? | 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing, 
Ren. Go to the Senate and betray us! haſte, 
Secure thy wretched Life; we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar'ſt be honeſt. 
Pier. That's rank Falſhood ; 
Fear'ſt not thou Death? Fie, there's a knaviſh Itch 
In that ſalt Blood, an utter Foe to Smarting. 
Had Jaffer's Wife prov'd kind, he'd fill been true, 
Favgh how that ſtinks? | 
Thou die! thou kill my Friend, or thou, or thou, 
With that lean, wither'd Face! 
Away; diſperſe all to your ſeveral Charges, 
And meet To- morrow where your Honour calls you; 
Pl bring that Man, whoſe Blood you ſo much thirſt for, 
And you ſhall ſee him venture for you fairly —— 
Hence, hence, 1 ſay. [ Exit Renault angrily, 
Spin, I fear we have been to blame, N 
And done too much. 
Zhecd. Twas too far urg'd againſt the Man you lov'd. 
| E Neu. 
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Rew. Here take our Swords, and cruſh them with your 
Spin, Forgive us, gallant Friend. (Feet, 
Pier. Nay, now you've found 

Z The Way to melt, and caſt me as you will: 

F I'll fetch this Friend, and give him to your Mercy: 

Nay, he ſhall die, if you will take him from me. 

For your Repoſe, I'll quit my Heart's beſt Jewel; 

But would not have him torn away by Villains, 

A ſpiteful Villany. | 
Spin. No, may you both. 

For ever live, and fill the World with Fame 
Pier. Now ye're too kind. Whence roſe all thisDiſcord ? 

Oh! What a dangerous Precipice have we ſcap'd! 

How near a Fall was all we'd long been building! 

What an eternal Blot had ſtain'd our Glories, 

Tf one, the braveſt and the beſt of Men, 

Had fall'n a Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion, 

Butcher'd by thoſe whoſe Cauſe he came to cheriſh ! 

Oh! could you know him all as I have known him, 

How good he is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 

You would not leave this Place till you had ſeen him; 

Humbled yourſelves before him, kiſs'd his Feet, 

And gain'd Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies, 


And to your Lowes me better recommend, 
That Pe preſerv'd your Fame, and ſav'd my Friend, 


Come but To-morrow, all your Doubts ſhall end, 
[Exeunt, 


2 


I... L 
Enter Jaffier and Belvidera. 


Taff. W Here doſt thou lead me? Every Step I move 
MethinksI tread upon ſome mangled Limb 

Of a rack'd Friend: O my charming Ruin! 

bere are we wandering ? : | 

Belv. To eternal Honour; "On 

{ou do a Dred ſhall chronicle thy Name, 

= Among the glorious Legends of thoſe few, 
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That have ſav'd finking Nations: Thy Renown 

Shall be the future Song of all the Virgins, 

Who by thy Piety have been preſerv'd 

From horrid Violation: Every Street 

Shall be adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 

And at thy Feet this great Inſcription written, 

Remember him that prop d the Fall of Venice. 
FZaff. Rather, remember him, who, after all 


The ſacred Bonds of Oaths and holier Friendſhip, 


In fond Compaſſion to a Woman's Tears, 
Forgot his Manhood. Virtue, Truth, and Honour, 
To ſacrifice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me? 

Belv. Oh! inconſtant Man! 
How will you promiſe! how will you deceive! 
Do, return back, replace me in my Bondage, 
Tell all thy Friends how dang'rouſly thou lov'ſt me, 
And let thy Dagger do its bloody Office. 
Oh! that kind Dagger, 7affier, how *twill look, 
Struck thro' my Heart,drench'd in my Blood to th* Hilt; 
Whilit theſe poor dying Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
No more torment thee, then thou wilt be free: 
Or, if thou think'ſt it robler, let me live, 
Till I'm a Victim to the hateful Luſt | 
Of that infernal Devil, that old Fiend, 


That's damn'd himſelf, and would unde Mankind. 


Laſt Night, my Love! 
Zaff. Name it not again: 
It ſhews a beaſtly Image to my Fancy, 


Will wake me into Madneſs. Ohl the Villain! 


That durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine, | 
On Terms ſo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Deſtruction, 


Fall on my coward Head, and make my Name 


The common Scorn of Fools, if I forgive him: 
If I forgive him! if 1 not reverge 
With utmoſt Rage, and moſt unliaying Fury, 
Thy Suffering, thou dear Darling of my Life. 
Belv. Delay no longer then, but to the Senate, 
And tell the diſmall'ſt Story ever utter'a: 
Tell 'em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd ; how near's the fatal Hour: 
E 2 Save 
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Save thy poor Country, ſave the reverend Blood 

Of all ite Nobles, which To- morrow's Dawn 

Muſt elſe fee ſhed: Save the poor tender Lives 

Of all thoſe little Infants, which the Swords 

Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment: 

Think thou already hear'ſt their dying Screams, 

Think that thou ſee'ſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 

Kneeling before thy Feet, and begging Pity. 

With torn diſhevel'd Hair, and l 3 

Their naked mangled Breaſts beſmear'd with Blood; 

Ayd even the Milk, with which their fondled Babes 

Sofily they huſh'd, dropping in Anguiſh from 'em : 

Think theu ſeeſt this, and then conſult thy Heart. 

aff, Oh! | 

_ Belv. Think too, if you loſe this preſent Minute 

What Miſeries the next Day brings upon thee, . 

Imagine all the Horrors of that Night. 

Murder and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 

Confus'dly raging: Think what then may prove 

My Lot; the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 

Ard*midit the Terror of the publick Ruin 

Do a damn'd Deed; perhaps may lay a Train 

To catch thy Life: Then where will be Revenge, 

The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Wrong: 

Faff. Byall Heav'n's Powers, prophetick Truth dwells 
in thee, | 

For every Word thou ſpeak'ſt ftrikes thro' my Heart, 

Like a new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander'd. 

Juſt what th'haſt made me, take me, Belvidera, 

And lead me to the Place where l'm to ſay 

This bitter Leſſon; where I muſt betray 

My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtancy, and Friends: 

Muſt I betray my Friend? Ah! take me quickly, 

Secure me well before that Thought's renew'd; 

If T relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. | 
Belv. Haſt thou a Friend more dear than Belvidera ? 
Ju. No; thou art my Soul itſelf, Wealth, Friendſhip, 

Honour; 

All preſent Joys, and Earneſt of all future, 

Are ſumm'd in thee: Methinks when in thy Arms, 

Thus leaning on thy Breaſt, one Minute's more Th 
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Than a long thouſand Years of vulgar Hours, 

Why was ſuch Happineſs not given me pure? 

Why daſh'd with cruel Wrongs, and bitter Warnings ? 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
To Sacrifice. Thus, in his fatal Garlands 

Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the Wanton ſkips and plays, 
Trots by th' enticing flat“ ring Prieſteſs" Side 
And, much tranſported with its little Pride, 
Forgets his dear Companions of the Plain; | 
"Till by her bound, he's on the Altar lain, | 
Yet then too hardly bleats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the Pain, ]. 


Enter Officer and. fix Guards. 


Of. Stand, who goes there? 


Belv. Friends. | 
Taff. Friends, Belvidera? hide me from my Friends; 


By Heav'n, I'd rather ſee the Face of Hell, 
Than meet the Man I love. 

Off. Bat what Friends are you? 

ZafF. Friends to the Senate and the State of Venice. 

Off. My Orders are to ſeize on all I find 
At this late Hour, and bring em to the Council, 
Who are now fitting. 

Jaff. Sir, you ſhall be obey'd. 
Hold, Brute, ſtand off, none of your Paws upon me: 
Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt. 

[ Exeunt guarded. 


SCENE I. The Senate-houſe. 


Where appear fitting the Dike of Venice, Priuli, Antonio, 
| and eight other Senators. 
Duke. Antony, Priuli, Senators of Venice, 
Speak, why are we aſſembled here this Night? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Venice Honour, or its Safety? 
Pri. Could Words expreſs the Story I've to tell yoo, 
Fathere, theſe Tears were uſeleſs, theſe fad Tears 
That fell from my old Eyes; but there is Cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe purple Robes, 


And wrap ourſelves in Sackcloth, fitting down 
B xj On 
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On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n: 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an Hour to come, 
E're Fenice be no more. 

Al] Sen. How! 

Pri. Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very Brink of gaping Ruin. 

Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy 

To maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 

Kindied and Friends, our Palaces and Temples 

To lay in Aſhes: Nay, the Hour too fix'd; 

The Sword's, for aught I know, drawne'en this Moment, 

And the wild Waſte begun, From unknown Hands 

J had this Warning: But, if we are Men, 

Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething . 

That may inform the World in After-ages, 5 

Our Virtue was not ruin'd, tho' we were. 4 Noiſe without, 
Room, Room, make Room for ſome Priſoners —— 
Sen. Let's raiſe the City. | 

Enter Officer and Guards, 

Pi, Speak there, What Diſturbance ? 

OH. Two Priſoners have the Guard ſeiz'd in the Streete, 
Who ſay; they come to inform this reverend Senate 
About the preſent Danger. | 

Enter }Jaffier and Belvidera guarded. 
All. Give 'em Enatrance——— Well, who are you? 
- Faf. A Villain. 
Ant. Short and pithy: 
The an ſpeaks well. 
Jaff. Would every Man, that hears me, 
Would deal fo honeſtly, and own his Title. 

Duke. "Tis rumour'd, that a Plot has been contriv'd 
Againſt this State; that you have a Share in't too. 

If you are a Villain, to redeem your Honour, 

Unfold the Truth, and be reſtor'd with Mercy. 
Feff. Think not that I to ſave my Life come hither: 

T know its Value better; but in Pity 

To all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Dooms 

Are fix'd and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you, 

The ſworn and covenanted Foe of Venice: 

But uſe me as my Dealings may deſerve, 


Aud I may prove a Friend. 
Duke, 


* 
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Duke, The Slave capitulates 
Give him the Tortures, 

Zaff. That you dare not do, 

Your Fear won't let you, nor the longing Itch 

'Fo hear a Story which you dread the From of: 

Truth, which the Fear of Smart ſhall ne'er get from me. 

Cowards are ſcar'd with Threat'nings ; Boys are whipt 
Into Confeſſions: But a ſteady Mind 

Acts of itſelf, ne'er afks the Body Counſel. 

Give him the Tortures! Name but ſuch a thing 

Again, by Heav'n I'll ſhut theſe Lips for ever. 

Not all your Racks, your Engines, or your Wheels, 

Shall force a Groan away ——that you may gueſs at. 

Ant. A bloody-minded Fellow I'Il warrant; 
A damn'd bloody-minded Fellow. 

Duke. Name your Conditions. 

Ja For myſelf full Pardon, | 
Beſides the Life of Two and Twenty Friends. 

[ Delivers a Li. 
Whoſe Names are here enroll'd: Nay, let their Crimes 
Be ne'er fo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths 
And ſacred Promiſe of this reverend Council, 
That in a fall Aſſembly of the Senate 
The Thing [ aſk be ratify'd. Swear this 
And Ill unfold the Secret of your Danger. 

All. We'll ſwear, | 
Dufte. Propoſe the Oath, 

Zaff. By all the Hopes 
You have of Peace and Happineſs hereafter, 

Swear, | 

All. We all ſwear. 

aff. To grant me what I've aſk'd, 
Ye ſwear? 

All. We ſwear. 

Faff. And, as ye keep the Oath, 

May you and your Poſterity be bleſs'd, 
Or curs'd for ever, 

All. Elſe be curs'd for ever. 

Zaff. Then here's the Liſt, and with't the fu! Diſcloſe 
Of all that threatens you, [ Delivers another Paper. 
Now, Fate, thou halt caught me. p 

| Mt, 
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Ant. Why, what a dreadful Catalogue of Cut-throats 
is here! I'll warrant you not one of theſe Fellows but 
has a Face like a Lion. I dare not ſo much as read their 
Names over, =, 

Duke. Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
To ſeize. theſe Men; their Characters are publick. 

The Paper intimates their Rendezvous 
To be at the Houſe of the fam'd Grecian Courtezan, 
Call'd Aquilina, ſee the Place ſecur'd. | 

Ant. What? my Nicky Nacky! Hurry, durry! Nicky 
Nachy in the Plot —— Tl make a Speech, Moſt Noble 
Senators, ' | | | 
What headlong Apprehenſions drive you on, 

Right, noble,. wiſe, and truly ſolid Senators, 

To violate the Laws and Rights of Nations? 
The Lady is a Lady of Renown: 
*Tis true, ſhe holds a Houſe of fair Reception, 

And, tho' I ſay't myſelf, as many more 

Can ſay as well as I. 

2. Sen, My Lord, long Speeches 

Are frivolous here, when Dangers are ſo near us; 
We all well know your Intereſt in that Lady; 
The World talks loud on't. 

Ant. Verily I have done; 

I fay no more. | 

Duke. But, ſince he has declar'd 
Himſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great Caution 
To treat the fair One as becomes her Character, 
And let her Bed-chamber be ſearch'd with Decency. 
You, Zaffer, muſt with Patience bear till Morning 
To be our Priſoner. | 
Ja. Would the Chains of Death 
Had bound me ſafe e're I had known this Minute, 

F ve done a Deed will make my Story hereafter 
Qaoted in Competition with all ill Ones: 

The Story of my Wickedneſs ſhall run 

Down thro' the low Traditions of the Vulgar, 
And Boys be taught to tell the Tale of Jaſſier. 

Dake. Captain, withdraw your Priſoner. 

Faff. Sir, if poſlible, 8 (me; 
Lead me where my own Thoughts themſelves may os 
| ere 
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Where I may doze on what I've left of Life, | 
Forget myſelf, and this Day's Guilt and Falſhood, 
Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I appeaſe thee! 
| | [Ex. guarded, Noiſe without, 

More Traytors; Room, Room, make Room there, 
Duke, How's this, Guards? | 
Where are our Guards? Shut up the Gates, the Treaſon's 
Already at our Doors. Enter Officer, 
OF. My Lords, more Traytors 
Seiz'd in the very Act of Conſultation; 
Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of Miſchief, 
Bring in the Priſoners, | | 
Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, and 
| other Conſpirators in Fetters. 
Pier. You, my Lords and Fathers 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourſelves) of Venice; 
If you ſit here to guide the Courſe of Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgraceful Chains upon the Limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in your Service? 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumph ye beſtow 
On thoſe that bring you Conqueſts Home, and Honours ? 
Duke. Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 
Ant. And be hang'd too I hope. | 
Pier. Are theſe the Trophies I've deſery'd for fighting 
Your Battles with confederated Powers? 
When Winds and Seas conſpir'd to overthrow you, 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling in your Palace, 
And ſaw your Wife, the? Adriatich, plough'd, - 
Like a lewd Whore, by bolder Prows than yours, 
Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetians 
The Taſk cf Honour, and the Way of Greatnel:? 
Rais'd you from your capitulating Fears, 
To ſtipulate the Terms cf ſu'd- for Peace ? 
And this my Recompence! If I'm a Tray tor, 
Produce my Charge; to ſhew the Wretch that's baſe 
And brave enough, or tell me I'm a Traytor. [enough, 
Duke. Know you one Faffier ! [All ile Conſp. murmur, 
Pier. Yes, and know his Virtue. | 55 
His juſtice, Truth, his general Worth, and Sufferings 


From a hard Father, taught me firſt to love him. 
5 | Enter 
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Enter Jaffier gaarded. 

Duke. See him brought forth. 

Pier, My Friend too bound! nay then 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we fall, 

Why droops the Man whoſe's Welfare's ſo much mine, 
They're but one thing? Theſe reverend Tyrants, Jaſſier, 
Call us Tray tors: Art thou one, my Brother: | 
Faß. To thee J am the falſeſt, verieſt Slave 

That e' er betray'd a generous, truſting Friend, 

And gave up Honour to be ſure of Ruin: | 
All our fair Hopes, which Morning was to have crown'd, 
Has this curs*'d Tongue o'erthrown. 

Pier. So, then all's over: | 
Venice has loſt her Freedom, I my Life; 

No more; farewel. 

Duke. Say; will you make Confeſſion | 
Of your vile Deeds, and truſt the Senate's Mercy? 
Pier. Curs'd be your Senate: Curs'd your Conſtitution 
The Curſe of growing Factions and Diviſions 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your publick Safety, 
And make the Robes of Government, you wear, 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 

Dake. Pardon, or Death! 

Piar. Death! honourable Death! 

Ren. Death's the beſt Thing we aſk, or you can give. 

All Conſb. No ſhameful Bonds, but honourable Death. 

Duke. Break up the Council: Captain, guard yaur 

Frilaners. —- 
7 affier, you're free, but theſe muſt wait for Judgment. 
[Ex. all the Senators. 

Pier. Come, where's my Dungeon? Lead me to my 
Tt will not be the firſt Time I have lodg'd hard (Straw : 
To do the Senate Service. 

Faff. Hold one Moment. | 

Pier. Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate? 
Preſumptuous Rebel — on — [Strikes Jaff. 

Fajf. By Heav'n, you ſtir not | | 
- I mutt be heard, I muſt have Leave to ſpeak : 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had not a Dagger done thee nobler Juſtice ? 
But uſe me as thou wilt, thou can'ſt not wrong — 

or 
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For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt Injuries; 
Yet look upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 
With Pity and with Charity behold me; 
Shut not thy Heart againſt a Friend's Repentance ; 
But, as there dwells a godlike Nature in thee, 
Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. 
Pier. What whining Monk art thou ? what holy Cheat 
'That would'ſt incroach upon my credulous Ears, 
And cant'ſt thus vilely ? hence: I know thee not; 
Diſſemble and be naſty : Leave, Hypocrite. 
Zaff. Not know me, Pierre 
Pier. No, know thee not; what art thou! 
Taff. Jaſſier, thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'dFriend ! 
Tho' now deſerv'dly ſcorn'd, and us'd muſt hardly. 
Pier. Thou Faſſier thou my once lov'd, valu'd Friend! 
By Heav'ns thou ly'ſt; the Man ſo call'd, my Friend, 
Was generous, honeſt, faithful, juſt, and valiant, 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perſon lovely, 
Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart: 
But thou a wretched, baſe, falſe, worthleſs Coward, 
Poor even in Soul, and loathſome in thy Aſpect: 
All Eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all Hearts deteſt thee, 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me, 
Like ſamething baneful, that my Nature's chill'd at. 
7 aff. I have not wrong'd thee, by theſe Tears I have not, 
But itill am honeſt, true, and, hope too, valiant; 
My Mind ſtill full of thee; therefore till noble. 
Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 
Deteſt me utterly : Oh! look upon me, 
Look back and Ge my ſad, ſincere Submiſſion ! 
How my Heart ſwells, as even *twould burſt my Boſom ; 
Fond of its Goal, and labouring to be at thee; 
What ſhall I do? what ſay to make thee hear me? 
Pier. Haſt not thou wrong'd me? dar*it thou call thyſelf 
That once lov'd, valu'd Friend of mine, 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong'd me? Whence theſe 
Chains? 
Whence the vile Death, which I may meet th's Moment; 
Whence thi: Diſhon« ur, but from thee, thou faite one? 
Ja. A s true, yet grant one thing, and I've done 
A king. 
Pier. What's that? | Taffe 
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Faß. To take thy Life on ſuch Conditions 
The Council have propos'd: Thou and thy Friends 
May yet live Jong, and to be better treated. | 
Pier. Life! aſk my Life! confe(s! record myſelf 
A Villain for the Privilege to breathe, | 1 
And carry up and down this curſed City 
A diſcontented and repining Spirit, 
Burdenſome to itſelf, a few Years longer, 
To loſe it, may be, at laſt in a lewd Quarrel 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thon art! 
No, this vile World and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better Terms than now, 
When only Men like thee are fit to live in't. 
FJaff. By all that's juſt | 
Pier. Swear by ſome other Powers, 


For thou haſt broke that ſacred” Oath too lately. 


Zaff. Then, by that Hell I merit, I'll not leave thee, 

Till to thyſelf at leaſt thou'rt reconcil'd, 

However thy Reſentment deal with me, 

Pier. Not leave me! | 
Jas. No; thou ſhalt not force me from thee : 

Uſe me reproachfully, and like a Slave; 

Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrongs 

On my poor Head; I'II bear it all with Patience, 

Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty: 

Lie at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho? they ſpurn me, 

Till, wounded by my Sufferings, thou relent, 

And raiſe me to thy Arms with dear Forgiveneſs. 
Per. Art thou not 
Faß. What? 
Pier. A Traytor ? 
FJaff. Yes. | 
Pier. A Villain? 

Taff. Granted, | | 
Pier. A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiritle!s, void of Honour, one who has ſold 
] by everlaſting Fame for ſhameleſs Life? 
TJ off. All, all, and more, much more: my Faults are 
numberleſs | 
Pier. And would'ſt thou have me live on Terms like 
thine ? 
Baſe as thou'rt falſe | Taff. 
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Faff. No; ' tis to me that's granted: 
The Safety of thy Life was all I aim'd at, 
In Recompence for Faith and Truſt ſo broken. 

Pier. I ſcorn it more, becauſe preſerv'd by thee : 
And as when firſt my fooliſh Heart took Pity 
On thy Misfortunes, ſought thee in thy Miſeries, 
Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 


Of Wretchedneſs, in which thy Fate had plung'd thee ; 


To rank thee in my Liſt of noble Friends; 
All I receiv'd, in Surety for thy Truth, 4 
Were unregarded Oaths ; and this, this Dagger, 
Given with a worthleſs Pledge thou ſince has ſtol'n. 
So I reſtore it back to thee again; 
Swearing by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt violated, 
Never from this curs'd Hour to hold Communion, 
Friendſhip, or Intereſt with thee, tho' our Years 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the World. | 
Take it——PFarewel——for now I owe thee nothing. 
Zaff. Say thou wilt live then. 
Pier. For my Life, diſpoſe it 
Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe *tis what I am tir'd with. 
Jaff. Oh Pierre! 
Pier. No more. | 
Jeff. My Eyes won't loſe the Sight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, and ake with Gazing. 


Pier. Leave me—Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee 


. from me; | 
And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee, [Exil. 
Jas. Amen. az 
He's gone, my Father, Friend, Preſerver, — 
And here's the Portion he has left me, Ho/ds the Dagger up. 
This Dagger : Well remember'd, with this Dagger 
I gave a ſolemn Vow of dire Importance ; 
Parted with this and Belvidera together. | 
Have a Care, Mem'ry drive that Thought no farther ; 
No, I'll eſteem it as a Friend's laſt Legacy, 
Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, 
Where it may grow acquainted with my Heart, 
That, when they meet, they ſtart not from each other. 
So, now for Thinking : A Blow, call'd Traytor, Villain, 
Coward, diſhonourable Coward, fough ! - 4 
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Oh ! for a long ſound Sleep, and ſo forget it? 

Down, buſy Devil. TS. 
Enter Belvidera, 


Belv. Whither ſhall I fly? 
Where hide me and my Miſeries together? 
Where's now the Roman Conſtancy I boaſted ? 
Sunk into trembling Fears and Deſperation ! 
Not daring now to look up to that dear Face 
Which us'd to ſmile, even on my Faults, but, down 
Bending theſe miſerable Eyes to Earth, 3 
Muſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy. 
Faff. Mercy ! kind Heav'n 5 ſurely endleſs Stores 
Hoarded for thee, Bleſſings yet untaſted: 
Let Wretches, loaded hard-with Guilt, as I am, 
Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the Burden, 
Creep with a Remnant of that Strength th' have left, 
Before the Footſtool of that Heav'n th' have injur'd. 
Oh! Belwidera ! I'm the wretched'ſt Creature | 
E'er crawl'd on Earth: Now, if thou'aſt Virtue, help me, 
Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Peace 
To my divided Soul, that wars within me, ; 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion : 
By Heav'n I'm tottering on the very Brink 
Of Peace; and thou art all the Hold I've left. 
Belo. Alas! I know thy Sorrows are moſt mighty; 
I know th' haſt Cauſe to mourn, to mourn, my 7affer, 
With endleſs Cries, and never-ceafing Wailing ; 
Thou'aſt loſt | | 
Zaff. Oh! I've loft what can't be counted; 
My Friend too, Belwidera, that dear Friend, 
Who, next to thee, was all my Health rejoic'd in, 
Has us'd me like a Slave, ſhamefu'ly us dme: 
* T would break thy pit; ing Heart to hear the Story. 
What ſhall I do? Reſentment, Indignation, 
Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong'd him, 
Diſtract my Quiet with the very Thought on't, 
And tear my Heart to Pieces in my Boſom. _ 
Belw. What has he done? 33 
Ja « Thou'dſt hate me, ſhou'd I tell thee. 


5 


eto. Why ? | | eee 
Ja. Oh! he has us'd me! yet by Heav'n Le; 
27 . e 
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He has us'd me, Belwidera But firſt wear 
That, when I've told thee, thou wilt not loath me utter!y, 
Tho' vileſt Blots and Stains appear upon me; 
But ſtill at leaſt, with charitable Goodneſs, _ 
Be near me in the Pangs of my Affliction; 
Nor ſcorn me, Belwidira, as he has done. 
 Betv. Have I then e' er been falſe, that now I'm 
doubted ? | 
Speak, what's the Cauſe, I'm grown into Diſtruſt? 
Why —_ unfit to hear my Love's Complaining ? 
aff. Oh! Prog | 


Bev. Term; on 5 

Zaff. Bear my Failings, for they're many, 
Oh! my dear Angel! in that Friend Ive loſt 
All my Sou!'s Peace ; for every Thought of him 
Strikes my Senſe bard, and deads it in my Brains ; 
Wou'd'tt thou believe it? mw 

Belv. Speak. | 

Zaff. Before we parted, ey + Rl 
E're yet his Guards had led him to his Prifon, 
Full of ſevereſt Sorrows for his Sufferings, 
With Eyes o'erflowing, and a bleeding Heart, 
Humbling myſelf almoſt beneath my Nature, 
As at his Feet I kneel'd, and ſu'd for Mercy; 
Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the Dearneſs 
In which we've liv'd ſo many Yeers together, 
With a reproachful Hand he daſh'd a Blow: 
He firuck nie, Befvidera, by Heav'n he ſtruck me! 
Buffeted, call'd me Traytor, Villain, Coward.” 
Am I a Coward? Am Ia Villain? Tell me: g 
J h'art the beſt Judge, and mad'ſt me, if 1 am ſo. 
Damnation; Coward. 
_ Belv. Oh! forgive him, J 5 
And, if his Sufferings wound thy Heart already, 
What will they do To-morrow ? 

505 Hah ! | 

Bey. To-morrow, | | 
When thou ſhalt ſee him ſtretch'd in all the Agonies 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful Death ; 
His bleeding Bowels, and his broken Limbs, 

Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain, 

| F 2 
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What will thy Heart do then! Oh! ſure twill ſtream 
1275 * Eyes now. 

What means thy dreadful Story ? 
pod and To- morrow? Broken Limbs and Bowels ? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 
Bu all my Fears I ſhall ſtart out to Madneſs 

With bravely gueſſing, if the Truth's hid longer. 

Belv. The faithleſs Senators, tis they've decree it: 
They ſay, according to our F riends Requeſt, | 
They ſhall have Death, and no ignoble 2 : 
Declare their promis'd Mercy all as forfeited : 

Falſe to their Oaths, and deaf to Interceſſion; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick Death Lo- morrow. 

Faff. Death! doom'd to die! condemn'd unheard! 

unpleaded ! 

Belv. Nay, cruel'fl Racks and Torments are preparing 
To force Confeſſion from their dying Pangs. 

Oh! do not look fo terribly upon me ! 
How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diforder'd! 
What means my Love? 
Faff. Leave me, I charge thee leave me Strong 
Temptations 
Wake in my Heart. 1 

Belv. For what? Eo 16 3A 

Zaff. No more, but leave me. 1 1 0 

Belæ. Why 

 Faff, Oh ! by Heay' n love i, that Fondneb, 
I would not have thee ſtay. a Moment longer, - -:;.1 
Near theſe 5 'd Hands: Are they not cold upon thee ? 

[ Pulls the Dagger balf out of his Boſom, 
an puts it back again. 
Bel. No, everlaſting Comfort's in thy Arms. 
To lean thus on thy Breaſt is ſofter Eaſe, 
Than downy Pillows deck'd on Leaves of Roſes. 
Faff Alas! thou think'ſt not of the Thorns tis fill'd 
with: 
Fly, e're they gaul thee: There's a lurking Serpent 
Ready to leap, and ſſ ing thee to the Heart: | 
Art thou not terrify d? 15 | 
' Betv. No. 4 ' a! 13 1 
Ja ft. Call to M ind 


/ 


What 
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What thou haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me. 
Belv. Ha!! n (Miſchief ? 
Taff. Where's my Friend? my Friend, thou ſmiling 

Nay ſhrink not, now tis too late, thou ſhould'ſt have fled 

When thy Guilt firſt had Cauſe ; for dire Revenge 

Is up, and raging for my Friend. He groans ! 

Hark how he groans, his Screams are in my Ears 

 Alrefdy ; fee, they've fix d him on the Wheel, 

And now they tear him — Murder! perjur'd Senate 

Murder—oh !—hark thee, Traitreſs, thou haſt done this; 

Thanks to thy Tears, and falſe' perſuading Love. 

How her Eyes ſpeak ! O thou bewitching Creature ! 

| | [ Fumbling for his Dagger. 

Madneſs can't hurt thee : Come thow little Trembler, 

Creep even into my Heart, and there lie ſafe ; | 

' Fis thy own Citadel——-hah —— yet ſtand off, 

Heav'n muſt have Juſtice, and my broken Vows 

Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching Mercy ; 

F1l wink, and then 'tis done = 
Belv. What means the Lord — 

Of me, my Life and Love? What's in thy Boſom 

Thou graſp'ſt at ſo? Nay, Why am I thus treated? 

| [Draws the Dagger, offers to ſtab her. 

What wilt thou do? Ah! do not kill me, Fafrer - 

Pity theſe panting Breaſts, and trembling Limbs, 

"That us'd to claſp thee when thy Looks were milder, 

That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul; 

And plunge it not into eternal Darkneſs. 

Zaff. No, Belvidera, when we parted laſt, 

J gave this Dagger with thee, as in Truſt, 

To be thy Portion, if I e'er prov'd falſe. 

On ſuch Condition was my Truth believ'd: 

But now 'tis forfeited, and muſt be paid for. 

| [Offers to ſtab her again. 
Belv. Oh! Mercy! [ Knee,ing. 
7aff. Nay, no Struggling. 

Belu. Now then kill me, | 

| 5 [ Leaps upon his Neck, and kiſſes him. 

While thus I cling about thy cruel Neck, 

Kiſs thy revengeful Lips, and die in Joys 

Greater than any I can gueſs hereafter. 
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Zaff. lam, I am a Coward, witneſs't Heav'n, 

Witneſs it, Earth, and ev'ry Being witneſs: 

"Tis but one Blow ! Yet, my immortal Love, 

J cannot longer bear a Thought to harm-thee. 
[ He throws away the Dagger, and embraces her. 

The Seal of Providence is ſure upon thee ; | 

And thou wert born for yet unheard of Wonders: 

Oh ! thou wert either born to ſave or damn me. 

By all the Powers that's given thee o'er my Soul, 

By thy reſiſtleſs Tears and conquering Smiles, 

By the viddorious Love that ſtill waits on thee ; 

Fly to thy cruel Father, ſave my Friend, 

Er all our future Quiet's loſt for ever. 

Fall at his Feet, cling round his reverend Knees : 

Speak to him with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears 

Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, 

Cruſh him in th' Arms, torture him with thy Softnels ; 


Nor, till thy Prayers are granted, fet him free, 
But conquer him as thou haſt conquer'd me. Ex. 


— —_— _ * — — _— 


ACT. V. SCENE I. 
Enter Priuli ſolus. 


Pri. H Y, cruel Heav'n, have my unhappy Days 
| Been lengthen'd to this ſad one? Oh! Dit. 
And deathleſs Infamy is fall'n upon me. (honour 


Was it my Fault? Am I a Traytor ? No. 

But then, my only Child, my Daughter wedded ; 
There my beſt Blood runs foul, and a Piſeaſe 
Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my Memory, 

To make it rot and ſtink to After ages. 

Curs'd be the fatal Minute when J got her; 

Or would that I'd been any thing but Man, 

And rais'd an Iſſue which would ne'er have wrong'd me. 
The miſerableſt Creatures (Man excepted) | 
Are not the leſs eſteem'd, tho' their Pollerity 
Degenerate from the Virtues of their Fathers : 
Ihe vilcſt Beaſts are happy in their Offsprings, 


* 


While 
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While only Man gets Traitors, Whores, and Villains, 
Curs'd be the Name, and ſome ſwift Blow from Fate 
Lay his Head deep, where mine may be forgotten. 
Enter Belvidera in a long Mourning Veil. 

Belv. He's there, my Father, my inhuman Father 
That for three Years has left an only Child | 
Expos'd to all the Outrages of Fate, | 
And cruel Ruin! oh !-— | 

Pri. What Child of Sorrow | © 
Art. thou that com'ſt thus wrapt in Weeds of Sadneſs, 
And mov'ſt as if thy Steps were towards a Grave? 

Belv. A Wretch who from the very Top of Happineſs 
Am fallen into the loweſt Depths of Miſery, —_ 
And want your pitying Hand to raiſe me up again. 

Pri. Indeed * talk'ſt as thou hadſt taſted Sorrows ; 
Would I could help thee. © 

Beto. Tis greatly in your Power: 

The World too ſpeaks you charitable ; and I, 

Who ne'er aſk'd Alms before, in that dear Hope 

Am come a Begging to you, Sir. h | 
Pri. For what? 

Belv. Oh ! well regard me, in this Voice a ſtrange one? 
Conſider too, when Beggars once'pretend | 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. 

Pri. What would'ſt thou beg for? X 

Betv. Pity and Forgiveneſs. [ Throws up her Veil. 
By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 

Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love, 

Pri, My Daughter! 

Belu. Ves, your Daughter, by a Mother 
Virtuous and ngþle, faithful to your Honour, 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 

Dear to your Arms, By all the Joys ſhe gave you, 
When in her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me; in my Face behold 

The Lineaments of her's you've kiſs'd ſo often, 
Pleading the Cauſe of 'your poor caſt-off Child, 

Pri. 'Thou art my Daughter. 

Belv. Yes——and you've oft told me 
With Smiles of Love and chaſte paternal Kiſſes, 

I'd much Reſemblance of my Mother, 
Pri, Oh! Hadſt 


| 
| 
: 
' 
| 
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Hadſt thou inherited her matchleſs Virtues, 
I'ad too been bleſs' d. 
Belo. Nay, do not call to Memory 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 
Into your Heart, and quite deface the Impreſſion. 
For could you think how mine's perplex'd, what Sadneſs, 
Fears and Deſpairs diſtract the Peace within me, 


Oh!] you would take me into your dear, dear Arms, 
Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your young One, 


'To ſhelter me _ a protecting g Wing, 
er d Storm, that's juſt, juſt breaking. 

Pri. Don't ta — thus, . | 
Belv. Yes I muſt, and pou muſt hear too. 

J have a Huſband. 
Pri. Damn him. 
Belv. Oh! do not curſe him ; 

He would not ſpeak ſo hard a Word towards you, 

On any Terms, howe'er he deal with me. 
Pri. Ha! what means my Child? 
Belv, Oh! there's but this ſhort Moment 

Twixt me and Fate: Yet ſend me not with Curſes 

Down to my Grave; afford me one kind Bleſſing 

Before we part: Juſt take me in your Arms, 

And recommend me with a Prayer to Heav'n, 

That I may die in Peace, and when I'm dead 
Peri. How my Soul's catch'd |! 
Belv. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 

By the dear Aſhes of my tender Mother. | 

She would have pitied a had Fate yet ſpar'd her 
Pri. By Heav'n, my aking Heart forebodes much 

Miſchief. 

Tell me thy Story, for I'm ſtill thy Father, 
Belv. No, I'm ſtill contented. 
Pri. Speak, N 

Belv. No Matter. 

Pri. Tell me. 
By yon 12 Heav'n, my Heart runs o'er with Fond- 
neſs 
Belv. Oh! 
Pri. Utter' A 
Belv. Oh! my Huſband, my dear Huſband, 
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Carries a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, 
To pierce the Heart of your poor Belvidera. 
Pri. Kill thee ! | | 
Belv. Ves, kill me. When he paſs'd his Faith | 
And Covenant againſt your State and Senate, 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for his Truth: 
With me a Dagger, and a dire Commiſſion, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it thro* this Boſom. 
] learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Love 
T'attempt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleſs'd me with Succeſs ; 
He came, confeſs'd, berray'd his deareſt Friends 
For promis'd Mercy. Now they're doom d to ſuffer, 
Gall'd with Remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loſt, he vows t'a e the Gods | 
With this poor Life, and make my Blood th' Atonement, 
Pri. Heav'ns! clans ic] | 
Beiv. Think you ſaw what paſs'd at our laſt Parting : 
Think you beheld him like a raging Lion, Lott 
Pacing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps. 
Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain: - 
Of burning Fury : Think you faw his one Hand 
Fix'd on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 
Graſp'd a keen threat'ning er; Oh ! 'twas thus 
We laſt embrac'd, when, trembling with Revenge, 
He dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented horrid Death; cry'd out, My Friends. 
Whew * my Friends? ſwore, wept, rag' d, threaten'd, 
loud; HO MRP EEC exe 47 ** 8 


- 


For ke yet lov'd, and that dear Love preſerv'd me, 
To this laſt Trial of a Father's Pit. 
I fear not Death, but cannot bear a Thought 
That that dear Hand ſhould do th' unfriendly Office. 
If I was ever then your Care, now hear me; | 
Fly to the Senate, ſave the promis'd Lives e 
Of his dear Friends, e' re mine be made the Sacrifice 
Pri. Ch! my Heart's Comfort | 
Belv. Will you not, my Father? | 
Weep not, but anſwer me. 8 
Pri. By Heav'n J will. WS: 
Not one of 'em but what ſhall be immortal. 


Canſt 
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Canſt thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 
I'll henceforth be indeed a Father; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life, 
Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondneſs o'er thee : 
Peace to thy Heart, Farewel. e 
Belv. Go, and remember 
Tis Belvidera's Life her Father pleads for. Ex. ſeverally. 


pet Enter Antonio, 
Hum, hum, hah! | 
Signor Priuli, my Lord Priu/i, my Lord, my Lord, my 
Lord : Now we Lords love to call one another by our 
Titles, My Lord, my Lord, my Lord—Pox on him, 
I am a Lord as well as he. And fo let him fiddle — 
I'll warrant him he's gone to the Senate-houſe, and 
Fll be there too, ſoon enough for ſome body. Odd 
here's a tickling Speech about the Plot, I'll prove there's 
a Plot with 'a Vengeance, Would I had it without 
Book; let me ſe - . ———5 

Moſt Reverend Senators, of: 
That there is a Plot, ſurely, by this Time, no Man that 
hath Eyes or Underſtanding in his Head will prefume to 
doubt ; tis as'plain as the Light in the Cucumber 
no hold there Cucumber does not come in yet 
tts as plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man 
in the Moon, even at Noon-day. It is indeed a Pumkin- 
Plot, which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gather'd, 
and now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, 
ſhall we throw it like a pickled Cucumber out at the 
Window? No: T hat it is not only a bloody, horrid, exe- 
crable, damnable, and audacious Plot, but it is, as I 
may ſo ſay, a ſaucy Plot: And ue all know, moſt Re- 
verend Fathers, that what is Sauce for a Gooſe, is Sauce 
for a Gander: Therefore. I ſay, as thoſe bloo1-thirſty 
Ganders of the Conſpiracy would have deſtroyed us 
Geeſe of the Senate, let us make haſte to deſtroy them; 
ſo I humbly move for Hanging —— Hah ! hurry, durry 
l think this.will do; though I was ſomething out 
at firſt, about the Sun and the Cucumber. 
Enter Aquilina, 
Aqui, Good-morrow, Senator. 


Ant. 
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Aut. Nacky, my dear Nacky ; Morrow, Nacky, odd I 
am very briſk, very merry, very pert, very jovial —— 
 haaaaa kiſs me, Nacky ; how doſt thou do, m 
little tory rory Strumpet? kiſs me, I ſay, Huſſy, kits 


me. 

a Kiſs me, Nacky ! hang you, Sir Coxcomb, hang 

ou, Sir, 

7 Ant. Haity taity, is it ſo indeed? With all my Heart, 
Faith—— Hey, then up go we, Faith Hcy, an up go 
abe, dum dum derum — | [ Sings. 

Aqui. Signor. W 

Ant. Madona. 

2 Do you intend to die in your Bed? 

** 


t. About threeſcore Years hence much may be 


done, my Dear. 
Agui. You'll be hang'd, Signor. | 
Aut. Hang'd, Sweet heart, prithee be quiet; hang'd 
uoth a, that's a merry Conceit with all my Heart; why 
thou jokꝰſt, Se thou art given to Joking, I'll ſwear; 
well, I proteſt, Nacky, nay, I muſt proteſt, and will pro- 
teſt, that I love gy early, Man. And I love thee 
for Joking, and [I'll kiſs thee for Joking. and towſe thee 
for Joking ; and odd, I have a deviliſh Mind to take thee 
aſide about that Buſineſs for Joking too, odd J have; and 
Hey, then up go we, dum dum derum dump, [ Sings. 
Aqui. See you this, Sir? [ Draws a Dagger. 


Ant. O Laud, a Dagger! Oh! Laud! it is naturally 


my Averſion, I cannot endure the Sight on't ; hide it 

for Heaven's ſake, I cannot look that Way till it be gone 
ide it, hide it, oh! oh! hide it. 

Aqui. Yes, in your Heart I'll hide it. | 

Ant. 2 Heart! what hide a Dagger in my Heart's 

Blood! 

Agui. Ves, in thy Heart, thy Throat, thou pamper'd 


Devil; 


Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my Peace, and I'll have Ven- 


eance 
On thy curs'd Life, for all the bloody Senate, 
The perjur'd faithleſs Senate: Where's my Lord, 
My N my Love, my God, my Heroe, 
Doom'd by thy accurſed Tongue among the reſt, * 
| a 


| 
| 
f 
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T* a ſhameful Nack? By all the Rage that's in me, 
I' be whole Years in murdering thee. 

Ant. Why, Nachy, 

Wherefore 10 paſſionate? What have I done ? What $ the 
Matter, my dear Nacky ? Am not I thy Love, thy Hap- 
pineſs, thy Lord, thy Heroe, thy Senator, and every 
thing in the. World, Nacky. 

Aqui, Thou! think'f thou, thou art fit to meet my 
To bear the eager Claſps of my Embraces ? [Joys ; 
Give me Pierre, or 

Ant. Why, he's to be hon 'd, little Nacky ; 


Truſs'd up for Treaſon, and fo forth, Child. 


Aqui. Thou ly'ſt; ſtop down thy Throat that helliſh 
Sentence, 
Or 'tis thy laſt : Swear tha my Love ſhall r 
Or thou art dead, 
Ant. Ah! hhh. 
Aqui, Swear to recall his Doom; 
Swear at my Feet, and tremble at my Fury. 
Ant. I do; now if ſhe would but kick a little bit, one 


Ah! h h h. [Kick now. 
Aqui. Swear, or- 
Ant. I do by theſe Jour fragrant Foots [ Nacky 
And little Toes, ſweet as, e e e e, my Nacky, Neck 
Aqui. How! © [and Troth. 


Wo, Nothing but untie thy Shoe-ſtrings a little, Faith 
Thats all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nach, that's all. 

Aqui. then- 

pa; Hold. hold; thy Love, thy Lord, thy Heroe 
Shall be preſerv d and ſafe. ; 

Zquis Or may this Poniard 


| Ruft in thy Heart. 


Ant. With all my! Soul. 

Aqui. Farewel. | Ex. Aquil. 

425 Adieu: Why what a bloody- minded inveterate 
termagant Strumpet have I been plagu d with! oh! h h! 
Vet more nay, then I die, I die I am dead alread L 

[Stretches out himſelf. 
Enter Jafher. 
Taff Final DeſtruQon ſeize on all the World, 


Bend down, ye Heav'ns, and, ſhutting round this Earth, 


Cruſh 
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Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion n: 
Scorch it with elemental Flames to one curs'd Cinder, ' 
And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men, } 
Burn, burn to nothing: But let Venice burn 
Hotter than all the reſt: Here kindle Hell, 
Ne'er to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 
Groan here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 
Enter Pelvidera. 
Belv. My Life 5 Meeting him. 
Faß. My Plague — [ Zurning from her, 
Belv. Nay, then I ſee my Ruin: 
If I muſt die! g 
7Zaff. No, Death's this Day too buſy; 
Thy Father's ill-tim'd Mercy came too late. 
J thank thee for thy Labours tho*, and him too: 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy Friends 
Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black Hour; 
And yet I live. | ON 
Belo. Then be the next my Doom: 
I ſee thou haſt paſs'd my Sentence in thy Heart, 
And Ill no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient Patience 
Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs 'em when they wound me. 
Indeed I am. willing, but I beg thee do it 
With ſome Remorſe ; and, when thou giv'ſt the Blow, 
View me with Eyes of a relenting Love, 
And ſhew me Pity, for 'twill ſweeten Juſtice, 
Taff. Shew Pity to thee ? 
| _ Betv. Ves, and when thy Hands, 
Charg'd with my Fate, come trembling to the Deed. 
As thou haſt done a Thouſand Thouſand dear Times 
To this poor Breaſt, when kinder Rage has brought thee, 
When our ſtung. Hearts have leap'd to meet each other, 
And melting Kiſſes ſeal'd our Lips together; 
When Joys have left me gaiping in thy Arms : 
So let my Death come now, and [I'll not ſhrink from't. 
Zaff. Nay, Bebvidera, do not fear my Cruelty, 
Nor letithe Thoughts of Death perplex thy Fancy; 
But anſwer me to what J ſhall demand, 
With a firm Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 
Belv, I will when Tve-done EF: 


Faß 


1 
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Taff. Fie, no more on't — 4 
How long is't ſince that miſerable Day 


We wedded firſt ? 5 7 


Belv. Oh! h h! 
245 Nay, keep in thy Tears, 

Leſt they unman me too. l 
Belv. Heav'n knows I cannot; 55 

The Words you utter ſound ſo very ſadly, 

The Streams will follow 
Zaff. Come Ill kiſs em dry then. 

Belv. But was't a miſerable Day ? 
Faff. A curs'd one. 
Belw. I thought it otherwiſe ; and you've oft ſworn, 

In the tranſporting Hours of warmeſt Love, 

When ſure you ſpoke the Truth, you've ſworn you bleſs'd 
Zaff. 'T'was a raſh Oath. (it. 
Belv. Then why am I not curs'd too? 

Faff. No, Belvidera, by th' eternal Truth, 


I doat with too much Fondnefſs. 


Belw. Still ſo kind! 
Still then do you love me ? 
Faff. Nature, in her Workings, 
Inclines not with more Ardour to Creation, 
'Than I do now towards thee: Man ne'er was bleſs'd, 
Since the firſt Pair met, as I have been, 
Belv. Then ſure you will not curſe me? 
Zaff. No, I'll bleſs thee. | 
I came on Purpoſe, Belvidera, to bleſs thee. 
? Tis now, I think, three Years we've liv'd together. 
Belv. And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 
Till reverend grown, for Age and Love, we go 
Down to one Grave, as our laſt Bed together; 
There ſleep in Peace, till an eternal Morning. 
Taff. When will that be? [Sighing. 
Belv. I hope long Ages hence. 
7aff. Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
Thy very Fears) us'd thee with tender'ſt Love? 
Did e'er my Soul rife up in Wrath againſt thee? 
Did I e'er frown when Belwidera ſmil'd ? 
Or, by the leaſt unfriendly Word, betray 
Abating Paſſion ? Have I ever wrong'd thee? _ 
Belv, No. Taff. 


_” 
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Jag. Has my Heart, or have my Eyes ever wander'd 
To any other Woman? 
Belv, Never, never—lI were the worſt of falſe Ones, 
ſhould I accuſe thee. 
I own I've been too happy, bleſs'd above 
My Sex's Charter. 
| Zaff. Did I not ſay I came to bleſs thee ? 
Betlv. Ves. | | 
Zaff. Then hear me, bounteous Heav'n; 
Pour down your Bleſſings on this bounteous Head, 
Where everlaſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand: Let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety always hover round her ; 
Feed her with Plenty, let her Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning : 
Crown all her Days with Joy, her Nights with Reft, 
Harmleſs as her own Thoughts ; and prop her Virtue, 
To bear the Loſs of one that too much lov'd; 
Ard comfort her with Patience in our Parting. 
Belv. How, Parting, Parting ! 
Ja. Yes, for ever Parting ; 
J have ſworn, Belwvidera, by yon Heav'n, 
That beſt can tell how much { loſe, to leave thee, 
We part this Hour for ever. 
Belv., Oh! call back 
Your cruel Bleſſing; ſtay with me and curſe me! 
Zaff. No, tis reſolv d. 
Belv Then hear me too, juſt Heav'n: 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never-ceafing Vengeance; let Deſpair, 
Danger, and Infamy, nay all, ſurround me; 
Starve me with Wantings ; let my Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace, 
But daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors 
Wild as my own Thoughts now, and let looſe Fury 
To make me mad enough for what I loſe, | | 
If I muſtloſe him. If I muſt ? I will not. 
Oh ! turn and hear me! 
7aff. Now hold, Heart, or never. 
Belv. By all the tender Days we've liv'd together, 
By all our charming Nights, and Joys that crown'd 'em, 
G 2 Pity 
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. Pity my ſad Condition; ſpeak, but ſpeak. 


FJaf. OI hh! 

Belw. By theſe Arms that now cling round thy Neck, 
By this dear Kiſs, and by Ten-thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes 

Zaf. Murder! unhold me: | 
By th' immortal Deſtiny that doom'd me 

| [ Draws bis Dagger. 
To this curs'd Minute, I'll not live one longer; 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fall 

Belv. Hold, Sir, be patient. 

Taff. Hark, the diſmal Bell [ Paſſing- Bell tolls. 


"Tolls out for Death! I muſt attend its Call too; 


For my poor Friend, my dying Pierre, expects me g 


He ſent a Meſſage to require I'd fee him 


Before he dy'd, and take his laſt Forgiveneſs, 


Fare wel, for ever. 


Belv. Leave thy Dagger with me. 
Bequeath me ſomething Not one Kiſs at Parting ? 
Oh! my poor Heart, when wilt thou break ? | 
[ Going out, looks back at her, 


'T aff. Yet ſtay. 

We have a Child as yet a tender Infant; 

Be a kind Mother to him when I am gone, 

Breed him in Virtue and the Paths of Honour, 

But let bim never know his Father's Story ; 

I charge thee guard him from the Wrongs my Fate 

May do his future Fortune, or his Name. 

Now—— nearer yet. [ Approaching each other, 

Ch! that my Arms were riveted | 

Thus round thee ever ! But my Friends! my Oath ! 

This, and no more. [ Ki/es her, 
Belv. Another, ſure another, 

For that poor little One you've ta'en ſuch Care of, 

Pl give't him truly. ES 
Faff. So now Farewel, 
Belv. For ever? | 
Zaff. Heav'n knows for ever; all good Angels guard, 

thee. | [ Exit, 

Belv. All ill ones ſure had Charge of me this Moment. 

Curs'd be my Days, and doubly curs'd my Nights, * 
C 5 | Whic 
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Which I muſt now mourn out in widow'd Tears: 
Blaſted be every Herb, and Fruit, and Tree : 
Curs'd be the Rain that falls upon the Earth, 
And may the general Curſe reach Man and Beaſt ; 
Oh! give me Daggers, Fire or Water: 
How I could bleed, how burn, how drown, the Waves 
Huzzing and boming round my finking Head, 
Till I deſcended to the peaceful Bottom ! 4 
Oh ! there's all Quiet, here all Rage and Fury ; 
The Air's too thin, and pierces my weak Brain; 
T long for thick ſubſtantial Sleep : Hell ! Hell! 
Burſt from the Center, rage and roar aloud, 
If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am, 
Enter Priuli and Servants. 
Who's there ? They ſeize her, 
Pri. Run, ſeize, and bring her ſafely Home, 
Guard her as you would Life: Alas, poor Creature ! 
_ Belv. What to my Huſband? then conduct me quickly; 
Are all Things ready ? Shall we die moſt gloriouſly ; 
Say not a Word of this to my old Father : 
Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and ſpringing Flowers. 
Lutes, Laurels, Seas of Milk, and Ships of Amber, [Ex. 
SCENE opening diſcovers a Scaffold, and a Wheel 
prepared for the Executing of Pierre ; then enter Officers, 
Pierre and Guards, a Friar, Executioner, and a great 
Rabble. BP 
Offi. Room, Room there ſtand all by, make Room 
for the Priſoner. 
Pier. My Friend not yet come ? 
Friar. Why are you ſo obſlinate? 
Pier, Why you ſo troubleſome, that a poor Wretch can't 
die in Peace, 1 
But you, like Ravens, will be croaking round him ? — 
Friar. Yet Heav'n 
Pier. I tell thee, Heav'n and Iare Friends: 
I ne'er broke Peace with't yet by cruel Murders, 
Rapine or Perjury, or vile Deceiving: | 
But liv'd in moral Juſtice towards all Men ; 
Nor am a Foe to the moſt ſtrong Believers, 


Howe'er my own ſhort-fighted Faith confine me, 
EF om O04 8 Friar. 
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Friar. But an All-ſeeing Judge 
. Pier. Vou ſay my Conſcience 
Muſt be my Accuſer: I have ſearch'd that Conſcience, 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 
Friar. "Tis ſtrange you ſhould want Faith, 
Pier. You want to lead 
My Reaſon blind-fold, like a hamper'd Lion, 
Check'd of its nobler Vigour; then, when bated 
Down to obedient Tameneſs, make it couch, 
And ſhew ſtrange Tricks, which you call Signs of Faith, 
So filly Souls are gull'd, and you get Money. | 
Away, no more: Captain, Fd have hereafter 
This Fellow write no Lyes of my Converſion, 
Becaufe he has crept upon my troubled Hours, 
Enter Jaffier. | 
Ja. Hold: Eyes be dry; 
Heart ſtrengthen me to bear 
7 his hideous Sight, and humble me: Take 
The laſt Forgiveneſs of a dying Friend, 
Betray'd by my vile Falſhood to his Ruin. 
Oh! Pierre? 
Pier. Vet nearer, 
Taff. Crawling on my Knees, 
And proſtrate on the Earth, let me approach thee: 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd Face, 
That alway us'd to ſmile with Friendſhip on me; 
It darts an Air of fo much manly Virtue, 
That I, methinks, look little in thy Sight, 
And Stripes are fitter for me than Embraces. 55 
Pier. Dear to my Arms, tho' thou'ſt undone ny c 
I can't forget to love thee: Prithee, Faffer, 


Forgive that filthy Blow my Paſſion dealt thee ; 


I am now preparing for the Land of Peace, 

And fain would have the charitable Wies 

Of all good Men, like thee, to bleſs my journey. .  . 

aff. Good! I am the vileſt C reature, worſe than e' er 

Suffer d the ſhameful Fate thou' rt going to tafle f. 

Why was [ ſent for to be us'd thus kindly ? 

Call, call me Villain, as Tam; deſcribe ' 

The foul Complexion of my hateful Deeds: 5 

Lead me to th' Rack, and ſlreteh me in thy Stead, 4 
* 
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I've Crimes enough to give it its full Load, 
And do it Credit: Thou wilt but ſpoil the Uſe on t, 
And honeſt Men hereafter bear its Figure | 
About 'em as a Charm from treacherous Friendſhip. 


Ofi. The Time grows ſhort, 125 Friends are e dead N 


already. 
aff. Dead! 
Pier. Yes, dead, Tafer 3 5 they ve all 2 U like Men too 
Worthy their Charadter. 5 | 
aff. And what muſt I do? | 
Prer.' Oh | Jef 
aff. Speak aloud thy burden'd Soul, 
And tell thy Troubles to thy tortur'd F riend. 
Pier. Friend! Could'ſt thou yet be a Friend, a gene- 
rous Friend, 
I might hope Comfort from thy noble Sorrows. 
Heav'n knows I want a Friend. 
Faff. And a kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn my copeilelng Virtue, 
Or think, when he's to die, my Thoughts are idle. 
Pier. No! Live! charge thee, 7 affier. 
Ja Yes, I will lire: 
But it ſhall be to ſee thy Fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a Rate as Venice long ſhall groan for. 
Picr., Wilt thou? 
Faff. I will, by Heav'n. 
Picr. Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 


And 1 forgive thee. Oh n I traſt thee? 


Jaff. No; I've been falſe already. 
Pier. Do'ſt thou love me? 
Ja. Rip up my Heart, and ſatisfy ty Donbtings,' 
Picr. Curſe on this Weakneſs,” * - [ He aveepse 
Ja. Tears! Amazement !, Tears ! 
I never ſaw thee melted thus before; 
And know there's ſomething labouring in thy Boſom 
That muſt have Vent: Tho' I am a Villain, tell me. 
Pier, See'ſt thou that Eogine ? {Pointing to the Wheel. 
Fae Why £7 4 
Pier. Is't fr a Soldier, who FRE liv'd wich Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and been crown'd with Con- 
Be ex pos d a common Carcaſe on a Wheel? 2 


2 . : 4 
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Zaff. Hah ! 
Pier. Speak: Is't fitting? 
Ja?. Fitting? 
Pier. Ves, is' t fitting ? 
Jaff. What's to be done? 
Pier. I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble to preſerve my Memory 
From the Diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. 
Oi. The Day grows late, Sir. 
Pier. I'll make haſte. Oh! J affer ſ 
Tho' thou'ſt betrayed me, do me ſome Way Juſtice. 


Zaff. No more of that: Thy Wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfy'd ; 
I have a Wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed ; my Child too 
Yield up his little Throat, and all 


T* appeaſe thee 
: [Going away, Pierre holds him. 
Pier, No—this—no more, He whiſpers Jaffier. 
Zaff. Hah! Is't then ſo? 
Pier. Moſt certainly. 
Ja. I'll do't. 
Pier. Remember. 
Of. Sir. 
Pier. Come, now I am ready. 5 
Foe. [ He and Jafher aſcend the Scaffold, 

Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman of Honour, 

Keep off the Rabble, that I may have Room 

To entertain my Fate, and die with Decency. 

Come, [Takes off his Gown, Executioner prepares 
Friar. Son. | [to bind him, 
Pier. Hence, Tempter. | 
OF. Stand off, Prieſt. 

ier. Ithank you, Sir; - 

You'll think on't ? | | [70 Jaffier. 
Faff. Twon't grow ſtale before To-morrow. 
Pier. Now, Faffier! now I am going. Now —— 

[ Executioner having bound him. 
Jaff. Have at thee, | = 

Thou honeſt Heart, then — here — [Stabs him. 

And this is well too. [Then Stabs himſelf. 
Friar, Damnable Deed ! | 

Pier. Now thou haſt indeed been faithful, 


This 
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This was done nobly —— We have deceiv'd the Senate. 
Faff. Bravely. : | 
Pier. Ha ha ha——oh!oh!l—— . i nof Dies, 
Z aff. Now, ye curs'd Rulers, ITY 

Thus of the Blood y'ave ſhed I make Libation, 

And ſprinkle't mingling : May it reſt upon you, 

And all your Race ; be henceforth Peace a Stranger 

Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 

Your Generations O'poor Belvidera ! ! 

Sir, I have a Wife, bear this in Safety to her, 

A Token that with my dying Breath I bleſs'd her, 

And the dear little Infant left behind me. 

I am ſick I'm quiet [ Jaſher dies, 
Oi. Bear this News to the Senate, 

And guard their Bodies till there's farther Orders: 

Heav'n grant I die ſo well. [Scene ſhuts upon theme 


Soft Mujick. Enter Belvidera diftratted, led by tavo of 


her Nomen, Priuli and Servants, 
Pri. Strengthen her Heart with Patience, pitying 
Heav'n. | 
OC Come, come, come, come, come, nay come to 
Bec, | | | 
Prithee my Love. The Winds; hark how they whiſtle ; 
And the Rain beats: Oh! how the Weather ſhrinks me! 
You are angry now, who cares? Piſh, no indeed. 
Chuſe then, I ſay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not. 
Whip your IIl- nature; get you gone then; oh! 
| | [ Jaffier's Ghoft riſes. 
Are you return'd ? See, Father, here he's come again, 
Am I to blame to love him? Oh thou dear one. 
[ 3hoft ſinks, 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry ſtill then? 
Jaffer, where art thou? Father, why do you do thus? 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's there ſomewhere, 
Stand off I ſay : What gone? Remember't, Tyrant: 
I may revenge myſelf for this Trick one Day. 
I'll do't I'll do't. Renault's a naſty Fellow; 
Hang him, hang him, hang him. | 
Enter Officer and others. | 
Pri News, what News? [Officer whiſpers Priuli. 
OF. Moſt fad, Sir; 
9 | J affer, 


— ——— 
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TZaffier, upon the Scaffold, to prevent 
A ſhameful Death, ſtabb'd Pierre, and next himſelf - 
Both fell together. | 
Pri. Daughter. 
Belv. Ha! look there! 
| [7 he Ghoſts of pe and Pierre riſe together, both bloody, 
y Huſband bloody, and his Friend too ! Murder ! 
Who has done this? Speak to me, thou ſad Viſion ; 
| | [ Ghoſls Jin, 
On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg it: Vaniſh'd— 
Here they went down : Oh ! I'll dig, dig the Den up. 
You ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, 7er, "ag 
Peep up, and give me but a Look, I have him! 
I've got him, Father: Oh! now how I'll ſmuggle him 
My Love! my Dear! my Bleſſing ! help me! help me! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the Bottom, 
Nay—now they pull ſo hard—farewel— [ She dies. 
Maid. She's dead, | 
Breathleſs and dead. 
Pri, Then guard me from the Sight on't : 
Lead me into ſome Place that's fit for Mourning ; 
Where the free Air, Light, and the chearful Sun 
May never enter : Hang it round with Black ? 
Set up one Taper, that may light a Day, 
As long as I've to live: And there all leave me : 


" Sparing no Tears, when you this Tale relate, 


But bid all cruel Fathers dread my Fate. 
Excunt omnes. 


EPIC G UM 


HF Text is done, and now for Application, 


Aud, when that's ended, paſs your Approbation. 


T ho' the Conſpiracy's prevented here, 
Methinks I fee another hatching there: 
And there's a certain Fatlion fain would ſavay, 


IF they had Strength enough, and damn this Play: 


But this the Autbor bid me boldly ſay, 

IF any take this Plainneſs in ill Part, 

He's glad on't from the Bottom of his Heart : 
Pcets in Honour of the Truth ſhould write, 

IV ith the ſame Spirit brave Men for it fight. 
And tho) againſi him cauſelgſi Hatreas riſe, 

And daily where he goes of late he ſjies | 

The Scoaules of ſullen and reuengeſul Eyes; 

Ji what he knows, with much Contempt, to bear, 
And ſerves a Cauſe too good to let him fear. 

He fears no Poiſon from an incens'd Drab, 

No Ruffian's five Foot Saword, nor Raſcals Stab; 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief laid, 

Not a Roſe- Alley-Cudgel Ambuſcade. 

From any private Cauſe where Malice reigns, 

Or general Pique all Blockheads bade to Brains: 
Nething ſhall damm his Pen, when Truth dbes call, 
No, not the + Pidture-mangler at Guildhall. 

The Rehel-Tribe, of which that Vermin's one, 
Hawe now ſet forward, and their Courſe begun; 


*- The Raſcal that cut the Duke of 7or4's Picture 


And © 
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And while that Prince's Figure they deface, 
As they before had maſſacred his Name, 
Durſt their baſe Fears but look him in the Face, 


They a ufr hir Perfon as they've 1d his Fame: — | 


4 Fate in which ſuch Line' ments they read 

Of that great Martyrs, whoſe rich Blood they ſped, 
That their rebellious Hate they flill retain, 

Aud in his Son would murder bim aghin. 

With Indignation then let each brave Heart 

Rouze, and unite, to take his injur'd Part ; 

*Till Royal Lowe and Goodneſs call him Home, 

And Songs of Triumph meet him as he come : 

"Till Heaw'n' his Honour and our Peace reflore, 

And Villains never evrong his Vi inte note. 
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